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THE DAMN STORY WARNING: 
ABOUT THE REALITY OF THIS PUBLICATION: THIS IS FICTION 
THEORY. IT IS NOT REAL. WELL, NOT EXACTLY. THE DAMN 
STORY WILL TELL YOU THAT THIS GONZO REPORTER BORN IN 
MICHIGAN CITY IS A DAMN FINE STORY TELLER. WITH THAT 
SAID, THE REALITY YOU MAKE FROM THESE WORDS IS UP TO 
YOU. THE READER HAS A DUTY TO THINK FOR THEMSELVES. 
 
 

A QUOTE:  
"Swine, raw and primitive people living their lives 
like sharks. Today's pig is tomorrow's victim. Fuck 

these people." Hunter S. Thompson. 
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INTRODUCTION by Mr. Manager 

IT IS Monday morning, another week, and another seven 

days of breaking news. Hello, I’m the number one editor 
and owner of The Damn Story Newspaper. Let’s talk a 
second and not split hairs, because it is my job to tell 
you what you are reading: So I think it was seven years 
ago, when after the Great Recession I saw for sale signs 
on numerous newspaper buildings around the United 
States. Being a big winner and former real estate agent 
I thought the time was now to bring the industry of 
journalism up to the edge of the future that is now 
happening every day you consumers of news rise and 
shine to learn how the world is no longer just fast, but 
it is light speed. And you can’t wait for the news to 
happen, because by then the news that has been scooped 
is now nothing but the dust of history. If you wait for 
things to happen you are boring, and that is why you 
have to predict the news and scoop the god particles of 
the news before they explode into the fact of what are 
known as headlines. Nowadays you have to know what’s 
going to happen before it happens and the world is in 
the balance. Other humans and animals, and even the 
planet earth itself wants to strip away our born into 
right of freedom and this great U.S.A, is always one 
second away from extinction. And so, just as if you were 
the captain of the home team, and you betcha—this is a 

stressful job, and no-sir-re-bob…I wasn’t  anticipating 
the level of bitterness that comes with running 
something like this, and like the reporters who work at 
The Damn Story were discussing at the mandatory 

brunchin’ to cure all death fundraiser—every day I 
want to quit, and that’s because it was easier when I 
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was younger, and back then I saw an opening when 
everything was closing, and this is when I knew that I 
had a good chance to make something happen, because 
everything else that did happen had failed. I didn’t 
have much experience at making the paper news, but I 
wanted to make it work, as well as I really liked the 
feel and smell of physical paper—although, more than 
half of the base of our dwindling readership goes 
online to get our scoops covering a wide range of topics. 
From sports and sports and money and outer space, The 
Damn story has played an important role in shaping the 

public’s view of what’s going on…what’s going on—that’s 
the song I play to the staff every morning, what’s going 
on by Marvin Gaye. I tell them don’t think, just scoop 
and tell the folks on the streets with the backwards 
ball caps and the baby strollers and stretch pants and 
sweatsuits—tell them what’s going on because The Damn 
Story knows what’s going on. BREAK THAT NEWS: And sure, 
it’s been a struggle from the get-go. Just last week a 
major media firm stole a couple of our advertisers, and 
then, even though we didn’t want to, we had to sellout 
to a major multi dimensional Corp. who is the leader in 
the world of leading. But all of this is just part of 
game, and we did what we did, because costs were rising 
while revenue was nil. But we survived, and time after 
time The Damn Story scooped the scoop of the postmodern 

world. We see the news like dinosaur bones—fragment 
here and a bone there, but how cool does a dinosaur 
look after you done scooped it all up and see how small 

you are next to it when it is all put together—that’s 
right, that’s how we make the news—we scoop the news 
bones from the dirt like a good paleontologist, just 
like Alan Grant, and society is our dinosaur, and our 
passion, our thing that wakes us up in the morning and 
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puts on our pants—this is the paper news and this what 
we do.  

Then there’s Auden Wyatt, this gonzo reporting 

thief of a new gen. I never liked him and he always 
seemed half assed to me. Always one foot out of the ring, 
ready to cut and run whenever people stopped caring. 
But back when we were giving this whole thing a go, I 
needed somebody who could bring the society beat back 
to the impoverished man and the peeps without money to 
buy screen pads and computers, and not many people 
applied for the position because the pay was not good. 
Auden, he really wanted the job, and I read some of his 
prior journalism work and thought it was a bit too low 
B academic and scholarly for the average reader. His 
prose were scattered and then it hit me that with time 
he was going to get real jaded. On our first meeting he 
reminded me of a mentally handicapped Hunter Thompson 
with a head of hair that was stolen from Ted Coppell, 
and so that’s why I hired him, and that’s also why this 
book exists, a book that is part novel, part collective 
work from his five years at The Damn Story, and part 
existential pilgrimage into what is left of Bat 
Country. His style is well researched sometimes, and 
other times I don’t know what he’s talking about. Often 
enough his scoops have gotten The Damn Story in trouble 
for the antagonistic and middle finger ways of his 
voice. And this reporter, He is what he is and this book 
is what it is, and even Auden knows it. He told me don’t 
even publish it. I said get back to work in the mines of 
society or go back to retail. He slammed the door and 
walked out. That’s his way of saying yes boss, I’ll go 
scooping… 



10 
 

Auden Wyatt has his faults, but he is a patriot who 

knows that this book is all a marketing ploy to gain 
readership for The Damn Story. The ship is sinking 
badly and for everything that is the love of the free 

press, and for democracy… 

 
HERE’S YOUR DAMN STORY: 
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FIVE YEARS AGO 
 

WALKING STREETS everything is the same but a little more 

beat down, and even though it’s dark I can see enough to see what’s 
going on because street lights bounce off the sea and light up the sky 
and there it is, the newspaper building has a For Sale Sign on it. 
What a mess—the past has been massacred in front of our very eyes 
and nobody stopped it—it’s ugly and nobody did a thing and the old 
empire of journalism is being reclaimed by nature—it looks so much 
like a future wasteland and so—back then I’m not sure why they 
didn’t hire me—maybe it was how I looked—but I’m not sure about 
that either, and if my memory serves me correctly I do remember 
that I was struggling and had young stubble—back then I couldn’t 
even grow a beard yet so I looked like a foolish boy—but I wasn’t 
foolish—no—it was them—they had me all wrong because…what I 
was…was young…and no…they didn’t know who I was. Before 
they interviewed me they thought they could place me in a category 
based on what they learned on television, but they were very 
wrong…again…wrong…because what I was…was a god damn 
hungry wolf hunting for the story, and yeah…I was also a mess, but 
aren’t we all when we first start out? Isn’t everyone a bit rough 
around the edges when they take their first steps out into the 
unknown of what we call…The Real World?—And so ok—five 
years ago I was still only learning how to be a…PROFESSIONAL, 
and even though it would take some time before I could carve out 
the potential of my words…even back then I knew exactly what I 
wanted: I wanted to work and stand next to the history of greats that 
made this choice even possible—and that’s it—and I’m telling you 
the truth, because a young reporter learns from other beat reporters 



14 
 

who’ve been scooping longer than the baby gumshoe has even been 
able to speak—and five years ago I was excited to learn from the old 
scoop, and work—that’s the only thing I wanted—because it’s what I 
thought you were supposed to do. Journalists work hard, real hard, 
and I’m not being sarcastic because that’s what America was all 
about for me and that’s it, and everything else…like love and sports 
and happiness and cola—and cars and girls and stuff—all that stuff 
you know, the sort of stuff that defines the bullshit and the brilliance 
and the material add-ons of the luxury sedan—just everything else 
was just that—it was just everything else that comes after work—
because for me work always came before everything and that’s what 
I thought you were supposed to do, and that is what I did—I worked 
and worked…but good joke existence…because I’m the one who 
lost everything even though I’m the one who followed the rules. I 
worked my ass off, and then I lost and got mad, and it’s all 
gone…everything, and why…easy…because I tricked my brain 
into believing that I enjoyed working, and so that’s all—it’s all I 
wanted, and I wanted the job. They said no and the editor even 
made fun of my college’s mascot. Go Broncos he said—I didn’t care. 
I only wanted to write for their city’s paper. He said, boy, you’ll 
have a better chance driving trucks. What are you talking about I 
said—and it was the first big interview, and no, it didn’t go very 
good. And the reasoning isn’t simple because people often approach 
a new conversation the same way they meet a new whisky, and like 
whiskies, there are many flavors of similarly (but distinct in their 
own right) forms of spoken conversations, and you can’t always 
expect that this whisky will be like that whisky, because some 
whiskies are higher in alcohol content and aged longer or shorter, 
and so…that’s just it—the old editor looked at me like the same poor 
man kind of whisky that he’s seen countless times before—The 
Editor of The Local Paper talked down to me like I was an idiot. 
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And what I remember about the day in question is how I was 
nervous and he said that he was worried about you. What? I didn’t 
have a clue. And I’m not sure how to explain it because I didn’t 
understand what he was talking about for most of the interview 
because I was younger and was only looking to get my feet wet. 
The windows were open and I was sweating. Last night I couldn’t 
sleep and stayed up all night walking around and thinking—this was 
the night before, and in the morning I spilled coffee all over my 
dress shirt (the only one I had) so I had a green oversized wool V-
neck sweater on to cover up the big brown blotted stain, and so I 
knew right away he didn’t like me, especially after he said that I 
“didn’t look like a traditional reporter” and I said “I’m not sure what 
that means. And it’s the way I was born and the way I look I told 
him. He then asked me “what do you think the future will be?” “The 
future of what” I asked. The future of this, the news…”—and I 
should have bitten down on my tongue but I didn’t and said, “The 
old business model doesn’t work anymore but I guess it’s all about 
running the course until the ship sinks.” He laughed and I didn’t like 
him and he didn’t like me. He was a strange editor and I thought he 
was rude. He said, “You can go now.” And they didn’t give me the 
job and maybe it was for the better, and as soon as I walked out I 
knew they weren’t going to give me a chance. I don’t know what it 
was and maybe he was just having a bad morning. I said “nice 
day…hot but nice…oh…sorry…I’m”…—“I know who you 
are…you got a cigarette, I’m out.” “Yeah…here…did you get the 
samples I sent? I know that you wanted them a week ago but I…” 
“Yeah, got em’. Nice paper choice. Read em’ over two times.” 
“Good…I was worried they wouldn’t get here before today and…” 
“You know Mr. Wyatt, I don’t know if this is a good fit for you.” 
“What?” “You’re a bit too serious”.—“what?”…and I didn’t 
understand his argument because I was here for a job and I thought 
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you were supposed to be serious for a job in journalism. My resume 
wasn’t bad for a student just out of college. Before I tried my best to 
work here I worked for the university paper and a small local paper 
in Michigan, but then six months after I graduated a giant Media 
company from New York bought the local paper and made every 
employee part-time except for the sports reporters, and since I was 
young and was writing editorials on ethics within the intertexuality 
of the media I wasn’t going to be working for them anymore. After 
the recession and the wars things changed—everyone wanted to be 
entertained and the news had to terrify them at the same time. And I 
wanted to educate the people who needed it. I wanted to get the 
paper to the poor communities more than we were doing. I was 
educated and had hope for the world, and the editor didn’t like my 
version of seriousness because it just “didn’t fit” and so “fine man” I 
said, and when I heard his questions about the future of the news 
while looking at our lack of camaraderie that’s when I thought this 
isn’t happening…and it wasn’t a big deal—I think the old editor 
knew time was running out and maybe that’s why I wasn’t given 
the position—but…I’m not sure, and maybe it has something more 
to do with advertising or—but…I do remember that he pissed me 
off, and before I left I wanted to make him think about things but I 
didn’t know what to say, and so I told him that his office was a mess 
and you need a duster. He didn’t like that comment and as I closed 
the door and then left he laughed and said “you’ll get your chance 
someday Mr. Wyatt. Good luck kid”. “Asshole” I said, and 
now…well…The Neo Roman Times have only made me older and 
five years later it looks like that’s what I should have said to him. 
Instead of calling him an asshole under my breath I should have 
been the one wishing the luck. And I say that because the newspaper 
building is dead. Back then, five years ago, when he said the budget 
keeps getting slashed and we need some pet videos and stuff to draw 
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readers in with…—during the sit down and face to face the man 
didn’t give me a chance at trying to brainstorm, and I do think that 
my words held some truth—I told The Old Editor that “maybe you 
guys just need some new life”.  Back then I had many years left. I 
was young and looked forward to the future, but just as how time 
goes for whisky and life, everything including journalism is relative 
to those who are doing it, and what I didn’t see was how the 
newspaper building was on life support and it wasn’t going to make 
it.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



18 
 

THE GRAVEYARD OF AMERICAN JOURNALISM 
 

FOR SALE signs cover brick walls and there are windows 

looking into what used to be the employee lunch-room. The grass 
is green and weedy and dirty and long, and even the barbed wires 
look harmless. The old editor isn’t here anymore and what a mess, 
and for five full years the chains have been drooping down and 
washed then rinsed and tossed back and forth through the passage 
of one too many light and heavy thunder storms. The wires and 
chains over fences and barricades hang next to broken windows 
and soggy boxes of unused paper—the chains have gone through 
constant stress and now the metal fish hooks that used to be able to 
defend for the banks and the sellers look like old useless screws that 
hang like dead flowers from a vine of clay rust…and…it’s 
just…gone—everything is—the building is in real rough shape and 
when it was alive I walked out and I’ll be honest, I was sad and I 
hated it because I was real pissed off that I didn’t get the job.  Five 
years ago I was trying to be a man and didn’t want to be an 
outcast. That’s why I tried to play the part and that’s one of the 
main reasons why I didn’t say what was really on my mind. That’s 
why I didn’t tell anyone how I felt after I left the old editor’s office: 
There was rage and they wouldn’t give me the ink, and right then 
I wanted the building to burn down because back then I thought 
what I loved had defeated me and didn’t care that I had no money 
and nowhere to go, and I was angry with everything that is 
journalism—for how it tossed me on the streets after I stuck up for 
it for almost the entirety of my young and studious life—but now 
as I look at the building I feel bad for it. Because the truth is the 
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newspaper building didn’t defeat me—it wasn’t ever a game. And 
the truth is…the building burned itself down.  
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GOOD LUCK 
 
 

THAT’S WHAT I should have said to him, but I didn’t, and 

looking back on things he was a coward, because everyone knows 
that you never turn your back on your own soldiers. But that’s 
what happened and he wanted to save his own ass. The old editor 
didn’t give a damn about me, and it’s just the way he treated me—
and then there’s his laugh, and I can still remember the sound, and 
it was the sorta’ laugh that you hear when people mistakenly 
believe they’re safe. And I didn’t really want the building to burn 
but that’s what I thought would be nice and fitting. And I only 
thought it disserved the fire pit of my rage because it felt (to me) 
like it wanted me to burn—but none of it matters and the past 
can’t stop the aftermath—it’s just…I feel bad for the old newspaper 
building—it’s a tomb for the death of history and the end of 
traditional hardnosed journalism—now…it’s nothing but a casket 
and the stacked bricks are a place where spiders and mice call 
home, and instead of getting the scoop this is where rodents breed 
and defecate and die under the lost ribbons of old micro filmed 
sheets of water stained transparency. The building is a place where 
the old editor’s laughter is caught in the limbo of hollow walls and 
disconnected landlines like a pathetic ghost that is nothing but the 
fading reminder of the failure that he was. Five years ago I didn’t 
wish him luck, and after the interview was over I walked out and 
the sports reporter asked me how it went. And there wasn’t eye 
contact or nothing—I didn’t say anything to that freak, and after I 
screamed some very bad words in the hallway and then walked 
outside that’s when I turned around and gave the terminally ill 
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patient one last look. And I’m sure as you’ve figured out by now 
…the old editor was a smoker—he was smoking the cigarette he 
asked for when the interview started—the window was cracked 
and he was looking down towards me from the third floor. The 
vintage swine took a puff and waved as I squinted and smiled and I 
was the one who said, “You’re a damn lunatic, you do know that 
right Mr. Ahab?”—All smiles, and you can laugh but that’s what I 
said, and I didn’t mean it because hatred is absurd and defined in 
the moment—the relative value of everything diminishes as time 
passes, but now look at what’s left of the news—and this just in: the 
votes have been counted and the wrecking ball has been 
purchased. The building’s location is going to be turned into 
luxury living for hipster newlyweds and there’s going to be an 
indoor pool and there’s going to be a fitness room and they’ll even 
have free pizza parties and there’s the possibility for every dream 
you’ve ever had, and in bold print it proclaims that this is the 
perfect place for the young technocrats and medical insurance 
collection firm agents—but don’t worry because in the brochure I 
read you’ll be protected because there’s going to be a poorly 
trained security force on part time duty. You can even work from 
home if you want…and that’s because there’s going to be free hot 
spots near the vending machines as well as the ultimate value 
package when it comes to high-speed internet options. Service 
with a smile and the management will always be around—you’ll be 
the star on the set and there will be thousands of cameras filming 
your every move and in the brochure it said three times on every 
page this is THE FUTURE OF AMERICAN LIVING, and 
everyone is being forced into old people homes—so now—tell 
me—what’s left after the aftermath? And where…where does that 
leave me? I know: NEO GONZO DEBAUCHERY.  
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HOW THE STORY STARTS 
 
 

THE STORY starts with tacos. It’s that easy because I’m hungry. 

And so…where am I? Fast forward in time and once again I’m on 
my way and following the blood on the tracks to see if anything is 
alive out there, and I feel like I can probably stay sober for one more 
hour. Somewhere and I don’t know where, but I had to buy a real 
nice watch from a guy for nine bucks and thirty cents because he 
was crying. After that I waited to get somewhere closer to the next 
stop. A cop walked up to me. I put the smoke out but the policeman 
saw what I was doing. Great—I was too close to the building and I 
knew that something bad might be coming for me—I have baggage 
with the law if you know what I mean. And he said what’s in your 
hand? A book. What book? The Grapes of Wrath. And I started 
reading to the cop before he said another word: To the country and 
part of the gray country of Oklahoma, the last rains came gently, 
and they did not cut the scarred earth. What is your problem? I 
don’t know officer. He explained it to me (my problem) and said 
this is my only break he’ll ever give, and as it turns out I still owe the 
State of Michigan money for parking tickets. The cop said get the 
fuck out of here and never return. People still say those kinds of 
things, like the Wild West days I asked with a smile. He shook his 
head and told dispatch that I’ve received my one warning and that 
next time they’re bringing me in. Got ya’ I said with a wave and 
then  that was that, and this is why I’m drinking gin and the highlife 
in a dark dive bar out of the sun listening to bad country music until 
my train leaves. I’m heading down south before I have to fly back up 
here and so I get it society—I'm not allowed in this city ever again 
after today, and that’s not good for me because I’ll be working here 
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scooping the news and seriously I said when I was at another rest 
stop…I said…seriously… what the hell is Paw Paw? Get us out of 
here…and we did—we got out of Paw Paw and I made it where I 
wanted to go and now I’m having a bad flight. I should move out of 
this country because I don’t like it. And the story started with tacos 
and just…wow…what a strange day. 
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FEAR AND LOATHING IN CHICAGO 
 

BATTLE ON because there’s nothing left. And for a while I was 

a businessman. The government shut me down and said, do it again 
and you go to jail. I didn’t want to do that and now the only 
possessions I have from my businessman days are seven cartons of 
stale cigarettes. It got bad and after the job hunt went sour I fell 
apart and gave up and one day I started sending out resumes again. 
It was a full time job and I liked the job because I could drink and 
smoke in my office that was located in a blood stained apartment in 
the basement of a Michigan City flea market. The scoop goes like 
this: MY LIFE wasn’t pretty for some time after the first interview, 
and then after the fast food girl started getting needy I packed her 
stuff up and told her to leave. When I was alone I said to myself pull 
it together man. And after taking a shower I got on the train. 
Opening my eyes I saw something new and somehow I actually felt 
like me again, and I’m not sure how…but the water receded and the 
world changed in five years and…wow....well so…now people 
were giving it a shot at starting all over again—and that’s probably 
the only reason why I’m going to be a reporter for whoever the fuck 
they are. Five hundred resumes sent later and The Damn Story gets 
Auden Wyatt. And I didn’t ask many questions this time, but I still 
feel the same way: I HAVE a bad feeling about everything and they 
sold it all to the thirsty savagery. I was sleeping on The L—this is 
where I am after I tried to get some things from my storage unit 
down south before I do my best to live my life again, and I didn’t 
have any money worth saving, and other than the travel money they 
sent me because as the bastard voice read in the contract: I’m not 
getting paid until I get into The Mitten. Cheap d-bags and 
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something about frequent flyer points, and why they wouldn’t just 
pick me up in Chicago I’m not too sure, but they wouldn’t, and that 
is exactly why I’m waiting for my plane to take off in a couple days 
and nothing is working because…note to self: SHIT SON…don't 
worry—most people don't even know how to do this. But for those 
who do then you know that automatic is the only way. Today as it 
turns out the quickest path between (a) and (b) is a tour van, cutting 
through a graveyard, a golf cart, cutting through the forest and then 
an old Cadillac with real nice leather seats. There’s a gypsy rock in 
my pocket and nothing but bad luck will follow you I was told. 
Whatever lady I said. I need bad luck and the Clash are in my 
headphones—I’m super duper tired and so what is this style of 
writing, well son, it’s only Rock & Roll and there’s a good looking 
moon tonight and I’ve been  sober for less than an hour…damn, 
nothing is going very good. That’s why I'm going to get some 
burritos because nothing's going very good…but still—I need to eat 
a damn burrito and after that I’m going to probably drink booze 
after writing and then I’ll get a tattoo. That seems like a real good 
decision that normal American people make. But so the real 
question is do I get the rebel alliance logo from star wars, or the 
American flag or the polish falcon…choices…but…nope—I didn't 
get one—still haven't gotten that damn tattoo that I've always 
planned on getting…maybe…just some other time—and the reason 
for all of this is because I forgot about the action of wanting and 
getting and it’s that simple. And the reason for it being that simple is 
because I got lost and climbed a fire escape and I bought a real nice 
pen that looks like a pipe, but it's not a pipe, it's a pen. When I was 
at this boring store looking at spy stuff I asked where the poets and 
writers hang out. They said the V.F.W. HA! Fucker I said and left, 
even though that’s kind of true. And after I went back to the streets 
a nice looking woman asked me who are you with? Them. Them? 
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Yeah, the doomed I said, and so now I suppose I should find 
something to do because I’m in Chicago and it's another damn day. 
I’m tired but sleep is not possible. That is why I’m reading a book 
about acting, called NO ACTING PLEASE. It’s alright I guess but it 
reads like Zen Buddhism for white people in America who don't 
like reading very much. And that reminds me what actors need to 
do more of, shut-up and act. They (actors) never listen to me and 
I'm getting mad because…you got it…nothing's going very good. 
I’m up at the bookstore now and this makes me feel better. I have a 
long wait. Less than two days and that seems like forever—that’s 
why I’m reading and it’s simple again, because while some people 
prefer the finite nature of organized religion I prefer the infinite 
nature of words organized by Walt Whitman's poetry. But nobody 
cares what I like and the book is too expensive for me to buy, and 
the staff who works at this bookstore has asked me if they can help 
me ten times now. I’m reading I said and then five minutes later 
they ask me if they can help me again. No, you cannot help me I 
said. They don’t care. Ten minutes later and I’m sick of this town 
and I’m unsure of this day so…just do whatever you want humans 
because these are fun times I…tell…you…what—and I'm simply 
beat down and then this happens: in an alley around the old vacant 
post office a guy gives me a pint of vodka for five smokes. I'm not 
going to drink it though—I'm going to set it on fire and walk away 
and then dial…and the number is this: I CALLED a friend who lives 
here and they didn’t want to hang out because they don’t like me 
anymore. That’s why I’m in public, that’s why I slammed the phone 
on the ground, and it feels like I’ve been sabotaged and left for dead 
in a city that's not my home, and this is always a strange defeat. It’s 
happened before and I’m sure it will happen again, and no matter 
how you add it up I just want to be left alone right now. That’s not 
going to happen because there’s so many people, and I think I gave 
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away the rest of my change and smokes to folks who had more than 
me, but fubosh because this madness on the mind is probably all a 
waste of time and so I just do what I do and forget about life by 
scooping a bit. And I did just that…I scooped…for practice…and 
then I wrote a ton…for me… on a bridge…but I still feel like I 
want to die, and truth is I don't have a choice so I guess I’ll live and 
walk, and while walking my backpack strap broke and everyone 
made fun of me. What the hell I said to them because they didn’t 
know who I was. And then before walking I was real thirsty but my 
coke got stuck in the machine, and I missed my flight and all of this 
nonsense is why this is probably going to be a shit night and I smell 
horrible. I’m waiting by the bus station and this place is a mess, and 
by the way, according to the social carnies and even some of the 
cops my new nickname is Chieftain. I'll explain soon…after this 
short commercial—!BUY BELIZE!—His name is Chieftain. He runs 
an illegal cigarette operation around downtown Chicago. The 
imported blue box from Mother Russia with a picture of a desert 
animal sells for seventy-five percent cheaper than the normal tax 
rate. Can I buy another smoke from you Mr. Chieftain? Yes you can 
wolf boy. I need some shots shots shots. No, this is war wolf boy. 
You stay here. I’ll come back for you… 
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NO USE FOR A SOUNDTRACK IN HELL 
 

AFTER I sold my iPod to eat a steak dinner the panic went 

away and Chieftain took over the balmy Chicagoan night—but the 
weird thing is I gave the old guy a good hour training how to use 
his new iPod. And then I didn’t have anything else to do so after 
throwing rocks over the bridge into the water I was reflecting. And 
you know I do think that even in this POST NINE ELEVEN NSA 
landscape—in this strange new United States—a country where 
everything is political entertainment and out to kill you—yeah—I 
don’t know how but still think even with this constant nonsense 
America can be tremendously inspiring. I think it’s the land though 
and not society but who knows—and it was the night, pitch black 
and it was just me—and around three a.m. I walked around 
downtown Chicago. I was the only one on the streets. I sat by the 
Sears Tower or whatever they call it now, and there's not much to 
say other than it was a good moment. Everything looked human 
and strangely enough I felt like this was my country…and so—right 
as I was about to carry-on…who knows…just over there…I gave 
the giant building a peace sign and a cop car pulled up. What you 
doing? Sightseeing officer I said. It's the middle of the damn night 
the cop hollered…Yep. It's real nice isn’t it I said and then I walked 
away. I was happy and just to make sure I turned around—nope—
the cop didn't follow me. 
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FIRST SCOOP BEFORE OCCUPY WALl,,,STREET 
 

TODAY I officially began my career as a journalist working for 

an underground newspaper with as they said, minimal financing but 
it is a real man’s job. So you want it or not? Sure. When do I start? 
Now. That was on the phone and in the air and I didn't care. I don’t 
know what the world wants out of me but I need some money—
there’s never enough and I don’t know what’s going on but they’ve 
brought me back up to the Midwest—and I’m very familiar with it— 
and this time of year it’s something else not clean. STOP—but I had 
to drink…I already tols’ you. That much? Yes. Sure do. No pills to 
snooze and I don’t like being in the air because I can’t fly if you do 
something dumb—Get off the airplane please because Mr…Mr.? I’m 
not even thirty yet. I mean why is everyone always so inclined to 
give me a hard time. Just wait because I’m going to be a big time 
reporter and then you’ll see me blowing-on-up Puff Daddy style 
like Scarborough Country or whatever—so what that I had trouble 
in excursions to mathematics a few times and it did take me almost 
ten years to graduate college—and I’m not proud of that but you 
know what mam’—the best days of my youth are not over—I think 
you’re a bit too drunk to report the news but you’re the last one on 
the plane. Goodness gracious you make a strong drink, and your 
eyes are blue, real blue green...brown...and I like you we could—so 
can I get your number I said to the girl, and she wasn’t even talking 
to me—it was the pilot I think…maybe…not…but…fine I said—
because I don’t know and I don’t care…because like everyone 
else…no respect for the press core…and they gave me the boot and 
after getting dropped out of the sky I was at the Gerald Ford 
International Airport staggering around like a stooge. Luckily for 
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me that’s when one of the editors from the publication picked me 
up. He’s a speed talker with words upon words and I told him sure 
many times and that I’m going to sleep this off if you don't mind. 
He had real nice clothes on and a real nice car and I didn’t 
understand why he wanted to start a brand new newspaper when 
nobody bought the old ones anymore. He said he used to sell real 
estate and that his wife told him he needed a change of scenery. 
Whatever man I didn’t give a fuck, and so I told him cool many 
more times than I said sure and he listened to a Vietnam playlist the 
whole way on the highway—it was a cold day. An ugly day. A very 
Michigan day—it was wet and the leaves were dead and the road 
was a mess—people drive like they have something to win. Just drive 
I said to the editor as well as to the other cars that went by like 
droplets of hope that I would never taste. I was here and I was a 
newsman now, and nobody could hear me and his voice was bad. 
He wasn't a strong singer but he was a confident singer, and I don’t 
know why but the editor was obnoxiously happy about being an 
editor—why me?—this is what I asked because I didn’t know and he 
said they hired me because he thought I could really give a youthful 
voice that will separate us from the other sharks of respected 
journalism…sure I said—and how much am I going to get paid?—
this is my lousy cash number: FIFTEEN THOUSAND dollar salary. 
That’s it. That’s all they can afford to pay me for a whole year of 
doing the news—sounds good I said and I said that because I was 
living with my grandma in her retirement community before I got 
here for a while, and then to sum it up I had to get out of my 
apartment as well because I didn’t work at all and so I needed this 
job and my last girlfriend said I was lazy as shit and then she broke 
up with me but I have to pay for the kid (no sure if it’s even mine or 
not) and so that’s why I had to get this job, but I didn’t want the job, 
because I don’t like the cold weather. It’s not normal for humans to 
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ever get as cold as they do up here. Here’s your proof: EVOLUTION I 
told the editor and he thought it was a joke and said I was funny. 
Whatever I told him and when the editor dropped me off I asked for 
some petty cash and he said he had twelve bucks. I took the chump 
change and now I’m standing in downtown Lansing chewing 
tobacco like a camel with a pipe hanging out of my mouth. I’m cold 
and mad and I really don’t care if this whole mess of a world 
suddenly goes up in flames. Do I mean that? I don’t know and it 
doesn’t matter, because it isn’t going to happen. The world is going 
to be just fine and now, five years after my first interview, I’m a 
reporter. I’m here and I really need this job. Occupy Wall Street 
Michigan edition…sweet—I’m a local beat reporter for a start-up 
Newspaper. The editor said it’s going to be exciting and that they 
want to change the world. Why bother I said, there’s got to be a 
reset button somewhere…silence…and he started singing—I think 
it's time we stop, children, what's that sound, everybody look what's 
going down, there's battle lines being drawn. Let me out of the car 
now I said. Don’t like the Buffalo? What? No. I don’t care I said and 
then the editor left to look at paper samples. Out of the car I then 
walked on the sidewalk and just looked at the disaster that this 
society is. The Capital of Michigan looks like the highway. Busy 
and exaggerated. Like some kind of play for children. Coffee. I need 
to wake up. There are so many reasons. And I’m standing outside of 
the bean shop chewing my dip with my pipe-pen hanging out of 
my mouth and great…it starts to slowly rain and then…sweet 
Jesus…BREAKING NEWS: A BIG guy, almost three hundred 
pounds and sweating like he’s in a desert, walks by me and stops. He 
takes a step back and looks at me. I don’t look at him. He’s not a 
good looking man. Can’t you read he says, as he’s looking at a sign 
behind me and pointing with his eyes so I tilt my head and smile 
and the sign reads no smoking by any building in any direction or 
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something like that…—and I don’t get it—they sell the stuff, but 
that’s another story and I don’t want to talk about rules right now 
because I’m not breaking any, and it’s real simple: I JUST want a 
cup of coffee and then to go get the story on this supposed national 
revolution that’s going on somewhere in this cest pool, even though 
to be honest I don’t want to occupy anything but a hotel room—I 
don’t feel so good and I think it’s mental. It’s not real I said. What 
isn’t real the fat man says. The pipe. See…it’s a pen. A pipe pen. It’s 
not real. I’m dipping. Chewing the smoke. Cool? I write with this. 
Got it at this place in…and so…what do you do He says. I’m a 
reporter and I’m here to get the narrative of a generation. Occupy 
Wall…Street. You know of the gathering. I think it is in the city 
park? Haven’t heard of it the fat man says…and what do you do I 
ask. I’m a State Representative. How’s that working out I said and he 
doesn’t answer. Now: A KID is running down the street. A little 
guy. Huge suit on and looks like a circus performer. About time you 
show up for work the fat man said. Go in and get us some coffee 
and NO CREAM BLACK DON’T MESS UP TODAY. Get me a 
cheese cake as well…RYAN. You got a hearing problem…RYAN? 
Get us a table in the corner. Nobody else should be around. Listen 
RYAN…two cheesecakes. I’ll bring one home to the wife. You 
know how she loves them and—hello…Ryan I said. Who are you 
Ryan said to me and I said…Auden…Auden Wyatt. What do you 
do Ryan asks. I’m a reporter. Here for the narrative of a 
generation…and…what newspaper or station affiliate lil’ ol’ Ryan 
asks me. The Damn Story. Neither of them say anything. They go 
in the coffee shop and I stand there. It starts to snow and I feel 
terrible so I just spit the tobacco out in the garbage can and hope for 
everything to stop. 
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THE SCORE 
 

I’M THE last reporter alive and here’s your damn story: FIVE 

YEARS ago I said that I was going to be a journalist, and so I’m 
going to be a damn journalist. I’m not giving up and once again it’s 
a hard day’s night. I’m mad…real mad, and so I’m sorry post 
America, because there’s not going to be any photographs—only 
worded pictures of the future from here on out—only my words, my 
bluegrass, and I got the blues, the northern blues—who will walk 
with me? Courage is not for the lover. Only the night looks after 
me. The acoustics of the trees and even the dead stumps that hiss 
with fire like snakes—even these freaky looking shadows and even 
the skunks that now taste for the slimy blood of the human—even 
these monsters of the woods got my back and…please do—so tell 
me why you cried and why you came back to me…oh man—and 
like I said, it’s a hard day’s night and I’m trying my best to tell you 
the truth. Nobody watches out for future dead boys like me, and 
that’s why even the pissed off owls that watch these mammals from 
above protect me from the human fate. This just in: TOUCHDOWN—
Here’s the score: I’M SURROUNDED by the dance of the neo medieval 
savagery. My voice is that of the forgotten abolitionist. I’m singing 
the blues and here’s the truth about what this worded snake is: THE 
LITERAL translation for lied to in German is ‘song’—this is my song: 
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FILE UNDER:  PRE GAME MODEL UNITED NATIONS 
 

A FEW weeks ago it was Sunday. I’m an old guy on Sundays. I 

read newspapers and lay around outside all day before a nice snooze 
cruise before Monday brings me back to hell, and so doing so I 
became rather nostalgic and was quasi-happy to see an article in the 
New York Times all about the beginning of the end—the years 
somewhere around 2001-2003—these were the days. We partied so 
hard. Seriously…—and I remember I was a journalist because I just 
went to 'hang out'. And I was originally on the Team Iraq Security 
Council but since I didn't seem to care, or so I was told they said, 
you have to be a reporter. And those days are funny—I was young 
and foolish and I was only in college because you had to go to 
college. It’s a bit different than it is now. Almost fifteen years ago 
now…damn—and so it’s just that well…pretty much everybody that 
I knew went to college. These were the years of the mid-tier 
university and just slightly before the madness of online education. 
These were those short lived days before they cut research programs 
and before the recession was even a thought. Basically I think our 
generation was used to push back The Great Recession, and it does 
seem as if Millennials (those born between 1981 and 2000) are being 
blamed (used as some kind of scapegoat) by the old media horses 
because we ended up using what we were forced to use. And the 
truth is that much of the evidence seems to suggest that we were 
only a deferment of a bigger problem that would come back and 
bite the United States in the ass. I mean there wasn’t a draft anymore 
and the country was about to go to war, and so…what could you do 
with all these middle class kids? Easy and the home team scores 
another point—what we did as a country is this: INSTEAD OF 
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shipping the young students off to fight you sent them into the 
institutional boarding school that was college. This resulted in lower 
unemployment numbers and pushed back the collapse for a good 
half decade…and I’m not trying to get into this bullshit right now 
because it would take a whole damn book and months of research to 
see if I’m right or wrong—but what I’m saying is that those days 
were easy but they were also delusional, and in many ways these 
(years) were like the roaring twenties for my generation. Let’s just 
say it was a good time to party. And calm down you older 
generations, because this is about having fun, and I’m admitting that 
I don’t know exactly what was going on because this isn’t about that 
of a catastrophic nature, but rather the nature of being a very young 
man—this was the time right at the start of Iraq Number Two and 
right after Nine Eleven. The world was only starting to get insane 
and it was just a club. There were some pretty girls in the club and I 
liked politics because it seemed very adult to me back then, and so 
that weekend I think I was introduced to A Little Fancy Felt Bag of 
Crown Royal for the first time in a small room—shortly after is 
when I blacked out. Being only a youngin’ the booze was shining—
I was making out with some darlin’ from Team Mexico who was so 
damn worried about some dumb delegation concerning a small arms 
conflict and an alliance with the Team Rebels of Team South 
America—…and on and on and she couldn't stop talking about it. 
This conversation was bringing me down—everyone knows you 
don’t talk about politics when you’re getting all hot and heavy, and 
the girl wouldn’t shut up and it's not real I said, and then right 
before we went back to the action her boyfriend who was on Team 
Holland came in and then it got all funky and real awkward, and I 
was pretty sure that he was going to beat me up but I got lucky 
because I ran over there and then was throwing-up down there off 
the balcony. It was a very bad scene and then sometime later on is 
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when I somehow managed to get back into my place. I didn’t even 
think about setting my alarm and unfortunately slept-in until four in 
the afternoon—missing pancake brunch with the Scandinavian 
Trade Commission. And I didn't even get to talk to Team United 
States again about further Team Iraq sanctions and then I was 
threatened to be thrown out on the streets by Team Hotel Security 
for my overall debauchery when word of mouth was starting to 
spread about The Student Reporter From Michigan City who keeps 
getting caught where he’s not supposed to be—oh—that was the 
exact same day when the exact same staff yelled at me for swimming 
in the locked-up pool. The door was open I said. What one Mr. 
Manager said. I don’t remember—(SILENCE)—and then I said 
excuse me I have to work on my cannonballs now—(SPLASH)—
The water was a nice temperature but…what an idiot I was—but 
hear me out: EVEN THOUGH I was having a good time and partied 
like a bad ass…I showed up with my article every damn day, and I 
don’t know but I was fearless. It was so much fun and I didn't really 
learn anything but then again I was only there to get the fake story. 
I went student gonzo all over that damn five star international hotel 
for three and a half days and when we got back to the college 
campus nobody would talk to me in the club meetings…I’m not 
sure why, but they wanted me to quit but I didn't quit…no—I went 
to every damn meeting and the very next year I went back and did 
the exact same thing. By this point in the pre-story not many people 
signed up for the team and so the following year I was in charge of 
some younger kids in the reporting staff and nobody liked me unless 
they needed a late night editing favor or a small pint of something a 
rather. I didn’t mind any of it though, because early on I’d already 
figured out the nonsnense of the real world just comes with the 
territory when you're on Team…The Press…—and so yeah…I got 
the story. Fuckin’ A’ right I got the story. My family tree goes 



43 
 

straight to the American source. My drunken ol’ grand dad told me 
we are related to George Washington. That means I was born into 
the story. I’m number one and two and three and that’s because I’m 
Auden Wyatt. The last reporter alive. Breaking news: I’VE BEEN 
shakin' up the fake world and scooping the dirt of society long 
before I even managed to crawl my ass out of Michigan City. And 
that place is hell. But it makes you a man. A news man. A gumshoe. 
One hell of a journalist. The truth is school was life for me and the 
world told me how to do this. It’s in my blood and my blood is gin. 
Stay Tuned… 
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REPORTING FROM A TOWN ON A LAKE 
 

A WHILE back I did a story about the dredging connection 

with big business. That old scoop was printed in my college paper—
and strangely it’s what got me a job with this digital nonsense called 
The Damn Story. This is a real bad job and it’s not worth it but I 
don’t have any interest from anybody else and I’m not working for 
M-Live—because in my opinion it’s probably better to sell-out to 
the damn devil than to do that. I mean that organization is sketchy 
to say the least. Connect some dots for yourself. Light some candles 
and do an X-File Dance around the old Wikipedia. After only an 
hour your coffee will be cold and you’ll have a five o’ clock shadow, 
and as the sun comes up you’ll go into the bathroom and when you 
look in the mirror you’ll wonder what the hell is wrong with you— 
you’ll look like a crazy conspiracy theorist. That’s how sketchy that 
organization is…but…oh hell…because they run the mediated 
madness. And good for them…but…I don’t have time for their dress 
code. And no—I’m not going to the water this time and I’m not sure 
how Lake Michigan is doing. The last time I was there people were 
swimming in sewage and there was a swastika on the lighthouse. 
That was enough of a scoop for the university folk and I didn’t want 
to come back…but…once again (as always) that wasn’t up to me 
because I’m not the Mr. Manager of…The Damn Story. And I was 
told by THE EDITORS: DIG THE dirt. That’s where you’ll find 
what’s going on. Taste a damn earthworm and do your job or 
you’re fired. And I don’t like those guys but luckily it’s only a short 
trip this time. I’m being sent on safari after this and that’s more my 
style…but…for now about all I have to my name is time, and that’s 
why I’m here, and there’s not much of a chance to feel it out before 
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my ride leaves: AND IN the early morning seconds I saw clouds 
moving faster than the jet stream. The sky was clear. It looked like 
fire. Sirens were rounding. That didn't give me a clue about what 
scoop I should be scooping because sirens seem like a steady 
constant in this town. There’s less population than it looks like there 
should be…it's hilarious…no…it’s sad. And the local papers said that 
they kill each other. But I don’t know when and where this happens 
because I was alone and it was the end of night. I was waiting for 
the bus so I sat with a couple of statues. One is on a bench in front 
of a culinary school facing the city park. The other is in front of an 
old fashioned cinema. The names are Buster Keaton and Charles 
Hackley. One was a silent movie actor and the other was a lumber 
baron who built the city. And the whole thing seems ironic—you 
figure out why—because you’re smart…but…I’ll give you a hint—
the information is: THE LAST reporter alive sits with these dead men 
located not too far away from the Indian Cemetery. And how do I 
know so much with so little local interaction? This is how: I LEARN 
things. I read books—that’s how I discovered that thousands of 
people once had a freakin’ middleclass job in one of the many 
factories that have been completely destroyed or left to rot, much in 
the same fashion as the good ol’ freakin’ newspaper building (still for 
sale)—and it would seem that some kind of real bad and 
undocumented war has long left this strange water filled area, and 
yeah, I could dig more, but I would need way more money and a 
little bit more time. NEITHER OF THOSE TWO DAMN 
THINGS ARE EVER GOING TO HAPPEN, and that’s what THE 
EDITORS TOLD ME. And so that’s the reason why you’re only 
getting this: THERE ARE parts of this city where rocks and glass 
cover the streets as old lanterns are now lit with electricity. The only 
thing missing are tanks. The town is sparse and cold…blah…and 
so…I’m bored with everything. I’m also thirsty. It’s that time of the 
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night again and that’s why I went to a bar. It was depressing. I had a 
gin. They gave me a pitcher of it for five dollars and that was nice. 
And I was told that they once upon a time made those here as well. 
Wait…the bartender was talking about tanks not pitchers. Where 
do they make the damn tanks now I asked the local. I don’t know. 
Probably China. Mother fuck I said and…my new friend…I’m 
bringing this with me and…the bartender said what? The pitcher. 
But you can’t do that. I am. Goodbye local I said and then I took the 
pitcher of gin mixed with flat tonic water and causally (because I’m 
a real casual kina man’) walked out the front door, and after 
stumbling and thinking around the smaller lake for a while I came 
back to the city park. I got bored again so I left and THIS JUST IN: 
BREAKING NEWS: I’M AUDEN WYATT WITH YOUR DAMN 
STORY UPDATE: WHERE I currently stand there was once a mall. 
There isn’t one here anymore. It was ripped out and moved out into 
the farmlands—the country is now the suburbs of this once fine 
proper city with not enough upper crest residents to support the 
basic tenants of what a functioning society needs. There is garbage 
and water and libraries and schools, and everything has been 
downsized and…THE TIME—I suppose this is what they call the 
future but walking down the sidewalk I talked to an old lady who 
said her name was Grandma and she informed The Press Team that 
they (the locals) even made bowling balls here for the entire United 
States of America and now they just laugh. That’s sad I said to the 
Grandma and then told the mam’ thanks for the scoop and luck be a 
lady tonight, and after I walked away it got dark real fast, and at 
night we're the only ones down there. That’s what the dead metal 
men told me....the statues—and I asked them…why? Talk old men. 
I’m listening. Tell me the damn story…BEEP…BEEP...I was told: 
BOREDOM KILLS the social creature. The police never solve any 
crimes. Girls go missing and stores pop-up like chains and then are 
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gone. A two-year plan, and then nothing. Where are the criminals? 
Inside job? You’re the last reporter alive. YOU TELL US The Metal 
Men said. Wait…now hold on a second. I’m here for the scoop. 
Listen. I don't know but I’m doing the reporting. You folks should 
know better than anyone. You just sit and stand all day watching 
while doing metal men kinds of things. Talk or don’t. I really don’t 
care. And I don’t even like this job…FINE…is what one of the 
metal men said: Nobody asks questions. Everyone's nostalgic for 
things that have failed. They bring the failed back. They fail again. 
The city. Good for them—they're going to blow up the old factories 
with dynamite. Front page state news. I bet people will gather like 
it's a celebration. The company. They're from South America. 
Gone. Sold it to Asia. They strip the wood and leave the war behind. 
And it's going to happen. I heard by the end of this month—that's 
what we vote on here. Say yes or no to blowing stuff up. We need 
jobs. I think that's obvious. And…you want the story. The real 
story. The Damn Story. Yes…yes I do. Then wait—wait for the 
fireworks, wait for the explosions, and then count how many 
residents show up for the end, and if people clap it will be another 
very sad day. 
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THE GREAT DREDGE OF OUR TIME 

 

JUST LIKE war torn cities have done in the past, American 

post-industrial reconstruction has begun. Here’s your classic damn 
pre-now story: AND…SO…if you watch The Great Lakes like I do 
you’ll see that each wave plays a part in the momentum of the 
whole. You might not think that one wave is much of anything, but 
when you multiply that slowly but constantly you get an almost 
infinite number of causes and effects, and what you should know is 
this: Each wave matters. Each person matters. Each hometown, no 
matter how small or insignificant it seems based upon the micro-
popularity level of a young culture ends up producing the overall 
social tide of not just your own country, but of the entire world. 
And you can’t even point a single finger at one person, because it’s 
everywhere. The problem is bigger than…I’m not sure. Perhaps a 
mathematical wizard with less emotion for the seriousness of life 
could explain what I just said with sharper looking numbers 
representing fragments of the real to make you fight for 
something…anything…but it’s just…I don’t know and that is (I 
think) because it’s difficult for me not see what’s there because as a 
reporter you see more than most do, it’s a fact because it’s your job, 
and it’s very troubling how the social mass forgets what everybody 
was against even only the day before, and what I’m trying to say is I 
could show you hundreds of pictures that look like war and nobody 
would take it seriously. Side note: WHAT’S GOING on with the media 
and the land we walk on? What’s the point? To win? To do 
something? Or to be an altruistic sort of public servant slash reporter 
reporting the facts? And remember that famous line from that movie 
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from back in the day, the one that went…I’M MAD AS HELL 
AND I’M NOT GOING TO TAKE IT ANYMORE? I do, and I 
like that quote—and that’s because (I think) we need some of those 
people with those words right now more than ever. And maybe 
they don’t and maybe they do. Maybe they don’t have the time to 
write down what they see and then reflect about what’s really going 
on but…who knows? Do you? I don’t, well not really, and maybe 
they care. Maybe they’re working on it. Although I don’t think 
they’ve done very much that could shed some light on the totality of 
the situation, let alone simply identifying the problem concerning 
just how dredging is impacting the Michigan coastlines as well as 
the inland river-ways, and of course it’s not simple—I get this, and 
maybe I’m even wrong, and I’ll always…trust me…I’ll always admit 
when I’m wrong—but the thing is you (as a leader) can’t say (to the 
people) that it’s good and that’s final. That’s crazy talk. We’re not 
children folks and even I can dig into the fact of the matter and 
stand back and say hold on mighty corps. Of corps.—because here’s 
some PROOF: NUMBERS ARE real. The Lake is real. The smell is 
real. And the evidence is: THE NUMBERS show a large percentage of 
the culture is oblivious to the history they are living through, and as 
statistics show based on a quick sampling of the numbers of articles 
created and legal documents written, as well as the raw data of hits 
of videos about the social query at hand, which is dredging—the 
overall digital paper trail is very low, rounding out in the low 
hundreds and sometimes not even that. Even local word of mouth is 
basically zero. But it’s there. You can’t miss it. People see these 
things all the time. They just trust the war. I don’t know. It looks 
like the people for some reason don’t have the time or simply trust 
the business people who come from out of state and sometimes even 
out of our own country. And it’s not a conspiracy. It’s just a 
loophole. And they’re not bad people. They want to make money. 
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They just don’t care or know how to do a good job, at least the kind 
of job your local community needs or wants, and it’s not their lawn 
they’re cutting, and even good money can’t guarantee customer 
satisfaction. You know this. I know you’re not an idiot. You’re 
probably smarter than me. Who am I? That doesn’t really matter. I 
already said I know that you know…but…it’s just that I don’t get it, 
because the information when gathered tends to depict a culture 
who either doesn’t know or doesn’t care enough to want to know, 
and then a local government along with supposedly liberal-minded 
agencies and media run organizations who operate solely based on 
the social construction of entertainment, and then there’s those select 
few whom are also out of touch with the political times and don’t 
understand their private business landscape, and this includes people 
working for the standard old school professionals who’ve lost track 
of what they do anything for, those people who report and WORK 
the nine-to-five without passion for those who maybe know, but 
maybe at the same time are those that don’t care enough to say what 
they know because of the fear of losing money. And life is hard...I 
GET IT…but so what? We’re grownups now folks and maybe this 
story is true and maybe it isn’t—maybe I don’t know what I’m 
looking at, and that could be the problem—and I’m not trying to get 
into an argument with anybody here. I’ll respect the individual 
choices that you make as humans, but not as political agents. 
Because in all honesty I don’t care about your version of history—
that is because the truth is this: SOMETIMES DREDGING can be safe. 
It’s supposedly highly regulated. I have my doubts about everything 
and nothing at the same time. I’ve studied up a good couple weeks 
on the subject. I’ve sat on the pier and watched for hours until 
sunset. I’ve read that dredging can produce benefits to a 
community—or at least it was originally manufactured with the 
intent to have the potential to repair waterways after natural and 
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small human changes to the environment occurred. The problem 
isn’t dredging itself. It’s dredging in the name of global commerce 
while sacrificing the rights of the land. That’s the problem and that 
sounds intense, but truthfully you can smell it with your nose. And 
it’s what they’re digging up that I’m skeptical about. And it’s strange 
that there’s not much literature on the subject as you would think 
there would be for something so expensive, because it costs almost a 
hundred thousand dollars daily to run many of those machines, and 
wait…because there’s more: SOME OF the historical facts are easy to 
read, and if you do read…what the words will tell you is…for 
decade’s paper-mills and coal-plants have tossed their trash into our 
fresh water supply. I don’t know what they were thinking and I 
don’t really have the time to dwell on an old lost war because it’s 
done and that’s what they chose to do. They polluted the one thing 
humans need to survive off of…and yeah yeah yeah…I know this is 
some heavy philosophical stuff concerning justice and morals and 
economic models, and I’m not trying to go there with this 
article…well not so much anyway because this isn’t a manifesto, and 
so with that being said for the rest of this short piece I’ll refrain from 
the jargon.  
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NO JARGON ZONE 

 

IT DOESN’T smell too good, and I’m not trying to talk about those 

who may or may not be leading our species passed the threshold of 
extinction, because for now that’s not my battle…FOR NOW…I’m 
only talking about what I’ve seen, and so, this is what I’ve seen: 
There’s another aspect to our story. It’s called the wind. PICTURE 
THIS: IT’S A great day on the open seas. You got out of work early 
and you even have a small pint of gin in your back pocket. You’re 
happy and generally in a pretty darn good mood and you just met a 
young lady earlier in the morning and are going to meet her 
tomorrow for a hot date. HOT damn brother man, for once things 
are looking up and so being happy about the way things are looking 
you go for a walk. You’re in love with being alive and as you read a 
book under the sun the air moves with the contaminated sediment. 
Within about an hour (and for no real good reason) you don’t feel 
so well—this gross texture in your throat stays with you even into 
the evening. And so like most people would do you call it a day and 
then you go to bed. You think that something must be wrong with 
you, but you wake up feeling better, and so you’re guessing it was 
just something to do with allergy season…yeah…that’s probably 
it—it’s probably totally fine what they’re doing down the hill 
underwater in the lake with rusty machines but it’s just—I’ve got my 
doubts and another NOTE: THIS ISN’T a political narrative. The 
people in charge are probably good Mericans’ and so hold your 
horses Mr. Man, because I’m not accusing anybody on existential 
grounds, and I’m sure they try their best to contain the level of 
toxicity, just as I’m sure somebody will be held accountable when it 



56 
 

gets real ugly on the public relations side of the coin. And I’m not 
saying anybody is the villain here, because what I’m saying is… 
based on the research I’ve gathered with my senses I’ve got many 
questions concerning the quality of air at a place that only looks 
beautiful. And about me: I READ a lot and then I write a lot more, 
and I’ve read reports from Green Bay where the locals have filed 
lawsuits against corporations(*) after they ended-up getting sick 
while living around dredging sites. And a weird indicator of 
something that should raise doubts with the great dredge of our time 
is these people aren’t poor, they’re the educated class and they live or 
have lived in million dollar homes. Reading the document and 
reading the document over again I thought if the rich aren’t even 
respected in this country anymore I guess it’s true that we’re 
doomed, because what happened resembled a college protest: THE 
PEOPLE who had them some serious issues were brushed aside and 
nobody would listen to them. They asked the right questions and 
followed the laws that were there to aid them, and even though 
people were getting sick and lawyers were getting called everybody 
either said it was safe—all good and fine and dandy folks—or they 
said they didn’t know and…we’re sorry Mrs. and Mams’….yeah 
yeah yeah…we respect your concern as the great citizens of 
Merica’…but for now we can only tell you that we’ll have to get 
back to you on that because I don’t know but we’re just real busy 
today. And so then: SOMETIME LATER when nothing was getting 
solved and the rich were still angry the local news eventually came 
and interviewed them. It was a weird program and the production 
and editing of the news-piece made them out to be crazy tree lovers 
and not what they really were, the right side of the political 
spectrum. And these weren’t twenty year old college revolutionaries. 
These folks were the million dollar property owners who really did 
have an important story to share, not to say revolutionaries don’t 
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have a good story too but you know what I mean. It was some B.S. 
It was how things go and the people talked…and still there 
was…well…nothing much. And the arrogance of the government 
was absurd, and who do these people work for again, can you please 
remind me? And I ask you to do that because those above words 
ended with a damn good question. The word Local is a trend in our 
day and age, and it is supposedly the roots for the voice of my 
generation, and truthfully and locally, it’s even more a mess. But as 
I’ve said maybe and maybe not—maybe nobody knows. The facts 
only show this was a human story, and the case was against the 
people, the humans shouldered the burden and not the great dredge. 
Oddly enough the corp. was more human than the humans and so 
huh…this was a mighty strange detail to me when I read the 
documents over and over, and that’s why I wrote this piece, and I 
didn’t think anything would come of it…but it’s just I wanted to try 
to figure out what was going on because nobody would tell me, and 
like everything else I believed (and still do because by now it has) 
the story would just go away and then things would get even worse, 
and that’s exactly what has happened. The Lake has been sold out, 
and it’s true that nobody listens to the poor—it’s sad but true: THE 
POOR have the loudest voiceless chant in the history of Western 
Civilization—that is…until it breaks, and when it breaks…this is 
when they scream and brother well then you better watch your step. 
Nothing can stop it because this is just how it goes. You know this. 
I know this. Hell, even they know this. Everybody knows this 
because it’s an age-old social problem: This lack of listening to 
what’s really going on. But the difference was (this time) it wasn’t 
the ghetto screaming—and I also knew that nobody would take the 
time to listen to me when it came to the dredge. That’s not a 
shocker. But what’s really interesting with the world these days is 
that the people who do the corp. things, like dredging, well they 
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won’t even listen to the rich anymore, and in an interview (with the 
local television news) one husband told his wife they could just wear 
gas masks when they were working in the yard. The beautiful 
darlin’ laughed and said: WHAT KIND of life is that? 
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NOBODY LISTENS TO THE KINDA SORTA RICH ANYMORE 
 

THE GREAT Dredge: USUALLY LOCAL newspapers don’t 

report on this kind of thing, and really at this stage of my 
professional life I don’t have the time to write about it either, 
because nobody buys it. But then again I think the big guns in the 
world of journalism need to start pulling their own damn weight or 
what’s the point? And it’s only a question: WHAT DO we want our 
future to look like? Is that the world we want to live in? Do we 
want to wear gas masks when we do yard work? I don’t want to do 
that because it sounds pretty damn terrible. But then again, maybe 
it’s too late. Maybe nobody cares. Maybe dreams of buying fake 
money island are more important than air and…I don’t know…but 
what I do know is: You can’t fish when the fish are dead.  
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THE END OF CHANGE 
 

SO WHAT? Gots’ me—by now I don’t know what can be done. 

And some say I’m the last journalist alive, while others say I’m not to 
be trusted. And all of this is alright…but you…nobody talks…and 
this whole lost and sad and so sleepy of a game is what I refuse to 
play. And where has the media been on this? But…it’s already been 
voted and said GOOD TO GO! The great dredge is on, and so 
what? I don’t have a damn clue. I think it really goes back to what 
we let factories do…you know…just back then—they buried what 
could end up killing us and now they want to dig it up like some 
idiot dog or something. The facts are what I’ve said—and now… 
BREAKING NEWS: THE LEGAL battle begins: Beer V.S 

Dredging—how ironic…don’t ya’ think—but for the rest of us, the 
good ones—those of us who are still left…those who at the same 
time seem completely outnumbered by the complacency of our 
generation—for those of us who see that life is serious because we 
care about the future of humanity, well what we have to do is 
simple: We now have to clean up post industrialization. I declare 
nonsense and WHAT I KNOW TO BE TRUE is: Each life 
matters. Each wave matters. Get any idea of good or bad out of your 
head…that is if you hope to find the truth—damn. I don’t know. I 
guess I’ll live in whatever world I wake up in. I already got my gas 
mask. It’s next to my suit and tie. I’m ready for your fall out, I mean, 
if that’s what you want…but remember, like always, what you make 
out of any of my words is up to you: (*) THE PEOPLE LOST THE 
CASE. 
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WHAT IS SEALAND? 
 

THE TAGLINE is your basic story: THE SMALL vs. the 

mighty…and so did you know…that there are places in the world 
that exist outside of the land of normalality? Did you know that? 
And did you know there’s a culture and a way of life that is moving 
stuff around on old rusty installations predating somewhere around 
The Second World War? DID YOU KNOW THAT? And well…if 
you didn’t know that information now you do, and with a simple 
internet search any society beat reporter can scan for places like The 
Gozo Islands…Sealand and The Falkland Islands…and you can even 
learn about numerous stories all about out and the open but silent 
kinds of wars that the big powerful countries rage against the smaller 
continents—these are the spots on the world map where the future 
will happen—and so yes there’s a place called Sealand—full of a band 
of normal ol’ merry society folks who live there, and did you 
know…that this place even has its own municipality, which is a 
pseudo sort of sovereign nation and…YES IT'S TRUE FOLKS! 
SEALAND: THIS ODD locale exists out there…far out there…in the 
middle of the salt sea, and they even have their own soccer team and 
web page where you can buy t-shirts and sign up for their 
newsletter. And at Sealand there’s a group of humans who call this 
real water-world home…strange…right…yeah…and they live on 
this old rig and there’s a watermarked document of independence as 
well. Sealand is legit to the extreme, just as legit as the United States 
is. They have rights, and it might be true to say they would have to 
be invaded under an official act of war like any other country if the 
powerful wanted them to stop doing whatever it is they are doing, 
and for off the beat and not for the record: IT IS in one subjective 
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opinion that these rebels are allowed to exist in order to maintain the 
idea of…FREEDOM. And did you know there was a war between 
Argentina and England, which was the last real war the British 
Empire waged in the name of colonization? YES! And this happened 
sometime in nineteen eighty-three, and this was a real war that had 
to be approved by Parliament or whatever they call their society 
program. And so why was there a war?—SIMPLE!—because of 
the…what…have…you: IT WAS over oil routes from South 
America and had to do with this place around the polar-caps called 
the Falkland Islands, which is still under fair-skinned homosapien 
control. And just like Sealand is, this island is said to be under their 
own independent accords and did you know? You can even take a 
vacation there! YOU CAN! THIS IS AMAZING STUFF!—AND 
SO—once again, and off the record (once again) this (society beat) 
reporter would write that this idea of…STATE…is just a front to 
exist in the first place, because one (like Auden Wyatt) could say that 
The Falkland Islands are Argentina’s biggest enemy, and even as of 
late there have been blockades by the Argentinean Navy against 
British ships going to and from the Falkland Islands—and why, why 
is this happening…um…beats me: I’M JUST the last reporter alive 
and that’s your damn story. 
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REPORTING FROM AROUND OSSINEKE 
 

BEFORE THE music even starts…this is what happened: HEY, 

I just wanted to ride a T-Rex I said. And now what? THIS: I’M 
RUNNING away from the person I said that to. And I think I may 
have lost it, or found it, but I have no regrets. I’m having fun, loving 
life, and I’m wandering around and doing what I never would have 
thought I would even attempt. I’m going to try to freight further 
north-west for only the third time in my life. This was the editor’s 
idea. The Damn Story is hurting for travel money and we need 
scoops badly—makeup the scoops you lunatic is what editor number 
one said—he’s becoming a real dick and probably going to get me 
killed. I should quit and I will, but first I have to finish the damn 
story I started—so let’s get back to stealing rides on rusty trains: 
Freighting isn’t as hard as the TV shows or those hipster street kids 
say. Rule is…don’t follow hobos and street kid hipsters into battle, 
because they think too much about not having sex, and being a 
reporter isn’t trendy or cool, it’s dangerous and you need the reflexes 
of an American ninja. Listen up because I’m only going to say this 
once—Welcome to Freighting 101: WHAT YOU do is…you just have 
to get it before the train moves and lay low. That’s it, and if you see 
cops, where the uniform, get dirt on your face and grease in your 
hands, hold a toolbox, have a socket or something in hand and have 
a soft pack of cowboy killers in your right pocket—look the part of 
the beat down and say you work there. The human mind is all about 
knowing the number game, sometimes you win and sometimes you 
lose—but the fact is cops often have the mind of hipsters and hobos 
and are not trained to think like ninjas…anyway, real fucked up 
night. I think I almost got shot. Thank goodness for trees. It’s been a 
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real Michigander adventure. No days off. Woods too close to noise. 
Taking the train that way. Living within peace. Waiting for some 
music to load before the web is locked down again. And I took a 
ride into a prehistoric park and there’s the smell of only burning 
leaves. Dying summer bugs. Flame from a plastic lighter. My fingers 
hurt. Losing tension. Need a blood transfusion. Tired. Lonely. Not 
really. And there are sleigh bells and lost world sounds. Grass 
moving. Waiting and depressed about money—no…not really. 
Only Writing. Typing. A story. Not really. I don’t have a car. I 
move by air. On the back roads and swamped tracks. The dive bars. 
The low down terminals with beaten eyes, and I don’t have a single 
memory of happiness because they’ve all been replaced with the 
damn story and my shoes are holier than Jesus fucking Christ 
WHAT NOW…just…THIS: I DON’T care. Not really. I’m only 
bending these fingers to type these words and for what? To feel 
everything. To feel alive and I’m always running, and The Source: 
EVERYTHING IS as I’m running back to the woods because I’m a 
dog running from trucks. There are rain splashes and gun shots that 
pop by two, and then—silence. I’m drinking for warmth. Sleeping 
for death. I’m the definition of the word courage. I follow the rules 
and that’s how I stay alive.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



65 
 

THE PINE TREE OFFICE 
 

THE MASSES are watching the writer make a draft in plain 

view. And once again…back to me….no—back to you my friends—
back to your applause through the distance—through the only life 
that you will ever share, and I have goose bumps, it’s below fifty, 
and it’s tribal…nice…for now…it’s just nice. But I’m done being 
them and I got a story, and so better get a’ move on boy, and so I 
shall, and for you and you I’ll drink one more swell and twist metal 
and gulp, pull back and down the hatch—no, not you—because 
there’s not enough time for you and that is why I said that I’ll get to 
you later and…disciplined— I’m the fading discipline of the human 
spirit, and I’m quiet, I’m a slide banjo and I’m your laughter. I’m 
your fading tap. I’m the voice of the Forest and the fading summer 
sun, and this, well man, this is just one night, and is it a nice night? 
Sure is—it’s a soothing laughter kind of summer night that fades. 
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HUMAN MUSIC IN A DAMN FOREST 
 

AS IS and typed-up in spontaneous prose on typewriter 

under tree with minor corrections: RIGHT BEFORE you get to the 
happy part of your life sometimes you have to get sad first. And 
there are so many parts of the story that you won’t discuss with 
anyone. You leave some parts out because there’s not enough time. 
They will never give you enough time because there’s what they call 
deadlines. And sometimes you don’t’ have enough time to write all 
the details down about how you walked away in the rain under the 
stars within the milky way and then later next to rusty campers 
where I was singing some old songs before I was then playing Super 
Mario Brothers in the woods on a projection screen monitor as big 
as a swimming pool that silently mixed with the constant sounds of 
zippers and Velcro and all those voices of talkers, and I was happy 
and it was nice and cold and warm, and all of this happened right 
before I started typing this. And before there were these words and 
just more pages I was talking to an old pal named Mark. I’m glad we 
had a laugh and shared a swell to the night and the music because I 
was rude to him once, and it’s just that sometimes you don’t have 
the time to sketch down the good moments and the simple 
moments about how everyone was there with someone that you 
forgot about but still nevertheless missed, and when you’re a society 
beat reporter you don’t have the time to tell the scoop about how 
you were all alone among your peers—you can’t write about how 
you told those folks who were sitting around and packing up with a 
whole day to go that they should play their damn instruments, but 
they weren’t so sure about what you said to them because they said 
that rain might be coming. And you asked if you could play their 
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guitar on the first night, and they said we don’t even know you—
and it was the first day and I already told them who I was. They 
asked again and I told them again: I’m the last reporter alive and I 
asked them if they were going to jam tonight. They were in their 
fifties and they told me again that it might rain tonight. And like 
usual, everybody just laughed and you might not ever have another 
chance like this again, and you know: BE HERE AND NOW I said. 
And they laughed at me and said yeah and then I WAS ALONE 
AND under pine and me and my typewriter was all dirty and I was 
typing up the story and the caps locked: WHAT TIME IS IT? I 
DON’T KNOW. IT’S JUST RIGHT NOW. YOU CANT DO 
ANYTHING ABOUT THE RAIN. NOPE, YOU’RE RIGHT 
ABOUT THAT THEY SAID AS I WALKED AWAY AND 
WENT BACK INTO THE FOREST AND WHEN I CAME 
BACK TO MY TREE THE MEN WERE PUTTING AWAY 
THEIR INSTRUMENTS AND PACKING UP CAMP: YOU 
WANT A HOT DOG? SURE I SAID. YA’ DONE WITH THE 
BANJOS AND I SAID THAT’S WHY YOU CAME HERE 
RIGHT? TO PLAY YOUR DAMN MUSIC WHENEVER YOU 
DAMN WELL FEEL LIKE IT NOT HAVING TO WORRY 
ABOUT ANYTHING ELSE ONLY MUSIC SURROUNDED BY 
PEOPLE WHO LOVE MUSIC. AND YEAH THEY SAID. 
YEAH YOU’RE PROBABLY RIGHT. THIS IS WHAT THEY 
TOLD THE PRESS—THEY SAID THAT I WAS PROBABLY 
RIGHT—BUT THEY NEVER PLAYED BECAUSE THEY 
KNEW THAT A HUGE THUNDERSTORM WAS COMING 
IN FROM THE LAKE. AND IT WAS THE LAST DAY OF THE 
FESTIVAL AND THE RAIN WAS COMING ALRIGHT. THIS 
IS TRUE BUT MAN, IT WASN’T HERE YET. AND THE 
NEXT DAY EVERYBODY WAS DEAD. NO. NOT REALLY… 
THIS IS WHAT HAPPENED: FOR THE moment I forgot that I 
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was a damn reporter and started to believe I was a poet. I got all 
hooked on the Kool-Aid that these folks are handing out and started 
talking about stars and shadows and other kinds of bullshit like that. 
All I know is…I love sounds, and she had a nice voice and SHE 
SAID take a little. No I said. Just give me a bunch more and I was 
told it was a gateway into the spirit realm. Whatever I said AND she 
was covered in glow sticks and invited me to the after woods party. 
And she looked like a sorority girl but talked like a beatnik. Far out 
draws of mannnnnnnnn…and who the fuck knows what 
else…BUT…Hello I said….come on over here she said. And alright 
I said and then she gave me one of whatever and I said that’s it? She 
said here’s more, BUT mannnnnnnnnnnn, for tomorrow. You don’t 
get it darling I said. I’m a caveman trying to reinvent the wheel. She 
held out her hand. I asked for whatever she was drinking—I took 
quadruple the recommended dose and after that I became something 
made of only distortion…Hello…Hello…and some guy said how 
do you feel? I heard about…I don’t care I said. I have to go find 
something new. Hold on brother. Sing me a song. I didn’t sing him 
any damn song because I just fell to the ground. Hello…Hello…and 
I’m not sure how much time went by but like the insane I became 
lost making out and then she freaked out and thought the grass was 
a bed of nails. She had to go talk to the staff and nobody heard from 
her again until the last day, and I didn’t really miss her because for 
some reason this one specific tree looked like a wormhole into outer 
space. But this is what really bothered me—wait—I don’t know—I 
just needed some Michigan Swamp Slime I think…and so then in 
the middle of the darkness of everything forsaken I thought the 
brother and sister calico cats were talking to me and they sounded 
like some real big fucking jerks. I told people about this and they 
said mannnnnnnnn…there’s no cats. Damn I said I guess even if 
there were some cats well I suppose that wouldn’t make no damn 
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sense would it?...because well um…cats can’t talk…mind game 
solved and so well then, what now? THIS IS WHAT NOW: 
EVERYTHING JUST got all sidetracked. And I wasn’t too happy with 
the following around that I was doing because in nature the wolf is 
always a step behind, and nothing could change that I was a loner 
but right now I wasn’t anything that I really was because I was them 
and I wasn’t the last reporter alive. I wasn’t any damn wolf. I was a 
dog, a mutt—I was the same as them. I was afraid and was lost 
having a good time. DAMN IT!—I forgot all about what I was 
supposed to be doing because it is my damn job and my job is to be 
scoopin’—THAT IS WHY CAPS LOCK EXISTS AND THAT IS 
WHY I SLAPPED MYSELF AND SAID HOLY SHIT MAN. 
THANK GOD I WAS BACK—I WORKED MYSELF OUT OF 
THE DAZE AND DANCE AND THEN I WAS BACK TO THE 
DAMN MUSIC THAT WAS IN THE DAMN WOODS. 
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AN AMERICAN HOOLIGAN V.S Michigan Llamas 
 

I WAS drifting off the side of the road in the back of a SUV 

that I was only in because the hood was popped and it looked rather 
cozy. Everything was weird but not too big of a deal and my eyes 
scattered the light and for some reason there was a millisecond 
where I wanted to cry about nothing…but then again I don’t know. 
I held it together and opened a can of beer and drank the whole 
thing in one sip and then I realized the beer was all gone. Right 
away I knew the truth: THIS WOULDN’T do. I needed more story and 
so I GOT MORE BEER AND IT WAS THE LAST DAY OF THE 
STORY IN THE WOODS AND THE CAPS WERE STUCK 
AGAIN AND WE WERE ROLLING and there were Llamas and 
the Highway, and in Michigan you’ll find some of the nicest used 
cars and pumpkin fields and just…junk, some of the nicest red barns 
and junk, so much junk and cracks in metal and rust and junk, so 
much junk that’s buried in the long grass growing in pockets 
between bending trees, and it all goes by so fast as you’re driving 
down all those old highways with inebriated squinted eyes and lost 
in the void of people, and as if the end of the world where no 
human remains the country is littered with artifacts that were 
created and drafted from the past—they’re tucked away within hay 
stacks and are right next to sleeping cows and hidden under cut 
sheets of sharply broken glass old home windows that reflect off 
your eyes with dreams made from the clouds in the sky…and 
Llamas too—I’ve never made sense in my head why Michigan has so 
many Llamas and horses and pigs and junk, so much junk, and then 
there’s the sound of death and then birds of prey swing down in real 
afternoon time scooping up a lone mouse that was separated from 
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the herd…and there are even more Llamas drinking from the creeks 
passed and even off from the highway that’s been cut out of the 
middle of the forest, which instead of road was back in the day the 
only thing skimming the Great Lakes…but no…I’ve never made 
sense why Michigan has so many llamas and junk, so much junk 
filled up with the emptiness of our past. Everything is, and 
everything is just nostalgic soda pop CRACKS—the sounds of what 
was once smiling and what we DROVE by WITHOUT 
LOOKING at was this: IT WAS the night and the forest and the 
music and the ghosts and the girls and THE THE THE…the what 
now? And I’m making connections back to my childhood once 
again up in those clouds that were just sitting still on the tame drive 
home…and no—it’s just the highway and the stars—there were 
more and more lost visions of so many campfires and 
the…Llamas…no…wait…because…shit…and dreams fade. Bach 
still on and there are COPS ON BOTH SIDES OF THE 
HIGHWAY AND THIS GOES ON EVERY TWO MILES— 
AND I AM TYPING AS THIS HAPPENS AND HE DOESN’T 
SAY A THING AND I SEE HIS EYES ROLLING AS KIDS and 
men and women and a five year old still in car-seat on the side of 
the road. AND CAPS LOCK AND BAD BAD TIMES I SAID 
AND BAGS AND COOLERS AND BELONGINGS AND 
DOZENS OF SLEEPING BAGS AND GUITAR CASES ON 
THE TOP OF OLD PATHFINDERS AND CHEROKEES AND  
EXPLORERS AND NOW THERE’S COLLEGE STUDENTS 
AND KIDS WITH DREADLOCKS IN THE BACK OF SQUAD 
CARS AND BACH IS STILL PLAYING—Messed up I said—This 
is not good, not good at all he said. AND HE SAID THIS AND 
THAT AND MORE OF THIS AS I JUST SHUT UP BECAUSE 
NOW LINES OF STATE TROOPERS AND NOW RED 
LIGHTS BLUE LIGHTS AND UNIFORM SHORTS AND 
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BLACK BOOTS AND NOW GUNS ON BELTS AND CRYING 
RED EYES FROM POOR HIPPIE GIRLS AND THAT’S HER I 
SAID—I LOVED HER—WELL I THINK I DID BUT ANYWAY 
MAN—No, this isn’t good at all he said and I think he was still 
tripping. I’m sober I said. I can drive if you want me to—He didn’t 
say anything—He just kept driving with twitching sunglasses 
swerving passed cops as I straightened the wheel leaning up into the 
front seat from the backseat of the driver’s side and He didn’t say 
anything, because like I said, he didn’t like me and He didn’t want 
me to drive his car, and in the morning his parents had to bail him 
out of jail. But they let me go because I was sober and slept in the 
woods. Everything was back to normal and I had a dream about the 
music, and it was a silent masterpiece.   
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THE BLACK BIKINI & MICHIGAN WINNER CASINO 

 

AFTER MY altercation with the gravity of grass to teeth I was 

shocked back into the shit-show of existence while tumbling out of 
the wild. Oh…my…gawd I said, here it is, and I was super confused 
and it hurt pretty good because I scratched my face on the road and 
then on the beach I saw that some people were having a little fire. 
That’s the reason I walked over there and they gave me a drum. 
Some girl said she was from the sixties and she had an electronic 
smoking lipstick thing. She kept saying I did it wrong. I said shut 
up. She laughed and said she’s lived many times before. I said that’s 
not possible. She started singing and I guess I started drumming but 
I don’t really remember when it happened but I fell asleep again and 
when I re-opened my eyes…it was to a shot of vodka. I asked for 
gin. They said no gin shoot this. Fine—and let’s get something 
straight, her name doesn’t matter and she wasn’t a time traveler—I 
didn’t say much but I had a nice time because we were drinking and 
saying stuff that gets you in the mood, and they called me Jesus 
because of my beard—they said…where’d you come from Jesus? 
And I said my name’s Wyatt. They said Jesus….Jesus, go walk on 
water and make us some wine, and I said let’s not talk about me no 
more because I don’t like it. After I got mean for a second they said 
nothing more about Jesus and then a couple hours’ later some girl in 
a black bikini brought me home. I forgot to say goodbye and I 
wrote her number down on my arm with a marker but it’s all one 
black blob of tar now. She asked do you like eggs? I said I don’t 
know what you’re talking about but there’s no time for this mam’ 
cause mam’…I got to go to bed—and she didn’t like when I called 
her mam’—the girl in the black bikini drove away as I was limping 
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in the driveway, and she probably thought I was a lost mental 
patient but who knows…and I’m sorry but she’s dead to 
me…wait…so I think I was sleeping anyway so I can’t be found 
guilty for my caveman ways, and my shoes? Black toes. No Shoes 
and gross black toes and by…the…way…the coal smells 
good…WHAT IS IT? This is pointless. Let’s move on. Look at me. 
I’m a man of opportunity. I’M COMING! DAMN! YOU DON’T 
HAVE TO HONK THE FUCKING HORN. I’m screaming. She’s 
honking. And the sun…oh I hate you—one hour of sleep and there’s 
all kinds of hair all over the place—and why do you hate me O 
Lord?—nothing…only…silence—and then out the door I’m gone 
again. 
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COCK A DOODLE DOO 
 

SHE DOESN’T know about the black bikini. She also doesn’t 

know how dark I’ve gotten since the last time she’s seen me, and 
that was over five years ago. She looks like a woman now, classy and 
liberal and she’s not really that same folk girl I stayed up all night 
with hoping she would fall in love with me as I listened to her 
yawning depression and her Colorado stories as yonder mountain 
string bands played in a room that smelled of too much incense. 
Years ago she was the first gal’ who first said I was the last reporter 
alive, and I met her in college and I’ve always wanted to get naked 
with her. She’s very good looking. It’s just her attitude that bothers 
me, and she isn’t as bad as I say—she just doesn’t love me the way I 
want, and it’s mostly my problem and I don’t want to talk about it, 
so I won’t—but last week she said she wanted to see me. I wanted to 
see her and I knew she must be sad again, and I didn’t care so after 
the black bikini I got into her car. We arrived here the other day. 
Being the first one up I’m talking to Billy the cow. He doesn’t say 
much but he’s good at listening. Billy’s a slow chewer, and maybe 
he's only a cow, but he’s a good cow. I’m going to miss you I said 
and Billy didn’t care. He walked away and went over there. 
Whatever cow I said because I was goofy, and so still being half 
asleep I forgot the fence was charged and I was proud of something 
and leaning back I was looking at the early day—I was getting ready 
for the blue air and the white clouds. I was taking it all in. The sun 
wasn’t even out yet and the sky was navy. Reaching out my arms I 
was stretching to gather enough motion to keep the rest of the day 
moving. Being a terrible morning person I forgot how to walk and 
tripped over a brick of hay—reaching out to catch myself I grabbed 
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the plastic strips of the pen that were weaved with wire. The fence 
was a river where patterns of random electric currents acted as a 
deterrent to keep Billy the cow from slowly walking down the 
street, and losing my balance I forgot and tried to catch myself…—
and now there’s no more night, there’s no more navy and it’s time 
for the sun—with tired muscles my teeth hurt and the tips of my 
right-handed fingers are purple…great, this is how I started my day, 
with an electrocution. And I wonder if I’m weird. Just like I wonder 
how long it takes most people to gather enough momentum to 
steady-out their thinking—I wonder how long it takes you to wake 
up. And Billy the cow is definitely a morning person. He’s real easy 
going and never seems to have much on the mind. I’m the exact 
opposite…but you get no choice in the cycles of life. You are what 
you are and my head hurts—I feel terrible so I dunk my head into a 
metal bucket of well water. I did this to wake up. And I think it's 
true that sometimes to feel alive you have to remind yourself how 
easy death is, and I don’t know and that’s why I wonder if I’m weird 
and…my stomach hurts…I don’t know…it just takes longer for me 
than it does for  most people but once my eyes are open for a few 
hours well then I’m awake and ready to go, and as if I’m a student 
who’s always in school I’m blazing with the sun and once again 
learning brand new ways how to fight. Before, not too long ago, I 
was dumb, and it feels as if I’ve been born again and turning into a 
warrior. Every day I learn more about something that makes all of 
this nonsense feel like nothing at all. More and more I feel like I'm 
playing with children and today isn’t much different than it was 
yesterday: I WOKE up at five in the morning a day after driving 
around for two days, and on this morn I’m waking up to go say 
hello to Morris the horse, and then later on we’ll leave the farm. 
They liked us here. They needed the help and we needed to say 
hello. They were always here and we were looking for something 
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slower, and that’s why we were doing…what exactly? I’m not sure. 
We were just driving around…five cities in two days, and I just got 
in the car and was gone, and the same roads look different with new 
faces. We were driving with a soundtrack of folk and indie music. 
Often we took the country roads and the back roads, the roads 
where gas mileage is bad but where the land seems foreign. We 
stopped at stations and asked for directions just to talk to people. We 
turned off our phones to listen to the wind. We laughed for no 
reason because we wanted to laugh. We got dirty and fell into small 
rivers and climbed trees and felt ridiculous. We took turns—I slept 
and she drove. I drove and she slept, and most of the time neither of 
us slept, and we weren't far out there, only a couple hundred miles 
from home, and the only part of the plan that was outlined before 
we left was we wanted it to take longer so we drove slower than the 
speed limit. We wanted to enjoy something familiar but at the same 
time something just a little bit newer—both of us admitted to each 
other that neither of us were very happy, and it's not like you might 
think. Our unhappiness was natural. Our unhappiness was formed 
because we were hungry. And we didn’t want to move too fast. We 
wanted to respect the down times as much as those fast and good 
times that quickly without thinking just go by. We wanted to enjoy 
being bored and we didn’t talk about our unhappiness…no—we just 
drove and parked the car whenever we felt like it. And sometimes 
we would pull into a driveway, and instead of doing a quick 
turnaround in the country like so many people do, we laughed and 
turned the car off, and it’s your turn one of us would say—this time 
it was my turn—I got out of the car and knocked on the door. 
Someone's feet were heard and then I said hello. They said hello. 
They were always so nice and can I help you they said? Yeah…were 
lost I said. And for about twenty minutes the new stranger explained 
everything about how to get somewhere, and the truth is we 
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weren't lost. We knew where we were going and only did this 
because maybe we were crazy, but not really, we were just trying to 
live and we met five new friends that day, and later on in the night 
before we went away we got the best meal I've had in a long-long 
time. It wasn't so much the food. It was the meal, it was dinner, and 
I don’t know how to explain it but the dinner was so full of voices 
and warmth. It was great—we found what we were looking for and 
now it was time to move on. They wanted us to stay for another 
week but we had to leave because The Editors didn’t like this story. I 
said it was a good story and they said it was too good of a story. 
They said ditch the girl. I asked why and they said she’s making you 
soft. I don’t care I said and didn’t look at my email again until bad 
things started happening again. But for now…there is still Morris. 
He likes me and doesn’t care about bombs. Actually he doesn’t like 
me but he doesn’t know what else to do because he’s a horse. Edit 
that. Sorry. I don’t know what Morris is thinking but I do know 
what we are doing: ME AND the girl and the plan was we were 
going to leave and it was cold. That last night we camped out on the 
farm, and it’s also true that those roosters are loud, and when the 
black faded there was another morning and she sleeps in while I 
wake up to think and write, and so after I woke up I helped the wife 
gather eggs from the cage. The birds seemed happy. They were 
ready for breakfast too, and I didn’t want to leave but we 
did…because it was part of the plan. We had to go spend money 
and it was time to go back to real life, and so after some scrambled 
eggs we left for the casino. We left to find the American Dream. 
We were told that it was buried on Indian Grounds. I could only 
smile. 
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THE FUTURE OF BAT COUNTRY 
 

THE GIRL got some kind of sexual fever after winning three 

hundred dollars. Let’s go she said. Where? Come on, you wanted 
this. I did. I did want that. And so stepping over and weaving under 
the people we walked and I would have liked to shot myself in the 
head because I paused to look at the scoreboard and for some reason 
numbers were no longer numbers, rather they were dancing sexy 
fruits. I shook my head and jumped up and down trying to huff any 
fresh air that might have steamed to the top. There were about three 
gulps but luckily that was all I needed and so I rubbed my eyes and 
some song called the cha-cha-dwop…cha-cha-WIN was on, and 
the sexy grapes and oranges…and I think there was an antelope for 
some reason in with the gang of dancing drawings…and so these 
little annoying idiots were the mascots and you couldn’t get away 
from them, and they were scattered and duplicated transcending 
holograms on flat screen televisions that worked for converting 
Mericans into savages, and it worked just like a diabolical and 
ideological brain transfusion that a human undergoes when they are 
drunk and confused and down on their luck and right then out of 
nowhere they are willfully sliced and consumed into a new being 
after finding themselves without courage wandering alone with the 
blues around the bible-belt—SNAP—it was at that moment when I 
realized that casinos and religions run on the same business model— 
BREED FUCK KILL—that sounds vulgar, because it is, but the 
truth is it’s mighty terrible what savagery can make people believe is 
holy. And there wasn’t even any real air in the place. Fooled again, 
and those three gulps were terrible. I landed on my toes with my 
hands in my pockets and I pulled out a paper box all in the same 
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motion twisting and crack and treads and gears and flesh and steal 
on rollers and plastic metal…roll…press…switch…FIRE…puff—
and this just in: BREAKING NEWS: BAT COUNTRY isn’t pop culture, 
it’s a middle finger to the ruthless idiots of leisure, and so like people 
like me do, I feel the fear and this is no cover song so please TAKE 
NOTE: This is the future of hell. Baby Satan got himself some mad 
marketing skills and this is the truth: THIS ISN’T a damn poster. 
This is the way it is, and if you’re smiling that’s because you can’t see 
what I’m saying. This isn’t the farm no more kids and the laughter I 
hear informs me that I’m in hostile territory. But that doesn’t matter, 
because she needs to feel special—and coming from the country 
roads into the American chocolate factory was a big contrast. 
Everyone had a golden ticket here and it was made from the drug 
called propaganda. About the only winner I met was a young man 
named Braden Bell or B.B for short. He’d just gotten done with an 
interview, although he didn’t look like it. He was drinking a pitcher 
of beer and his little elbow area at the bar was a disaster. There were 
plastic cups and silver tokens in water that had half smoked cigarette 
butts floating around mixing with what looked to be some kind of 
half eaten sandwich or something. And the guy had jeans on and a 
shirt with a collar, but it wasn’t the kind of dress shirt that you 
should try and wear a tie with. CAN I get one more, ON THE 
HOUSE he said. Sure thing boss the bartender said. What’s the 
occasion I said. Fuck if I know. Who the hell are you? I’m just a 
reporter taking a breather from the insanity. Oh really he said. They 
hiring? These mother fuckers won’t give me a job. Wait, what I 
said. Yeah, I just got done with an interview and they said they were 
going to go with someone else. What was the job for, if you don’t 
mind me asking? It was for a security guard position. Like them, and 
them, like those guys too I said. Yeah B.B said. Can I ask you 
another question? Shoot he said. Why are you here then? You know 
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…if you didn’t get the job. WHO the fuck KNOWS WHY! YOU 
TELL ME MR. REPORTER—WHY ARE ANY OF US HERE. 
Sorry that I asked B.B I said: NO, DON’T worry. I’m just a little 
drunk. See look man, THEM, the guy inside of the camera room 
told me I should enjoy myself. I said well I can’t because I don’t have 
any money and now I really won't because no job. The Mr. Captain 
Camera man said I’m sorry this won’t be the place where you make 
a living but we hope this becomes THE PLACE where you 
remember to relax and spend your future living. I was like what the 
fuck you know? I’m not too smart but I’m not dumb and who the 
hell did he think he was talking too. I aint no child and I didn’t like 
him at all, and so before the talk was over this place gave me a two 
hundred dollar gift certificate for anything I want. Oh, and they also 
gave me some vouchers to give to my pops. They said would your 
mom like one too. I told them she was dead. I think he felt bad 
about that so he gave me another hundred dollars for something 
called the high stakes room. I didn’t give a shit about playing cards 
so I sold it in the bathroom for twenty bucks and a pack of smokes 
to some guy from Michigan City who looked like a real shady 
mother fucker. That’s where I’m from too I said. We all look shady. 
But back to you B.B. What happened next: WELL WHEN I was 
walking out of the camera room the dude said to bring the old man 
down sometime soon. I said alright whatever man, so can I spend 
this at the beer counter? The man said yeah, it’s like real money. So 
that’s why I’m here. Who cares though right? Um…this is sort of a 
strange story I said. So what…I don’t know what the hell it is. Can’t 
do much about much though B.B said. You’re probably right I said. 
Hey, want a drink he said. No man, I have to get going. That’s 
about all I needed to hear. Wait. Huh? So are you? Am I what? 
Hiring? I don’t think so man, but…be cool. And…sure whatever 
bro B.B. said.  
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A STOLEN PLASIC KINDA HERITAGE 
 

LOOK I said, and in my backpack I pulled out the Uncle Sam 

Puppet—America I’m….hereeeeeeeeeeeeee Uncle Sam said. You 
took that from the auto shop? What the hell man? They won’t miss 
it and we need him more than the muffler man. I mean, what else 
was I supposed to do, I got bored and they took foreveeeeeeeer—
Holy shit Fellows said. What man, they’re not going to come after 
us for this. No man, check this out and stop fucking around. You’re 
really blowing this out of proportion Fellows…YEAH nothing bad 
will happen. It’s just a puppet…CHILL…YEAH MAN—I’m not 
even real AM I AUDEN? Mr. Sam that’s all about perspective…NO! 
PUT THAT THING AWAY and NOW...WYATT…See Mr. 
Fellows…I’m just…YOUR FAVORITE UNCLE SO CALM 
DOWN AND…CHILLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL…The Puppet 
named Sam said—No…look...WYATT…LOOK—yep…that’s a lot 
of traffic I said. 
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AMERICA’S BIRTHDAY BASH 
 

SOMETIMES I do the opposite of what I say I’m going to do, 

and almost a week later details are fuzzy. But this PARTICULAR 
story fades more so than usual. And I don’t know if it’s just age 
talking…or that the insane amount of drive I once had is crashing 
back towards reality but…and so no, I’m not angry about what 
happened. People are just people and most of them are just young 
people who’ve been born into one mighty messed up and strange 
generation. And I don’t know how to say this nicely but: THE 
CONFEDERATE Flag is ugly. And of course I don’t know everything 
about it but I do know some of its back-story and on that single 
drive up to the country and into the swamps of Northern America 
the colors of red and blue never looked so gross. And this is just how 
it went and it was just what it was, and we were following the 
savagery, and for some reason seeing the lines of trucks backed up 
for tens of miles gave me visions of demons, idiot demons and not 
too smart sorts of demons, and I know that it’s just history, but it’s a 
bloody damn history of everything that seems to be wrong with not 
just society as a world, but the United States in general. But like I 
said, these colors don’t run. They’re bolded and branded just like the 
traffic was and so…what’s this for I asked my pal Fellows, and he 
said—some radio’s birthday or something. Lots of girls. Cool I said. 
Yeah. Real Cool. HEY AUDEN. What is it little guy? You didn’t 
tell me where we were going and…God damnit Wyatt. HEY 
FELLOWS…IT’S SAM AGAIN, AND YOU KNOW THAT I 
don’t like country music very much, well at least that kind of 
TWANGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG Sam said. It’s going to be a 
good time. IN HELLLLLLLLL AND SHUTUP—I’ve never seen 
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cops doing this before, it’s like they’re working for them. Oh 
man…Hey, what you think about that Uncle Sam? Policeman this 
and a redneck here, and hey FELLOWS, did you know that the 
mathematical equation of policeman this and redneck that plus or 
minus one thousand Confederate flags waving out the windows  of 
rusty leased S…U...Vs stands for…Mereicaaaaaaaaaaaa. Will you 
please put that damn puppet away? Yeah…sorry…OH SNAP—the 
exit’s blocked off. What are the options here…Frankie Fellows said. 
Don’t ask me but wait I know who might know—Hey Sam, what 
do you think? Not sure what to tell you Wyatt but this is the land of 
the BRAVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVE…God damn you man Fellows 
said. What? It’s Sam not me brother…and…I hate you Fellows said.  
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WORK WEEK ITINERARY 
 

ONE: AT The Bam Bam Bar and Grill waiting to eat a rack of 

ribs and drink some beer. 2. Leave. 3. Head to the middle. 4. Stay a 
day. 5. Head back to the bridge and get somewhere maybe to the 
lower parts. 6. I’m going to show up at Walloon Lake at the 
Hemingway Cottage regardless if that’s alright with The Society. 7. 
I don’t know. 8. According to my calculations it should be Friday 
and I’ll be just about out of Folgers. 9. Be back around rednecks just 
long enough to flex my middle finger. 10. By Friday I’m supposed 
to be, along with some of The Damn Story Press Staff, including the 
world-famous assistant Beaf Wellington, scooping the true story, the 
only story, the gonzo story, The Damn Story will be at ArtPrize in 
Grand Rapids Michigan. 11. Going to work on some writing after 
the ribs. 12. The editors are driving me nuts. Lunatics and got them 
some kinda’ O.C.D. or something like that. Always sending 
messages about where I am and I told them scooping sirs. 
Yeah…two editors now and I don’t like the number two editor. 
He’s bad at his job and he always makes my work and my words and 
the overall formatting of the damn scoops look even worser’ than it 
already is, and so I get real upset at editor number two because he  
makes my stories all dumbed down for savages when it’s printed. He 
doesn’t know what he is doing and we didn’t need him and so now I 
only make ten grand a year because we have to pay editor # two. 
Everything is going down the shit-tank faster than the micro brew 
led economic recovery model and all of the real local newspapers are 
really out business now but were still giving this changing the world 
of respected journalism thing a go. Fuckin’ A’ man. Breaking news: 
THIS IS insanity. And to make the bullshit even worser’ I guess 
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we’re going to hire a space reporter (get this, it’s a real chimpanzee 
who used to be a circus performer and has been trained in N.A.S.A’s 
knowledge all about the cosmos and speaks in sign language and is 
named Spatial Humonkey…I know...WTF right, but I’m told this 
Monkey will save The Free Presses ass…and when I heard that I left 
The Damn Story Office and started sending out resumes in Mexico 
for Sports Reporting Beats because it’s bullshit) and we’ve also 
already hired an information guy named Idiot to talk about palm 
pads and tendos and brain pods and other such technological beats, 
and everything that the Mr. Manager is doing is nonsense—it’s 
completely out of control and score update: I’m a reporter—give me 
a break I told the editors. You’re digging my grave and that’s about 
it assholes. Don’t tell me to calm down. I don’t have gas money for 
the chevette and I’m stalled out on the purgatory that is the 
Mackinaw Bridge…and yeah—that’s the car I have now. WOW—
this is just great stuff. Ten years of training and this is the big 
payoff…and America, I love you, but George Washington might 
kick your ass if you don’t read my scoops. Fear tactics. We’re not 
above that either. The Damn Story will do anything for readership. 
We will even make up the news. Beep…Beep—the wire broke and 
this just in: A MODERNIZED Double Decker bus has been overrun 
by genetically enhanced bears that were trained to kill terrorists in 
the sharp teethed vampire mountains of Afghanistan. It’s been 
reported by Wakka Wakka Leaks that the only thing between a 
total tragic blood bath and a happy ending rubdown is the actor 
Emilio Estevez and Sharon Stone, and Winston from Family Matters 
and Parker Lewis Can’t Lose. Stay tuned America. I’m Auden 
Wyatt. The last reporter alive. A patriot and a Hometown Hero—a 
Veteran of a forgotten war—a red white and blue cape wearin’ 
overalls superhero who’s lookin’ out for the heart of Jesus Land. Our 
land: THE U.S.A!  
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THE DAMN STORY WINS THE PRIZE 
 

THE STORY once again starts with a taco—only this time I was 

walking and the taco was still a bit frozen. The microwave in the 
motel wasn’t working properly and so because I was pissed about 
many things I beer-bonged three beers. It’s just…I can’t take the 
stress man. I’m editing in bars chugging coffee and Michigan 
Swamp Slime and the people bring their kids to these pubs like they 
are Showbiz Pizzas or something, and I’ve been working nonstop 
since I got this job and I’m still losing everything, and it's 
embarrassing because I was sort of drunk after only beer-bonging 
three beers…and I know that doesn't sound very cool for a gonzo 
journalist who's in the middle of what feels like war—but you can't 
edit smashed—you can't get a solid scoop smashed—only a bit 
buzzed to get loose and I'm back in the mitten. It's bad. That’s why I 
said there was a story in Alabama—nope—just like there wasn’t a 
story in The Ozarks and there wasn’t any Brain Eaters either—it was 
just a place I read about in a lousy book and that’s why I went there 
and met a woman. The editors said they would stop sending me 
paychecks and so that’s the reason why I’m back—I had to say 
goodbye. And about…oh you know—the woman is next to me and 
I know where she came from. I'm feeling bad about something but 
she’ll be fine. This will be the last weekend I’ll ever talk to her 
because she doesn’t make me happy and this is a nice hotel. Good 
place to crash, and I warned her but she still got on the train with 
me—I said nothing because I guess it's safer to end it here I told her. 
She didn’t understand and then the girl said but I love you honey. 
No No No No…No No No—I tried to speak English: YOU 

DON'T…want…to…come…with…me—I…Don’t…Want…You  
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To Come With Me—but it was too late—we were already rolling 
out with the flood and she hates it. I tried to warn her…but it's not 
that bad. We got a balcony looking at the bottom of a giant hill of 
garbage. It was the cheapest one and the credit is almost gone. The 
Damn Story is running out of money again. Great—the motel is in 
some place called Coopersville. Oh—here’s another damn rule for 
future society beat reporters: IT’S ALWAYS best to keep a distance 
from the center and zoom on in for focus when you have to, and 
I'm not sure but there's a terrible smell coming from every damn 
body of water in this state. The last time it was coal and then it was 
nuclear and no it's not the gin and taco sauce that’s hidden under my 
three thousand dollar sports-coat (stolen from Mr. Manager I’ll call it 
a holiday bonus) and is spattered like abstract art all over my dress 
shirt—no—it's a smell you don't want to drink...and oh well, the 
smell isn’t anything a little air-freshener can't handle…—that’s 
better—and so…giving the woman  the credit card I say take a day 
and hit the tracks. They got lights and a shower. That's all anybody 
needs. And I gave her the credit card because I don’t like her and 
want her to vanish from my existence forever. She’s a mess and has a 
recently released ex-con husband who now lives with their three 
homeschooled kids—the girl makes me look bad and I told her go 
back down to Alabama and live your life—get back with your 
husband and do good for them children…but…nope—she said she 
loved me and I said I don’t love you lady, and then after sex and 
rock and roll I fell asleep and woke-up and my scoopin’ hand 
wouldn't move—I must have slept on it all funky-like and it took 
five minutes to regain mobility. It wasn’t a nightmare but it was 
weird—the alarm clock was broken and so I didn’t have time to 
think about the shit-show of my professional life because I had to 
put on my pants and run out the door without thinking about 
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anything because BREAKING NEWS: IT WAS time to go 
scooping.  
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The assistant 
 

WORLD FAMOUS my ass—that’s what the editors said, but like 

everything they tell me it was bullshit too. And not like I was 
surprised, but so the story on this guy is: I GUESS they found him 
on craigslist. They said we need a photographer and whatever fuck 
heads I said and hung up the phone. I got to go badly I told them 
because…late—I was running real late—I was supposed to meet the 
pseudo assistant and body guard at the train station by the river at 
2:30 It's now 2:40 and I'm just getting on the road. And: FROM 
WHAT I know based on The Damn Scoop Itinerary that was faxed to 
me I'm going to this odd event called ArtPrize. Sounds like the right 
place to find some kind of savagery. And The Press will be there—
The Press will tell you who is winning, just like The Damn Story 
Press Core will tell you who wins the big ol’ prize. And please note: 
This will be the last adventure in Michigan. I can't write about this 
damn state anymore. Give the news to the dogs. Give it to M-Live 
and the clan party that is their message board. I've had it. This is my 
game over. I got a new job and I’m moving to Mexico in a month 
or so. Don’t tell the editors. And from here on out there will be little 
editing and nothing cool could happen. But if that's the story, so be 
it. Because like the wise working men and women say in this 
country, it is just the same damn shit but a different damn day.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



92 
 

HAIL SATAN 
 

AFTER TALKING to this crazy guy named Joseph…who I had 

to yell at to leave me alone after he said I was going to hell…well 
then I had to take a piss. The overpriced Michigan Swamp Slime 
was taking a toll on my liver—but to be honest (with the readers) it 
didn’t matter…nothing did…and I was about to pass out on the 
cold hard streets because the night was over and I wanted to leave 
because there wasn’t a story anymore and probably never was—par 
for the course goes like this: I WAS stranded and making-up the 
story on the fly and was just waiting to get back to wherever the 
hell I was going. And I didn’t know where anywhere was and I 
couldn’t think straight because this man with a monkey puppet on 
his hand came up to me and started talking about progressive 
dinners. What the hell are you talking about oh my gawd…please 
stop please stop now and goodbye dude—there’s no time to talk to 
lunatics because the night is no longer young I said…and then I ran 
away and sat in the alley. And after talking to this gothic kid…who 
was crying over his girlfriend…who he mumbled was sleeping with 
somebody in a fossilized Ska band named Mustard Plug…and I 
didn’t feel bad for him but thought about the theory of trench-war 
marketing and gave him a book the editors made by hand and that 
they said…were business-cards for The Damn Story…and so…I 
next walked through the back door of a bar that was closing down 
for the night. Who are you? Auden. Friends with the owners’ son. 
Just in town from Alabama for the sweet Art Prize. Real good stuff I 
can’t wait to hear who the winner is I said....as He said I could take a 
piss there but wasn’t sure what I was talking about. Oh you know I 
said—I don’t want to get in trouble for whizzing in public because: 



93 
 

THE LIST and um it was a very nice bathroom…clean…stocked… 
one of the best moments of my life…but wait…you might have a 
question…and so what exactly is The Art Prize? I don’t know and 
I’ll get to that later—for now here’s the scoop: Have a good night I 
said to the staff who took my story as maybe sorta’ true—which of 
course it wasn’t but if you haven’t caught on by now I’m a real 
quick thinker and so I was out the door and back in the alley and by 
this point in the terrible scoop the so-called world famous assistant 
Wellington was long gone—he was the last of the gang to go M.I.A 
as one by one we faded and it started raining and I had two dollars 
left—I was thinking I really shouldn’t have bought this Indiana Jones 
comic book but to hell with it—I needed the color and I needed 
some ink—I needed something real and because of that purchase 
there would be no more Michigan Swamp Slime. Only Blue Ribbon 
was on the drink menu, and so sobering up everything was weird 
and I was back alone on the streets with nothing to do so I climbed a 
fire escape and smoked non electronic and old fashioned cigarettes 
watching the crowds by the tens of thousands go down escalators 
falling back out on the streets like flood water all dirty and smelling 
of popcorn with sticky feet and…the circus was over and…it was 
him: Auden…is that you? Jumping down from the last step back to 
the pavement…WHAT…it can’t be...IT IS…you again—don’t you 
have a home? No the man said. Wait don’t cry…hold on—I’m sorry 
I wasn’t trying to be insulting man but just…I have to go Joseph. 
Why don’t you want to be my friend he said—I don’t have time for 
this. I am your friend man…and…walking away and going 
somewhere else unknown I wasn’t in the damn mood for my damn 
Catholic Guilt and that’s when Joseph said…AUDEN—I turned 
around and he said…HAIL SATAN…but wait…let’s me try (for 
the readers) at remembering what exactly led me to this point in the 
scoop—I think it was this: THE ART Prize began the same night as 
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THE GREATEST SHOW ON EARTH. And there was a white 
male in a white VW Bug and the license plate read slamming—the 
guy looked at us and Beef Wellington asked him if he needed to 
take a dump. The dude in The Bug drove away—he was moody but 
the car wasn’t cool and as it hit the highway it stalled. We walked to 
the exit ramp and said hello. It got sorta awkward and the dude in 
the VW got out and then the three of us pushed it off the road as the 
elephants watched us…and they hate us…BREAKING NEWS: THE 
CIRCUS is in town. There’s savagery and I’m typing on a screen 
with thumbs and I should have practiced but The Damn Story sent 
it to me in the mail because they got sick of my scoops being typed 
up on a typewriter but what the hell is this damn digital age man 
because spell correct what…not that one…no you damn robot I 
didn’t mean to say that and wait how do you just…god damnit this 
is a mess—and The Press Core is waiting on Wellington again 
because he’s a bad general who has to see something new every two 
seconds. The Michigan Swamp Slime is really getting to him but 
that’s not his only problem, and when I first met him he said He’s a 
descendent of Custard. Whatever you say pal I said back to that 
nonsense, and so now…and a day later…I’m looking at the woods: 
THE FALL breeze blows in from who the hell knows where and 
major details only matter to the historian of time, and that’s what I 
am—I’m a time-keeper…wait—what day is it…oh I know…it’s 
Saturday. Yes…it’s Saturday. Great—same shit different day and she 
said no working on Saturdays. She’s still in bed and I’m starting the 
day off with some work…that is…after the brunch: SLOPPY JOES 
and a two hearted for this aging wolf. And last night what I can 
remember is this. There was the following: THE ART Prize and late 
night savagery. There were many puppets and hallucinations and a 
few seconds of acid flashbacks and those two calico cats were there 
again following me around, they were making fun of me again, and 
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there was nothing but bullshit and it was fun. And walking—it 
should be called The Walk Prize…—real good one asshole 
somebody I didn’t know who had a tattoo shirt on said to me as I 
was walking over the bridge and…here’s a button I said. What for? 
Because you win the prize. And what’s it say. Oh come on, you can 
read, just look for yourself. It doesn’t say anything…there isn’t any 
words on it…it’s blank—Oh you can’t read I said...I’m sorry for my 
silly assumptions (And by this point in the scoop I’m sorry society 
but I was pissed)—it says FUCK YOU MOTHER FUCKER…—
and wow…that’s not nice and I know that—but it was a ton of 
walking and there was a guy painted in gold who drove passed me 
on a unicycle—you don’t see that every day, I wonder how much 
cash I could get for him I said—nobody laughed because by this 
point I was flying solo, and overall the day was weird and it started 
late—I’m always running late and the concept of time—I’m not sure 
I know what that is—I only know that it passes…—but today she 
said no work on Saturdays. Why are you still here I asked and I have 
this pain in my brain—the frontal lobes are burning and because of 
that I have a constant headache and the fear of the crowd is why I 
go: THE BEST way to get over social anxiety is to jump into the 
pool of madness and it doesn’t really help but that’s not the point. 
You have to learn to love the pain because you don’t get over this 
fear once you’ve turned your mind into a tool to be used like a 
hammer to shatter the great myth of art. And the prize: BULLSHIT. 
Same day different shit, and the night was slow and boring and there 
was so much walking. The Barnum Brothers Circus was in town. It 
made me sad. And use your telepathic powers Wellington said to 
make it spout, and we did—all four of us did what the world famous 
assistant said and nothing happened. The elephants looked at us. 
They looked at Wellington—the camera man from somewhere 
digitally unknown, and then there was his two pals, one who was a 



96 
 

window washer who climbs the banking mountain and swipes 
outside as the nine-to-five build more and more towers into space, 
and who the knows what they really do in there…but the windows 
need to be clean, and then there was this old haggard toothless 
student from Kalamazoo who fell off the steps of East Campus and 
broke his face open, or so I was told as I sat on the corner smoking a 
smoke as he went inside to buy a life jacket, I mean a vest, and his 
name, this old student, well let’s just call him Mcfly. And so that’s it. 
That’s what we did. We went back to the future and the past was 
horrible. We were older now (31-34) and who the hell knows why 
we looked so young. Maybe it’s working on Saturdays and drinking 
while getting the story in the middle of the hell of art, and as well as 
talking to the insane comic book cashiers that always look so 
serious…and it’s just that everything is so damn serious…that is, 
everything but the story, and the story is what is going on 
underneath the city that was built upon mounds of sand that freezes 
over like bricks in the winter. The city of Grand Rapids Michigan is 
typically a nice place to raise a white family—it’s a middle-sized city 
and none of it makes sense. And they do a good job at making it 
look pretty when the sun is out. But after, when the full moon takes 
the stage that’s when the cloud cover makes it look like only one eye 
is open—and it was a mess…the real streets…the real story…and I 
couldn’t wait for the next day for when everything was over. I knew 
there would be beer and brunch and after the prizes were handed 
out the people kept walking. And that’s what we did: WE WALKED 
and lost one man at a time to exhaustion, more so to the fear of too 
much damn boredom, and the story was pleasant and: TO BE 
CONTINUED.  
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FEAR AND LOATHING IN GRAND RAPIDS 

 

YOU'RE AWESOME! You Win The Prize: The eye. The arm. 

The legs. The mouth. The painting of the human body. Seen 
through glass and please vote. The art. The corn. The color. The 
pencil and the passage of time—the decay and rebirth of growth and 
death…THE ART: WHY DON'T you forget and pick up the pen, stop 
following the dead and give it a shot. Not the gun but the page. Try 
and type up your own philosophy and believe in yourself. The Art: 
Murders on campus. Murders at the elks. Murders at secure military 
locations. Murders at shopping malls in Africa. Murders in Chicago. 
The Art: THERE WAS art…one would hope so, given its name, and 
it was all over—it was the people and some of them people stood out 
while others walked by. It was the weekend of death: AS THE Art 
Prize kept things going and peace and drinking was understated, as 
dance-flyers were handed out the guns were filling up my brain. 
West Michigan became a battle ground and even in Kenya 
Americans (supposedly) was mouthing off with their weapons. This 
is getting to the point of the damn story and we’re not talking about 
guns anymore—we're talking about letting insane people get 
weapons. You can't protect yourself from insanity. Nobody packing 
heat ever stops the toll that keeps rising. And Art and news and 
ammunition shells were all over the media. And in Grand Rapids 
there was a person shot dead around midnight, and I don't know 
where and when…but that’s just what the news and then what 
everyone said, and I don’t know a thing…but I was all over the city 
and I never saw anybody that I was afraid of. And that’s just it… 
that's the thing: THERE ISN'T just a gun problem. This shouldn't be 
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political, because this is about something bigger and social. This is 
about poverty and fear and kids. This is about sick people too, but 
honestly…this is mostly about lunatics who don’t care that were 
trying to run a society here. This is the story about where we go 
from here…and who we want to become. But…back to the scene: 
THE NIGHT was beautiful and there were some art displays that we 
looked at, and Wellington led the team and we sat in bars and ate 
some nachos by this old pub called the cottage. Great staff and nice 
gate to make an early exit, and as the sun was going down we talked 
about the time before PG-13 movies existed. Temple of doom I 
believe was the first one. The scene where the guy got his heart 
ripped out. And that was art. That wasn't for kids. That's how it 
goes and the nachos were gone. I said it's insanity that the bookstore 
downtown closed. Shoes are expensive Wellington said—well over a 
hundred dollars for a good pair. The book store is gone I said. 
Yeah…it’s now where you buy your kicks and there are so many 
damn shoe stores. I'm the walker. The driver’s wear three hundred-
dollar pairs of shoes in this country. There's something wrong with 
that. They have tires and oh wait, they also know the joke. PEOPLE 
DOING PEOPLE THINGS…AGAIN: THE DAY went by fast and I 
never made it inside of the circus. There were feathers in the Grand 
River as streamers hung down from bridges, and I'm not sure if this 
was a city-wide Art Prize theme, but it was sort of mind-numbing 
to see people with money holding their groomed dogs while 
waving what looked to be bum signs that read: YOU'RE AWESOME—
which I'm taking was the marketing slogan for the big show. And 
seriously I’m not kidding—the swank folks had cardboard cutouts 
that you usually affiliate with down on their luck folks who stand by 
the side of the road asking for food or saying I'll work for anything, 
and it appeared that it was designed on purpose…and if it wasn't 
then it was absurdly thought-up without thinking before the fact. 
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And hush hush…because I’ll say it's insulting and you’ll say that's 
insulting, and then they’ll say get a job bums or die and then some 
of them will get angry when people make them feel guilty as they sit 
in their car waiting for the light to turn green while (at the same 
time) wearing their brand new  three hundred dollar pair of 
shoes…and ok…I get it—nobody (described) like that in this 
country is a bad person and it's just the way it is—this is the story 
and this is the truth: BEING POOR isn’t a joke and this is the problem, 
and even if they didn't mean to suggest this with their signs…to me 
and to some of the other people who couldn’t afford the shoes…it 
looked out of touch with how bad life is for many people 
and…damn…OH: I FORGOT—this isn’t about shoes and signs and 
poverty and guns, because this story is supposed to be all about the 
art and…the art wasn't dirty and it wasn't ugly—it was typical and 
most of it was very very big, enormous even, and although some of 
the art was nice, and even though some of it was refined and created 
under artistically stressful conditions it (according to this particular 
society beat reporter’s words) didn't represent the state of this 
country or even Michigan. I didn't feel the vibe of desperation and 
struggle in hardly any of it, and although the televisions on stilts and 
the metal puppet show was inspiring what it was—was a great place 
for kids—I mean…the circus was even in town. And so it was…just 
alright stuff—and I'm not a family man folks, but if I was I’d mos def 
recommend anybody around West Michigan to take their family 
down there and walk around because The Art Prize is what it is, and 
it is the Disney of art. That’s it. That’s the story. That’s the truth. 
And on this weekend, it was safe—the art was nice and normal and it 
was about THE CITY CITY CITY—Great. Good for you and 
so…I get it: They cleaned up the streets and I'm not sure what other 
locale allows for this on such an enormous scale. And please note—
because this is a good rating: IT IS something to see the re-
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imagining of what a city as a canvass would look like. But the thing 
is The Art Prize feels more about other things (such as the colors and 
the stage) and not really about the art of the artist. It seems that 
(objectively speaking) Art Prize is about beer and the afterhours and 
the night is when the blood boils. The State of Michigan for some 
reason thinks that economic recovery can be based on beer. I don't 
understand this logic but that's a different story all together. But 
much of the art at the Art Prize was voiceless of the echoed tribal 
chant that I keep hearing at night as I watch looking at so many 
different cities, and on this night it was Grand Rapids but it doesn't 
really matter because I've seen it everywhere that I've been. The 
youth has something to say and they're going to say it. And this 
might seem like a joke to most of the people who pass by without a 
sound in this story…and for who after…they are tired from 
spending more money go home and softly sleep back in the suburbs. 
And it's not a joke. This is the story and it's all about art—the youth 
and the student base, the working class and the early-on adults of 
these new United States are speaking without saying anything in 
this country. And it's not just in West Michigan of course—it's about 
the growing voice of the heart beat and pulse of a tired nation. It's a 
story that's about to boil over with college graduates who are still 
struggling at such high levels and that which would seem to present 
an awkward hiring process for the old who can no longer retire—
those who have also resorted to the guarding and stockpiling of their 
industry but….back to the story…because this is a story about art: 
THE ART is about the intelligence factor between the rich and the 
poor that has been pretty much nullified. And the classes are all 
about names and not about how good of a job you do. The fact is 
you can be the best of the best and the top of your class, but when it 
comes down to it the only thing you have to look forward to is a 
payday every other week at a shitjob that you’re probably 
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overqualified for and then maybe a couple of pitchers of beer…that 
is if you’re lucky, and this is because everything is owned and even 
the cool and the hip has been transformed by the piracy of power. 
And it's true, because that's just part of the story of art, and there was 
art and there was tons of it, because everything was art. And the 
following day I walked around Reeds Lake I think it's called and 
looked at the lake and skipped stones and it was beautiful. I wish I 
could write about that. I'd be a bum holding a sign and wouldn't 
that be great? Would that be art? Would that make you smile, and is 
that the job of art, to make you feel nice and normal? It’s just a 
question and so please do tell me…would I be awesome then? No—
it wouldn't be a joke. The fact is nobody wants my nature talk and 
nobody wants my art, and at Reeds Lake I was safe and where the 
story was only a few pages long. I was separated from the rest of the 
area where the violence takes place that it felt like I was in another 
world. But this isn’t new and no—I wasn't surprised. After the scoop 
was scooped I just wanted a sloppy-Joe. I wanted that good ol’ 
American form of peace and quiet. I wanted to see some smiles and 
like so many cities around West Michigan there's this gated 
community feel without actually saying that there is. And most 
people can't get around like I can. I'm a walker and I'm the last 
reporter alive. I'm looking for the story and nobody will talk to me 
but they don't have to, because I can hear them thinking and that's 
the art of my craft. And I want people to know that I'm happy for 
them and as far as I'm concerned you all win the prize. But there is a 
major fundamental split in the wiring of many brains and I know 
people know this and see this, but I wanted to write about it because 
it's not all about the pop ideal of going gonzo. Going gonzo is about 
getting the picture in order to see life and it is…the journalism of 
everything, because THE STORY: IT ISN’T necessarily what the 
journalists of our day are allowed to print…and so…for a recap: THE 
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DAMN STORY WINS THE PRIZE. ALERT! UPDATE! HERE IS 
THE TICKER: THIS IS all an experiment and nobody has ever 
done this before. Humans haven't been around that long folks, and 
I’m sorry to break the news but we are monkeys and evolution is 
real. And I'm a wolf and I stick to my friends called the streets and so 
people of goodness remember don't let anything or anybody get 
you down, because if they are coming at you this is because they are 
afraid. And don't be afraid of the streets and please talk to those 
afraid on the streets—talk to the gangs and the militias and think 
about regulating further homeschooling and…educate them before 
this is the wasteland of our American future. And it is true…that the 
great cease fire has to happen, because there is a problem and the 
problem is growing and soon it could turn out to be too late. And so 
you need to talk, because sometimes they need a friend and 
sometimes they need to be on medication, and other times it's 
simple, they only need a job. And I can't speak for all but I think 
many people only want to at least dream the American Dream. 
People are good and people are smart, animals stalk and kill when 
fear kicks in, and people and most Americans know more than you 
think, and they know they might not ever rise to the top of the 
skyscraper but they just don't want to be afraid of what you have 
cornered them into, which for many Americans is a daily waking 
nightmare. And here’s a final word about...The Art: IT IS all about 
money and The Prize is your city. The art is your country and you 
win the prize—the story wins the prize and now the eyes burn. It's 
late. The first day of fall is over. A girl I know said she saw two 
people die downtown from freezing on the streets. This was last 
year. A new winter is coming. Tonight I'm by the screen. Tonight 
leaves are only starting to fall. Tonight the heat has been turned on 
for the first time. Tonight I'm writing about art. And tonight…I'm 
writing about the great cover up of our time. 
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FROM JAIL TO JAIL 

 

THE LAUGHER is insane and the snow comes down in the 

month of December. Soon all that will be left is indifference, but for 
now I hate the laughter, and I know that hate is an often said word, 
but it fuels my rage and for now that’s nice. And so get this: 
BREAKING NEWS: A LITTLE bit ago I was on the passenger side 
of the shit car that for better or worse I decided it was best and gave 
it to the gal. and that was a little bit ago…nope…and now I’m 
sitting next to the side of the car—the cop says, come with me 
Auden—sure, and I just wanted to sleep, but the cop was eating a 
submarine sandwich and he was on break and she wanted me to 
walk the rest of the way because I told her I was breaking-up with 
her and sending her back to Alabama…alone…for good…and so 
sure I wasn’t getting out of the car. Just drop me off at the motel—
and I said that because I had a migraine the size of The United States 
of America’s adolescent ego-trip—and also, it was snowing and cold 
and I just wanted some self-medication—the man has his things and 
I have mine, and I was out of the car and there was a plastic U.S.B 
mouse scrapping on the snow—he says, and I quote: Your mouse 
man…great…thanks I said, and so I pick it up and my past is a mess, 
I’m a mess of a man…sure, and he says you’re not under arrest, she 
just doesn’t want you in the car. It is technically my car but fine I 
said—and I just wanted to get this over with and now…now the cop 
says, hands behind your back, under arrest, and I knew I had a 
warrant out for those old ass tickets, but I’m in the slow rapids not 
the zoo…and oh…whatever I said, because I’ve been grandfathered 
in and it’s absurd, because you can’t even get tickets there anymore, 
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and this city called Kalamazoo and that whole dirty oatmeal smelling 
place can go…in the pseudo comical and atheistically bi-partisan 
ironically blue and red and black and white type of bullshit slang 
sort of way: STRAIGHT TO hell. Everything that I am you can blame 
on that city—from over-educated school-boy to mad man to big 
winner to often misquoted and often properly quoted when too 
drunk…to…hater of goodness—and…I went there for an education 
and boy I get one, and that’s where all of this nonsense started, and 
so the people of the STATE V.S me…yawl’ will now see a new side 
of rage, and you can bite a bat and venom will slice through your 
head, and it is a bat the size of the ego-trip that is now…me. And so 
here we go BACK TO THE SCOOP: THIS JUST IN: AND INTO 
the cruiser and handcuffs and the cop was nice and they don’t have 
any answers for you they might as well as be robots, and it’s sad 
about the state of critical thinking and what it has come to—I mean 
what…ten bucks an hour for what they do…great job—and this is 
why I don’t talk and I don’t know who I’m going to call, probably 
nobody, because I know nobody is going to come for a man like 
me—the number one threat of the night, and they’re going to 
extradite me from Kent county to Kalamazoo County. I’m all dread 
and no speed can get me out of this hot mess right now—I’m a 
caged animal and later this story would end with CCR and then 
casually going back to the casino to eat some Johnny Rockets…but 
for now there’s only more story: I HAD twenty four hours before I 
would even see the light of day, and it was hilarious, remember—I 
was a good sixty-five miles away from where these original civil 
infractions were committed in two thousand two, and now almost a 
half-decade later I’m listening to the smell of more fast food girls and 
more chicken nuggets and the laughter—it’s horrendous—but it’s all 
the same—just more rift raft and old lazy susans going round and 
round as dirty dishes and dishes cleaned like a manic twitch after 
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writing all night…and by then the cleaner…just like a writer, 
doesn’t know how to sleep anymore and…but so what, because that 
nonsnense was later on in the future and this was my right now: 
Without any chance of going back I was brought into another 
garage and he opens the door and watch your head and yes sir is all I 
say, and they take all my money and they say Kalamazoo must want 
you bad for a seatbelt ticket—I think they must have missed a 
decimal point or something because your bond is fourteen thousand 
dollars and that seems like that can’t be right—but I know it’s right—
because I know what’s really go on: SEE I used to live on this street 
called Academy in Kalamazoo, or Kalamabama as I used to call it, 
and the apartment complex was this place called: THE DOWN and 
Out. It was next to a motel where people seriously washed their kids 
in buckets, and that place is now gone because it was…as the city 
said…an eyesore, but back then before the eyesores were destroyed 
we could only park on the street, and I mean what was the point—I 
didn’t understand because I was a dumb ego-tripping American—
no—I didn’t have a clue that someday this was going to get serious, 
but sure did, this has gotten real serious, and I isn’t no fortunate 
son…nope, and this is me just Auden Wyatt, the poor man gonzo 
thief of a new generation and the last reporter alive, and now a 
brand new Christmas season was here and I hate Christmas, because 
oh…just so many damn compounded reasons that I’ll refrain from 
talking about because it’s personal and so great…now it’s only 
getting worse because The Damn Story is saying it might have to 
close-up shop again and there are all these questions about this and 
that and where you going boy and hells bells if I know, I guess 
nowhere tonight. You want a call they said. It was a joke because all 
the computers were down. And…Great joke I said. I know the 
deputy said. Take a seat boy, Kalamazoo will be here for you soon. 
Thanks pops’ I said and I was then in holding or as I like to call 
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it…the fun zone—the place looks so nice and clean now, 
because…WELCOME: THE MODERN jail, and don’t worry because 
it’s fully automated with a private bathroom and it’s not like the jails 
used to be, the steal is gone, and it’s all plastic and cardboard now, 
and inside…well…ditto—it’s still the same damn thing—it nothing 
but madness and nonsense and it’s still scary and boring at the same 
time. County is cluttered with campers who are the same as they’ve 
always been, just a bunch of poor people in for usually only real lazy 
things like petty bullshit, and the girl next to me said she was in for 
prostitution. She kept smiling at me and nothing…I didn’t say 
anything because I don’t talk in jail and…I don’t look like no 
prostitute she said, and no you don’t mam’ I said. And yeah I hear 
ya’ already but nobody cares that my head is killing me and the 
chick kept going on how she’s not a criminal and I said nope, you’re 
no criminal and no offense society, but she wasn’t even good 
looking, but maybe…it’s just that she wasn’t my type but…so…I 
don’t know who’s going to pay her for the good ol’ in and out…if 
you know what I mean. I said I’m sorry—because I’m not being 
sexist…just needed the laugh and also I’m trying real hard these days 
to be honest, but at the same time, and like I keep telling everyone, I 
have a real bad headache so I wasn’t in the best of moods. But she 
had spirit though, and like me, she wasn’t crying like many of the 
boys were. We knew crying wouldn’t help our situation. She was a 
funny chick, I liked her, and she made me laugh so good for her—I 
hope she makes it out of county alive and finds happiness someday, 
and I mean that, because not all of em’ had the same spell. There was 
this guy who had some mental problems and he was talking to the 
shrink on duty and she gave him some kind of sauce and so I 
wondered if I could get some of what she was giving him. I asked 
and she said are you feeling suicidal? Every day I said…but realizing 
right away what I just said…and so…that’s why I immediately 
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laughed—but…she didn’t laugh. A joke I said…to lighten up the 
place because hell is other people ya’ dig? No dig the nurse on duty 
said and then I sat back down next to the accused prostitute and 
played hangman with her with a lotto pencil—it was not that fun—
but so before they sent me to Kalamazoo there was a cigarette and 
the cop said sure go smoke a smoke because this is the last one 
you’re going to get. He laughed again and so here’s some 
information about the jail system: KENT COUNTY is easier on the 
criminal soul, and not Kalamazoo, because they talk like pirates and 
it smells like shit all over the place, and they don’t talk to you in 
Kalamazoo, and if they do, they talk even slower. People walk 
around like they’re on crutches—all slow and the methodology of 
dehumanization is simple, bunch of savagery and that’s for sure…the 
way it should be…real old school…man—and so they open the 
garage and they say make it quick you have five minutes to do what 
you got to do because soon they’re coming to get you. So after that 
I chain smoke two smokes in five minutes, it’s alright and funny 
because it’s so cold and the oil is nothing but a  concrete circle made 
of what is called nothing but the past and the future, and then the 
cop goes inside and says—I can trust you—that’s what the cop said to 
me as I was smoking—me—and I’m public enemy number-one and 
it sure does feel like the story comes to me sometimes, but of course 
you can trust me I said as the copper goes inside and some lady is 
just screaming her head off and she is in what they call…oh I forgot 
what they call it…some kind of rubber suit that makes you look like 
a state puff marshmallow…and this is so you can’t hurt yourself, and 
that’s why you never say that you’re suicidal in jail, because they 
love to work on the crazy people, and if you say you have some 
kind of mental problem, well then the only thing you win is this: 
YOU WILL get even crazier and lose your mind. They will put you 
in a stretcher and fold you like Jesus Christ Superstar, and then when 



110 
 

you’re drooling they will lock you in a room and the cop had to go 
cool her down, because she was screaming her brains out, and it 
wasn’t funny because it sounded like a mental holiday lodge, and I 
felt bad and weird at the same time and this woman is just screaming 
and nowadays…some of them (New County Jails) even have coed 
intake, and that’s nice and not nice because everybody and every 
savage guy is like, she can be my cellmate, and it seems like a hot 
mess waiting to happen but: And so now I’m out in the garage 
waiting for the cop. I’m smoking my last smoke and the steal-door 
opens and they say they weren’t supposed to let me out there 
alone—but also they said they trusted me because nobody knew why 
I was in there. None of this matters because soon they would be 
taking me all the way down to a more southern part of Michigan for 
some simple petty crime. None of this is a mystery though, because I 
know THE WHY of everything, and it (The Why) is this: I WAS 
PUBLIC enemy number one on a cold Thursday night and the 
horizon of my future all looks like this, like bullshit— like a time 
traveling song that goes back to when I was a kid and should have 
played by the right rules, but I didn’t know what rules were, and so 
that’s probably why we’re all here in county going to one city to 
another and it’s all the same savage time, and I’m rubbing thumb 
prints and then I’m put into another system and they tell me I can’t 
have a pen so no writing, but I don’t need writing I said, because it’s 
all in my head and so: THANK YOU for the story I tell them and they 
don’t know what I’m talking about and at last the mental lady gives 
it a rest and the Kalamazoo cop is there and he puts me in shackles 
and I only had one sock on and was wearing cowboy boots. The 
cop says those are some nice boots but where are your socks boy—
laughter and silence—it’s real cold and they open the door and I fall 
into the cruiser scraping ankle bone to the shackles and he said that 
doesn’t sound too good, and it didn’t sound too good and it hurt like 
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hell, and I say I’m fine because what does it matter anyway. And 
here’s a hint: NEVER TALK to the cops because these young swine 
can’t do anything because they’re like the janitors of the legal 
system, and also the reason I don’t talk is because I know it’s only 
going to be over when I meet with the judge because they can’t 
keep me here over this nonsense. I don’t even live in this city and 
nothing makes sense and it’s cold and we’re driving down the 
highway and out of the back of the cruiser I see the Grand Rapids 
skyline and it’s kind of romantic if you’re a writer or the last 
journalist alive…to see the snow fall down like this when you’re in 
the back of a police car. The Scene—it looks like this: THERE ARE 
old radio towers with seasonal lights that say happy holidays, and 
happy hooray for me no…this was not a good ride and there was 
the plastic seat and my ankle was bleeding and for the rest of the 
time I’d be bleeding and be limping and the great traffic scoundrel 
was my name, so next to Chieftain when I was in Chicago this 
nickname just about takes the cake, and even the judge (the next 
day) was calling me up to the stand and saying, so you’re the great 
traffic scoundrel, and I guess sir that’s what you call me—not a writer 
or a journalist or a crazy sociologist on the loose in society run amok 
with savagery…but that’s it, that’s my name: THE GREAT Traffic 
Scoundrel. Nice to meet ya’ society. My gawd… 
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Modernization of the MANDATORY HOTEL 
 

I DIDN’T have a cellmate at night and that was nice, until the 

morning and they served me some gross oatmeal that smelled like 
the inside of a dead cat, and I didn’t eat it and I looked down and 
now they have showers in your private room at the jail hotel, real 
nice, some thirty million dollars later and they never turn off the 
damn florescent lights that are hanging like middle fingers over your 
head…it’s nonsense. And so I was in an orange jumpsuit that said 
Kalamazoo County on it, and I watched a cop I graduated with (A 
fellow Bronco Alum) doing his job. He was playing a game of 
racquetball on the window with a roll of toilet paper, and nobody 
was doing anything, and then every so often somebody would come 
in and then they would be locked away after they were given a 
sleeping bag and the cell was cold and smelled and the food was not 
food, it was garbage soup mixed with butter and toast. And there are 
far less prison guards these days because the real bad people are 
controlled in private prisons, but the poor people who owe money, 
those are really the only citizens of the state that the county cares 
about because they just want money, and even: YOUR TIME isn’t 
money anymore but…honestly they don’t even keep people in for 
misdemeanors for more than a day because the door has to keep 
revolving, and so that’s how I knew I was going to be out in twenty 
four hours and so…look at me—I’m a real bad ass mother fucker you 
know I said when we were on the highway to the driver who was a 
cop, but he couldn’t hear me and just drove like a robot drives, and 
when we were driving through the ghetto I said hey that’s where I 
used to live. The cop could hear me now and he said a real home 
coming…and this town, what a dive bar of a county. There are nice 
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parts away from the insanity and part of me loves it, but honestly 
nothing has changed and the whole culture is so loaded on bullshit 
that nothing makes sense. But whatever because this will be a short 
trip and from jail to jail another garage opens and they take all my 
money. I had about sixty bucks in cash on me so I ask them…how 
exactly am I going to get home…you know…since you’ve taken all 
my cash. Because I live about two hundred miles away from here 
and they say well…this is just what we do. We don’t give you your 
cash back after you’re released—see—we mail you a check and that’s 
how it is done, and he starts to tell me how there was a plan for 
some kind of debt card system but I cut him off and say so what do I 
get a bus token or something—how am I going to get home—I 
mean, you basically kidnapped me and brought me here and now 
you’re telling me there’s no way because I don’t get my wallet back. 
He says you’re on your own now Mr. Journalist and I say great. And 
I say that because I’m here and I’m not going anywhere tonight, and 
in Kalamazoo the county jail is way out of the way—it’s a good ten 
miles from downtown, and I also don’t have my bags because they 
just toss them away and they won’t let you have anything in jail 
either...even though you just sit alone in your cell but so be it—I was 
on an experimental scoop without warning and now all of my 
writing materials and jeans and shirts and everything that could keep 
me warm and company are tucked away in those bags and even my 
toothpaste and socks and everything has been taken…and so…now 
I’m going to be just another homeless man lost in Kalamazoo and 
the city that I will never willfully take a step into has kidnapped me 
again and said you’re here—the cop was right—this is a real great 
homecoming to my old stomping grounds. That’s what I called it 
when we went by all the micro convertible brews and Vine Street 
and the coffee shops, and I was in the car in shackles and before the 
holding cell and before the casino…again…there I was—I was 
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rolling back into The Zoo, but only to be locked up on a cold night 
in hell. 
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THE GREAT TRAFFIC SCOUNDREL 
 

IT’S SUNDAY, the early afternoon and the town went to church— 

that’s why I have a good hour before the town comes back feeling 
all good because they went to church. I’m down to one cigarette 
and I’m stuck without tobacco because the snow fell, and I drank 
some bad gin last night and reflecting on what I’ve been through 
this weekend…is a real big mess. And it’s funny and strange but not 
really because it’s actually pretty scary thinking I owe a city…a 
body…a society…any organization that much damn money. But 
so…at this moment in time…people are outside enjoying the snow 
and they’re laughing so I’ll take a step out the front door—I’ll do this 
not to ruin their nice family time, because trust me, nobody wants 
to see the great traffic scoundrel right now, and that’s because my 
god I look like a wounded man and a pirate of sorts made from old-
wars and thrift-store flannels made at J.C. Penny sometime in-
between the lost years when I was still a child, and now I feel like 
I’m an old man. I’m beat and so go ahead folks: LAUGH AND play and 
say you’re sorry because it is Sunday again and so…HOORAY…all 
is forgiven and I’ll smoke my last smoke to that. AMEN. HANG 
ON WILL YA because no matter where this story goes…this is 
how it ends: WHEN I was back in County I was told I couldn’t be 
kept in jail any longer than a day for this crime, and the only 
solution to this cycle of me getting arrested was for me to pay the 
fine in full, and if not then it looks like society and I will do this 
dance until I drop dead or become a millionaire. And I’m betting on 
the former because I can hardly afford much, and that means until I 
can garnish an income based on my journalism well sorry society 
but nobody gets paid until I get paid…blame capitalism…not me. 
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Because this for that and a tit-for-tat…and calm down because I’m 
broke and not a threat…so peace be with you America: ALL IS 
FORGIVEN.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 



117 
 

BACK TO THE SCOOP 
 

I WOKE up with dry lips and freedom is what you make of it. Let 

the mind wander once and a while and see what you find. Peace and 
tranquility is a middle finger given to the earth from the surface of 
the moon and I aint getting to the moon in this lifetime—this life it 
feels as if it is almost over and I’m not even close to forty yet, and so 
great, this is the prime of my writing career if you can even call it 
that. Stick with the plan that is nothing but a mess but nevertheless 
has and will make up my history: Those parking tickets, everyone 
got them, not just me, and the judge, he looked like a happy fat 
man, and he said please state your name. Auden O. Wyatt Sir—and 
what ya’ think we should do about this? And to that I said, you think 
we can be reasonable about this? Fourteen grand is a bit much don’t 
ya’ think? I don’t even have a car. What sort of line of work are you 
in Mr. Auden? I’m a society beat reporter for THE DAMN STORY 
and I don’t make much so this could go on for a while you see…and 
what I mean…and sir…so kids be kids and I was real dumb back 
then and could have moved my car a bit more but this is—Agreed 
the judge said. The number is outrageous. I wouldn’t pay it or I 
mean…could pay it and truthfully I’ve never seen anything like it in 
all my years as a judge. Logic would say we could lower the fine but 
the thing is son…man…there’s always a thing isn’t there I said as 
The Judge was handed a stack of papers and shuffling I was placed 
on mute again…click—The holly jolly judge said well boy I aint in 
charge of this fiasco. You’re going to have to take this issue up with 
the city and write them a nice apology letter—will you sign it—
saying I’m a good person or something I asked the judge. He 
laughed and I laughed. It was a good use of nonverbal sarcasm and 
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he said you’ll be released today and would you like to set-up some 
sort of a payment plan? I said yes and he said How much? One 
hundred bucks a month starting on Election Day of two thousand 
sixteen. Sounds good to me the judge said. And it was a sign of the 
times and at this point of the comedy the judge grinned and I 
grinned and even the security guard grinned. The people behind me 
were even getting in a good laugh and yeah what a joke: EVERYONE 
IN the room was laughing for a good fifteen minutes while I was on 
closed circuit TV hushed on and off by a green flashing mute 
button. And I was sitting all dumb in my orange jumpsuit and there 
were about ten other people in the courtroom and LET ME 
CLARIFY THIS A BIT BETTER FOR YOU: YOU SIT in your cell 
and you wait for your arraignment and then sometime before one 
p.m. they handcuff you with red handcuffs and this time they’re 
loose, and that’s so you can manage the paperwork. The restraints 
aren’t like the tightly barbed cuffs the police use because they know 
you’re not going anywhere far. And so…after all that jazz…that’s 
when they bring you into a room where there’s some more 
paperwork and a giant television with a camera pointing down 
towards you, and for me there wasn’t any new paperwork because 
my case was so old, dating back almost half a decade ago, and 
nobody could believe that the number was real and they all said 
someone must have messed up a decimal point. Even the judge 
smiled when I said I bet you it’s real because I’ve been grandfathered 
in. He said boy and I cut him off and said I know I know. Hold on 
Mr. Wyatt—we’ll get to you in a second. There’s a line here. 
You…the judge said to a guy who accidentally killed another man 
with a rifle and then that’s when I was placed back on mute: CLICK.  
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IN ORANGE LIKE A FOO 
 

WHAT A disaster my life is: THAT’S WHAT I’ve been thinking 

about lately, and from the other side in county jail you can see your 
face on the monitor in the courtroom’s television that’s located in 
the courthouse downtown almost fifteen miles away, and so during 
the month of December at roughly one thirty five in the afternoon 
it was a bad and cold Friday the thirteenth, and finally here was my 
big break: My face was on the flat-screen while I was sitting in a 
plastic chair on mute in an orange baggy jumpsuit with a wild beard 
and greasy hair parted to the right side of my face. I looked like a 
real lunatic and when I smiled the judge looked over and said just sit 
pat son, we’ll get to you soon. I didn’t have a choice to not sit pat 
and it was getting awkward because while the court was in session I 
was on mute but everyone could see me. I asked the prison guard if 
they could see me and he said yep, sure can. This is the first time I’ve 
ever been on TV I said as I laughed…but not out loud…because IT 
WASN’T FUNNY and like everything else does…it took forever: I 
WAS just like a kid in grade school again wiggling around waiting to 
go home, and there I was, a TV star, sitting there in the over 
excessive contrast of the modern world in a modern jail hanging like 
a painting in front and behind of the judge on giant flat screen 
looking a bit over saturated and the green was low and the blue of 
my eyes were in high definition—I could even see my eyes (on 
another screen) going back and forth in real time—surreal—the 
whole spectacle was a nightmare in the most traumatic of 
postmodern ways, and I didn’t know how I should look and I tried 
to clean up but the mirror in my cell was a sheet of metal, and I 
mean…I really did look insane, and my crime was insane and there 
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was no way I could pay even a dime of the cost because working for 
the press is in no way glamorous. I’m a poor man and I was on a 
fourteen thousand dollar cash bond and nobody could get me out. 
This was the second time I’d been arrested for this so I wasn’t sure 
how it was going to go. Maybe this time would be bad and they 
would make me pay by keeping me in jail for these damn things. 
Maybe thirty days and I didn’t know, but what I did know was that 
I couldn’t handle jail because you can’t smoke and report the news 
in jail and so…I wasn’t even doing anything wrong and haven’t 
been in trouble with the law other than this hot traffic mess, and so 
here we are and this is what there is: THERE’S THE city and there is 
the new state of the art jail and then there’s me, the great traffic 
scoundrel on television listening and waiting as the old happy judge 
shook his head and listened to prosecutors asking for warrants and 
defense attorneys that looked like drunks trying to plea bargain for 
people who (a), ran somebody over with a quad, for (b), fled a crime 
scene after somebody was shot in the head, and for (c), ran 
somebody over with an S.U.V. and left someone permanently brain 
dead and…what a great time…because the jail was such a marvel, 
and there was the happy judge with his big mustache and then there 
was me sitting on television on mute again…listening to these 
horrible offenses while being bored, and so while I was waiting I 
was playing with my beard…like I was Socrates or something—I 
was just waiting my turn and I was a spectator to myself and I 
couldn’t believe what was going on because it was weird. The scoop 
was me and I was watching and listening and thinking this is a crazy 
situation I got myself involved with. And the whole time I was on 
television I kept going back to the vision and to the drive out of the 
bigger city and how my ankle was all tore up from the shackles, 
because for some reason I left the house without thinking I was 
going to get arrested. And in hindsight that was stupid thinking, 
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because future note to self: IF YOU’RE going to get arrested it can 
happen at any time these days in America, so make sure you wear 
socks because those shackles hurt. And I know now all about the 
thugs and the cops and the modern jail, but by now the blood was a 
scab, and as the judge was going to kick me back out on the streets 
without a dime to my name after kidnapping me because they said it 
was a slow night, and as all that bullshit was going on I could only 
think about the car ride and the puffy snow as it was falling on the 
side of the highway. It was A MOMENT and the beginning car ride 
from one jail to another jail WENT LIKE THIS: I WAS in the back 
of the cruiser and it was dark and for the first time in my life I didn’t 
have to worry about getting pulled over because I was in a cop car. 
He was going eighty five miles an hour down the highway in the 
right lane and people were moving out of the way for him to the 
left. And the wind was crazy and the car sounded horrible. I tried to 
get cozy and rest my head but it was even more painful and the 
backseat where I was sitting was plastic and there were chains all 
over the place. First we got into the city and then soon would be the 
jail, and I was afraid because in some sick way it was fun and the 
only thing I could think about when I was in the courthouse…and 
even when I was sleeping for the some odd-twenty hours when I 
was there…was the vision of the darkness and the road at night 
when I was being extradited from East G.R. somewhere around 
candy Apple Park to be transferred from one car to another and 
from one paper to another and one picture frame to another, and 
there was this memory: I WAS being driven through the S-Curve 
with skyscrapers lighting-up the future of whatever we turn into 
regardless if any of us like it or not…but: THERE WASN’T any fear— 
this is when I learned the truth: I do not get a choice in any of this, 
and there wasn’t radio or jingle bell rock, and in the division 
between me and the cop the plastic window was fogged like I was 
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in some kind of ice cube tray. It was cold and there was the darkness 
of Christmas and the winter and the radio towers that don’t even 
work read: SEASON GREETINGS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR. 
DRINK COLA! LOVE YOU and the sky was flashing and fleeing 
in red and green and white fluorescents. 
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ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY 
 

THE CITY is sinking. Everyone knows it. The water is in front 

of you. The lake is an open field. My feet make imprints on the 
surface. The swans hunt. They sleep and hunt. They don’t even look 
at me anymore. They don’t care. And I don’t even look at them 
either, well not anymore because I don’t care, and if I kneel down 
and look between the rocks, if I squint my eyes, it feels like I’m in a 
cave. It feels like the world is so much bigger in scope. It feels like 
I’m on a desert island. It feels tropical and salty, very ocean like—out 
there is the world and everything looks wild. I’m moving soon. 
Nobody knows. That’s why I’m where I am, and so I was in the bug 
tent and there’s a storm on the sun this week. It is May and there are 
X-Level flares…the highest on the charts that the numbers can go. 
You can watch the sun exploding here on earth. The weather men 
were off by fifteen degrees. The government called out NASA for 
being wrong. NASA is supposed to know everything and the suits 
in Washington said, what do you mean you’re not sure? NASA said 
we were wrong SIRS. HOW? EASY and you’re not going to like 
this, but our calculations were correct but they were at the same 
time when lined-up to the natural world…very very…wrong. How 
is that possible the government asked? NASA replied that the sun is 
a very complicated thing. And as I said: I’M IN the bug tent, and the 
sun exploded today. You can see the storm reaching from the 
surface, and it looks like hell’s fury in dragon land but…who cares, 
because I’m already in a bug tent and I’m still working for the 
press—I haven’t shaven in days…weeks…years…light years 
and…no…none of this is good—it’s all over for the press team but 
nobody will concede yet. I will. I sent The Damn Story my 
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resignation letter and now…hello there I said to my ol Pal Fellows 
who walked in the bug tent and I told him all about the story of the 
sun that the damn story has me writing because they fired the space 
reporter because budget slashes, and he said what does it mean and I 
said I don’t know, but the sun exploded today. I’ll send space 
monkey named human to get the scoop…oh wait…he’s gone too. 
Fellows said…what are you on? A planet I said…named Earth. Jesus 
Christ Fellows said. Nope. Not Him either I said. And so the sun 
exploded today, yep I said, well Auden, what does that mean? I don’t 
know. I don’t even watch the news very much I said. But I thought 
you were the news, like you’re a journalist. I am, when they let me 
cover the story. But the sun isn’t our problem and we can’t do a 
thing about it. So…so this: THE STORY is out there and in here. The 
story is society and the bullshit and the beautiful flowers that we kill, 
because we are bored, and until then, until I’m given the keys to the 
car on a full time basis, well I don’t know, but seriously, until I’m 
paid fairly for my scoops nobody will know a thing. You’re a son of 
a bitch you know that he said. And I know that, but for 
confirmation reason please go ask so and so and…then tell me what 
I am. Calm down asshole Fellows said. A swell? Yep I said. So the 
sun exploded today eh? That’s what they said. Who? Not me…I’m 
not N.A.S.A.—I’m only concerned about these bugs man. How can 
I type with these bugs eating my skin, now that’s a real story 
because the bug tent is swarming with vermin that want to kill the 
last journalist alive, and for all I know they could be drones sent by 
N.A.S.A. to see if I got the damn story about how the sun exploded 
today. You don’t say my friend Fellows said. I don’t say much but 
yeah…the sun is hot, and you don’t even have to work for the 
agency to see it in action. You just have to look up.  
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A CLASSIC NINE ELEVEN STORY 

 

DAMN BUGS in the way again and it says the person that holds 

the law is the person who holds the wolf by the ears, and it was 
Robert Burton who said that in his work called Anatomy of 
Melancholy. Today is 911 and I was told I better get me a lawyer. 
For what I said? For what you’re going to do. And to that I said only 
if I get the chance to tell you how it is: And so where to start with 
an outline for a spontaneous sort of story, one that ranges from 2000 
to just or after Bush J.R said MISSION ACCOMPLISHED. And 
what year was that? Nobody really remembers. We only know it 
happened fast and that it was hard to keep up with everything that 
happened, especially for a growing boy who was just getting done 
with high school. I’m not sure anymore but I think was trying to 
run away. And where I sit now in the bug tent…I am mad—I’m not 
going to take it anymore and I’m still working for The Press, but I 
wish it would have been back then, before Nine Eleven, because 
maybe then there would be more money for a crazy man like me, 
and who knows, but where I sit I’m thirty-one years old and 
walking around when my eyes get tired of words, and there is the 
heat of September and it’s always so damn hot in September. It’s the 
kind of day made for writing about the story. The ham radio is on. 
Buddy Holly from broken antennae. The bugs and birds chirp and 
kill one another before winter and there are three books and two 
typewriters on my desk. Everything needs to howl like Elvis once in 
a while, and the bugs want to know what the hell is the mad writer 
doing in there as the wind slams doors and he’s drinking with a pipe 
in the morning after eating some French Toast at a racist dinna’ that 
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didn’t get no tip, and the beer is the only thing that remains of the 
gonzo spirit that killed himself in two thousand…six?...no—it was 
February two thousand five and when he was a young man he 
worked hard. That boy needed some sleep but the damn paper news 
would never let him sleep because he needed to be scooping. AND 
OH HE SCOOPED—back then the paper news said: THOMPSON 
CRAZY MAN GET US THE SCOOP NOW—be the informer of 
the people and lose your mind and make up an alias and get to the 
heart of them—DAMN YOU MENTAL SCRIBE—go and get us 
something to give them, and so he went and fell asleep and was 
clean-cut for a while and what is your problem he’d ask as laughing 
and saying just sign the check and let me drink and type, and now 
years and decades later I’m writing in the bug tent again…and years 
after the first 911 I really wonder what Hunter S. Thompson would 
say in the future if he was still around, and he probably needed some 
sleep and that’s why he said football season is over, and I wonder 
what he’d say about what I’m doing with my life—burning it away 
or playing the game in hell filled with chess losers and maniacs 
looking for the damn story in all the wrong places. And after all 
these years dead would he say stop because do you know what 
you’re doing—would he tell me to quit with the former and get to 
the meat already child. Would Hunter yell and would he share a 
drink with me—could he even keep up with me…probably but 
maybe not, and the bug tent is hell tonight, and if the old gonzo was 
here would he look at my typewriter and say what the hell is that 
old fossil boy—would he call it a piece of shit and would he skim 
through the freedom of my number one country’s rule to say what I 
want when I want about the truth that I see or would he laugh and  
growl at the old lobo or would he like them become lost to the 
sponsored and domesticated newspaper firms of advertising, and 
what…so what would the old gonzo chief be like them and grow 
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complacent…maybe…maybe he’d sarcastically say how cliché it is 
that I have his Songs for the Doomed book on the table for 
inspiration when the bugs bite too hard and I bleed too much and 
it…just itches inside of the bug tent ranch real bad.   
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OUT OF BUSINESS 
 

THE DAMN story is broke, but the story is still there, and that 

means the beat marches on to hell with the American flag of hope 
waving down the corporations and football season is over he 
said—we’re you even listening—he was talking to you lunatics 
because it’s all fun and games now. It’s all fancy jazz hands now. 
It’s all over and played out brother he’d say, and so what else is 
there? Would the old man himself say get me a shot of something 
heavy because I’m hardly even floating, and would he yell and say 
go somewhere and find me some lawyers in suits with stains of 
cocaine on their fingertips owning the girls with leases of what is 
the nurse’s dream, and would his poetics make a painting for the 
masses of perplexity that echo nightmares of lazy Amish dreamin’ 
on televised shampoo infomercials for cougars and BUY BELIZE 
and believe in magic tricks and you too will be screaming in 
delirium with empty boy scout laughter all the way down to the 
bank that went under and is now back with a new name and just 
called you on the phone and said, where’s our money you 
journalism slut. And I said who are you? They said the bank. I 
said but you went out of business. They said well we own your 
debt. I said I don’t care. And then they said nothing after that 
because I hung up the phone because if they went out of business 
then so did my debt—pick up the tab banking system. Everyone 
is allowed to make mistakes but the losers don’t come after the 
winners. Write yourself a check and claim a new soul because like 
the old…the new too, has been stung in the bug tent. 
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WAR WARY 
 

WHAT WOULD Thompson say right now? Would he throw 

me aside and take over on the loud brother electronic typewriter 
and show me how to do it and then stop and say this is a piece of 
shit—I can’t get the story with this damn thing—I need 
something with some humanity, something that’s isn’t all wires 
and cranks and what is this? This is a typewriter? I can’t use my 
fingers with this. Would he quit and yell and say now go do 
something else because you can’t get the story with this kid. Tell 
me. What would Hunter say? Would the speed freak beg for 
more and would he yell at me and this whole planet of savagery 
as I’m sinking along with them into the swamp while working 
for the damn story while…getting stung in the bug tent? And 
would he yell at the delusional lovers of poverty who think they 
have credit scores and the fools and the deal is he’d say, I already 
saw the death nail in the American dream so game over…MAN! 
And so…what would he say about the blogs and the business 
insiders and the Paris Reviews and the New York Times and the 
technocrats and the hipsters? And what I really want to know is 
…what would Hunter S. Thompson say about everything that is 
this new professional class? Would he say so much has changed, 
or would he say…see I told you, this is the end of the human 
individual…and…would he say be right back and grab a revolver 
and hold it to my skull and say now it’s your turn, football season 
is over, I already told you and so now end it too, it’s ok Auden O’ 
Wyatt, and you can let go because there’s nothing for you to get 
a story on. You already told them the whole damn story ya’ fool, 
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and where did that get you. And your hands hurt don’t they, 
from typing so much…and your body is breaking down isn’t 
it…yes…so pull the trigger and stop with this typing…and 
would he take the pipe from my mouth and throw it on the 
ground and smash it and what would he say—what would Hunter 
S. Thompson say of our Post Nine Eleven world? 
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THE A.M RADIO BEAT 
 

THE OLDIES are regulated and tossed into the background, 

and there is music and rock and roll—there is the freedom of 
everything even though it seems like there’s only…bugs. And what 
else would he say? Would he tell me the savages own you and you 
know it! Would he laugh and ask for another drink and forget to see 
that mine is all gone too? Would he make fun of this experiment 
that is this writing and the fear that is my life, or would he say get in 
the red convertible and let’s go—let’s get the hell out of here boy. 
Look around you ya’ gonzo chief of a new generation—you are 
already the relic already and your soul is already dead because they 
took it along with the commercialization and the socialization and 
the empircalization of your simple kind of future that is already 
nothing but doom my friend, so look around you…do you 
see…what…do you see…because I see this: A BIRD feeder of dead 
birds, but they don’t know it because the afterlife is wicked. The sun 
exploded and were all in hell, so let’s get out of here, get in the car 
with the blow-up doll and she’s a good woman so don’t get any 
funny ideas. Let’s just go and get out of the pesticides that are eating 
your soul man. And what would he say? What would Hunter S. 
Thompson say as cars with new paint jobs but long term contracts 
drive by as the ba…sssss shivers down towards my to…es…as I’m 
still shaking and typing and would he say what the hell is that flying 
dog beer that looks like it was inspired by me, but that aint no 
gonzo shit, that must have been Stead-MANs idea. NO. I hate pale 
ale. No. Only under prohibition times does a real gonzo man drink 
pale ale, because then we drink all logs to burn on the fire only to 
stay warm and keep the bugs away. And so would he say something 
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more holy or demonic and what would Hunter S. Thompson say 
about all of this? About the legalized hell of my existence and the 
story that is about to bring me back—to just back then and before I 
even knew it I was already gone—the line was crossed…no…it was 
erased. Even back when I was in grade school, and even before the 
road. Before Europe. Before the novels were even thoughts. Before 
when baseball was my writing and even before the time when my 
feet moved in my old kicks and my tires burned, and even back 
when I drove around in that white Bonneville to Canada and 
watched people freak out on Nine Eleven like the world ended. 
There were lines as big as crowds in a mall the day after 
thanksgiving sucking gas because they thought—no—correction—
they knew—they knew we were going to war before the 
government said anything. And how did they know that when 
nobody told them anything. The planes destroyed something more 
than our plastic innocence…and so…what would Hunter say? 
Would he say that’s why kid, that’s why you should stop. The story 
will kill you too.  
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WHITE BONNIVILLE 

 

THAT CAR…that Pontiac Bonneville—that thing was huge. 

And I was warned not to run it into the ground and I did, it became 
a bee’s nest. And before that I owned that one I had a red Honda 
accord and before that I had a Mazda —all pieces of trash and I don’t 
even know how I came into possession of those cars, and I haven’t 
had a car since MISSION WAS ACCOMPLISHED, and that was the day 
when Bush flew into the aircraft carrier and did you know: BUSH IS 
quoted saying that one of his favorite books is the Stranger by Albert 
Camus and that he digs Existentialism? Yeah, he said that, and I 
believe him, but Camus wasn’t an Existentialist and he said that as 
well, but nobody listened to him and they tossed him into the same 
pile as Sartre and Heidegger because they wanted to, and J.R 
thinks that Camus is an existentialist and so do many 
other people who study philosophy as their job. The 
problem with this simple misunderstanding is that Existentialism 
detached from Humanism becomes nothing but an ego maniac’s 
fantasy…and wait…so about the aircraft carrier, what one was it? 
What shining star of the fleet was the one that J.R Bush landed on? 
Was it the Washington or the Enterprise…or was it his 
father’s…the George Bush Senior? And I do know for a fact that 
a ship was commissioned with his father’s name, but I think that’s 
the newest model of aircraft carrier so…wait…I know: IT WAS The 
U.S.S Abraham Lincoln that mission was accomplished on—that’s it, 
that’s right. What a memory: The President of the United States of 
America landed in The Middle East and there was a horn section 
and he was dressed like a G.I Joe doll that my parents had, the big 
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ones that looked like Barbie Dolls. With Iraq behind him he 
said the new conflict was over…and proudly…J.R was 
standing like a mighty king and the explosions were over…right? 
No, not even close, but he said we won and he said we did exactly 
what we came here to do. George W. Bush J.R. said: WAR IS OVER.  
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MISSION ACCOMPLISHED 
 

NO. NOT even close, because here comes Syria and then where 

else you want to go: PICK ANY plot of land that isn’t terrified of us 
yet. And these days they say no boots on the ground but there’s 
already boots on the ground, and that’s the innocent and they don’t 
ask for war, but they get war, and by now perhaps Syria was 
diverted but it’s still (as are we) engaged in a never-ending conflict 
in the region—the thing is we don’t see it on the screen, 
and we don’t want to see the tanks and the bombs and 
the dead and the marches and the death champers, and 
no, we couldn’t handle watching another conflict on 

television because that was last season…a classic…but 

please no more—because we couldn't handle another 

blockbuster like Shock & Awe, well…at least not right 
now. We want everything to be nice and normal like it 
was when we were kids, and back then it was a 

playground and we couldn’t read yet so our parents read us the 
rules, and I wonder why  our population is said to be so war wary, 
whatever that means, because bring it on, bring in the drones and 
just go, no boots on ground, that’s nonsense, because this is the 
future, and what are you talking about, people are dying, and so 
send in the robots, but no, not another war, and so tell me, and I’m 
asking the population of The United States—tell me why we’re so 
war wary? Why now? Unlike before when everybody just let it 
happen…sure…some said NO! NO!—and they got sex and some of 
them then grew a beard and opened Marxist bookstores and they 
yelled at the kids who loitered in front of the Marxist bookstores and 
put up signs that said no shoes no books and get off my property 
and go make a home in your own home. And our counterculture 
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was bought by my space and book face and our protests are harmless 
and as naked as a squirrel is in the winter, and even the protests feel 
safe, and a night in jail isn’t anything bad these days because a night 
in jail is commonplace these days…and why, why not now, 
maybe—maybe we are wary because we feel guilty for what we did 
over in the middle east, maybe we actually do see the savagery that 
hasn’t been fixed around our own country, maybe the no new 
deal and the enhancement of the political apparatus, 
maybe the NSA, maybe the chugging of oil tubes and the 
napalms during Korea, maybe the suicide rates of our 

own dead brothers who came home to small towns—maybe 
everything was just too much to handle—maybe the graduated 
without jobs ridiculed by those without educations who think 
poverty is now middle class—maybe the nuclear bombs and the 

drug war and the border war—maybe the melting of the 
ice caps and the solar flares and the cold weather and 

the bitter noses that run and run—maybe it has 
something to do with the digital revolution and the ill 

attempt of Occupy Wall Street, and maybe…just 

maybe…the death of politics did happen—maybe the 
chemical weapons that went off on our own children 

that  is called the Gulf War Syndrome—maybe this could be 
why we are said to be: WAR WARY. 
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The Farmer’s Almanac 

 

THE YEAR is two thousand thirteen and the Farmer’s Almanac 

said it was going to be a hot September, and hell man, it is hot as 
hell today. The radio said that a state trooper was shot and killed in a 
routine traffic stop, I just heard this, as I’m taking a smoke break and 
drinking a sip listening to the 840 real oldies a.m the tunes slice my 
perception and the old mufflers are blooding on towards me and 
everything is just part of the lake. And as the wind blows and 
the speech keeps going on…and so…maybe we feel guilty 

for the friendly fire and the mission—no—the mission 

was never accomplished, and that is the last time I was a kid and 
the  last time I had my white Bonneville and the bees were 
everywhere and the transmission was always sleepy. It was summer 
and it was just sitting in the parking lot. I looked out the window 
and thought about the fiasco. I hadn’t yet written a single word yet 
in my life, nothing about anything but I always cared but I just 
didn’t have the rage that I do now, and now…yes now I have to say 
something and I will say something—but not back then—no, I 
hadn’t yet spoken about the bullshit, only thought about it while 
looking out the window, and it isn’t like I was against books and 
journalists and the act of writing what you see 

down…no—I just didn’t really understand how it was 
done and why it was done, but when I started writing 
after taking classes in college I enjoyed the independence (or 
freedom) that it gave me, and it helped me see better, and there was 
no stopping it once I started, kind of like the creativity it took to 
collapse the banking system and was prepped up in those snoopy 
deals that were going on behind the scenes when I was just a dumb 
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boy. And I didn’t have a chance and never did, because it is the era 
of them. This age in our history belongs to the crooks and the 
cowards who caused the ship to sink. We’re all underwater now and 
soon you will see what I’m talking about—soon…what you see out 
your window will make sense in your mind, and I don’t understand 
what the rich were even thinking, because we’ve given them 
another chance, but time is running out and the next time (maybe) 
there will be a real (maybe peaceful) revolution in this country. No 
more mistakes and failures, but they will fail, because they are 
greedy, and the workers are smart and writers are even smarter, 
and I’m a patriot, and it’s Patriot’s Day, a national holiday—but 
not a federal holiday…weird—and oh…tis’ a happy trippin’ day my 
good ol’ generation—you’re the old men and women now. This is 
your country now. And so grow up or be hated by the next 
generation as well. And be proud America and sing along and take a 
swell—we’re now getting somewhere—I think that’s what Hunter 
would say.  
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Killer Robots from The Now 
 

A DRONE has joined the Michigan State Police Force to help 

out and the sun exploded. That’s what the Farmers’ Almanac and the 
radio just said. This story has transformed into nothing short than 
classic Post Nine Eleven Tale and began somewhere around 
the year two thousand and ends never. The story goes on 
until the end of history and everything got out of control when 
Bush J.R was standing on the aircraft carrier declaring mission was 
accomplished. The story talks about deaths and suicides and 
drinking cheap beer and is told by a journalist who is tired as hell 
because he is running on hardly any damn sleep. The dialogue has 
been typed like string music and every few minutes you can hear the 
locals slamming doors because they don’t like anything that is going 
on with anything—Dot…Dot…Dot: THE END of this sampled sorta’ 
song has been overseen by Hunter S. Thompson himself—he 

hates me and my words because he says we’re doomed and we 
should get out of here and go back to Puerto Rico and just…shut 
your sissy boy mouth and kill the gin and enjoy the rum. And he 
told me I was an idiot and that I’m a fool for even trying to carry on 
with what killed him. I said I’m not trying to do 

anything but…it’s all done with boy, and he doesn’t 
like my hypothesis that maybe football season wasn’t 

over and that someone just wanted to kill him because he was 
onto something and maybe boy he said…what’s the point, just 
another conspiracy theory in a rat maze and I’m dead and you’re 
alive—so this is just a god damn waste of just about everything…so 
quit quit quit boy and go drink and fuck before you pull 
the trigger…CLICK…or worse—before they…anybody—before 
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some freak drenched in paranoia and the fear that was 

handed out by the state—before boy they come for you 

like they came a’ knocking for me—boy, I couldn’t even get away 
and I built a fortified ranch in Colorado. And so why…why do you 
want to die…just like I died? 
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The story ends with tacos 

 

THIS MIGHT not ever get finished and so BREAKING 

NEWS: I’m quitting The Damn Story. I’m going off the grid 
so to speak. And so this is the last time you’ll ever 
hear from Auden Wyatt again. But for now this is my 
stage and for now I’ll speak: The month of September is 
the empty stomach of the summer, and this year was a 
lousy piece of shit in America. The President, the most 
liberal and open minded that America could maybe ever 

have—he has shut people up saved kids from war and 
they’ve put down their drums and so this war might night 
happen, but something will be coming soon… because it 
seems as if some people need war to justify their 
existence, and how could any of this have been diverted 

back when the story started—the last time the white 
Pontiac was on the highway and I drove to Chicago and 
walked around in the biggest rally the city has seen 
during my generation’s lifespan. And I didn’t have to go 
but I said I was going for research, because for me even 
when I forget the truth is everything is research. And I 
wasn’t left or right but I was there with everybody and 
as we walked around the busy streets by the thousands I 
looked up. Wallstreet and their young pups were looking 
down at us from the skyscrapers. And they weren’t 

worried at all, because maybe the truth is this: They 
knew and they’ve always known…what an empty threat we 

are—they just act and kill and rape and squander the 
future while we think about good and bad concepts and 
about ethics and life without falsehoods and 
propaganda, and as I walked with the society of maniacs 
on all sides of the spectrum of nonsense (including me) 
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I looked up and Wallstreet and their kids were laughing 
at us and pointing at us, and then I looked at the 
streets—I was the only one looking up  and down and 

left to right—I was in the trenches walking around 
like a clown, and we were all so young, just like the 
Wallstreet kids and the liberals and the republicans 
and the suits and all of the political and ideological 

colors you could make a mess with, and what the story 
was back then was: Everything was there and so was I, 
and then after we walked and stood watching each other 
we’re all together and not in protest any longer eating 
fast-food by the meat bucket-fulls. We are all together 

as an unified republic—we are there and we are all 
forgetting about conflicts and about differences and it 

was weird but we were all full and sleepy. Every one of 
us had a chance at the dollar menu and that’s the real 
American dream. And there is so much cheapness and so 
many good people all standing next to each other and 

there is one common theme always present—the war, 
always a war, and now it is the war in the Middle East, 
but that too will fade…but then there will be new 

wars and the new wars will pop up like dandelions…but 
for now, until we die, just as the colonists thought of 

Africa…there is the war, our war—the middle east war 
between the western world and the rest of them, between 
old England and new America against who what where 

when and why—between the Arab Spring and the Jews and 
the whoever else has a rifle and wants a simple and 

static kind of control against the controllers—all just 
men who need a hassle and something to do, and of course 
more heads will be lost and bombs and robots will fill 
the sky and this will be all about them versus who 

what where when and how many—who cares, because it 

never ends and everybody wants their picture taken—our 
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ears and eyes and minds will see it all and it’s the same 
thing: It’s all about killing each other in order to 

gain nothing—just more post modern theory and wannabee 
subordinates who watch the television  and the net 
that has already caught them and us and we watch every 
single night until we pass out dreaming of hating 
something new tomorrow. And I know for a fact that 
America is full of love but it too could become nothing 
but a needleless sewing machine, and I’m not mad, 
because I’m over it and I’m full of love—that’s how this 
book ends, with love and with the end of my story, and 
for now there is another oldie in the radio and it’s Gin 

& Juice: I’m here in the bug tent and the wind blows and 
there’s nothing much to it—this is the damn story and 
it’s all about a simplified history and it brings me 
back here to the keys, to you, to my country and my 
future utopian wasteland. The story of us brings me 
into another end of the day, and you always grow old, 
and you always come back to life even after you said 
over and over you’re quitting for good and football 

season is over—no—you always come back because there 
is always another season, and they never stop—it goes 
on and on and it always ends with nothing more to say, 
and then it begins again when I have to, because why 

not, I’m alive—I had to tell the story, because who else 
would if I didn’t? 
 

THE END 
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