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Thank You For Reading 
The Editor  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 is proud to present this new batch of writings 
from a wide array of folks. This sampler is a mix of prose and poetry 
by some new names and some familiar ones.  Every writer in this 
book is doing something. Let’s not use words like ‘experimental’ or 
‘innovative’ and let’s just agree that they are doing. The works in 
this book are working. These texts have been constructed and are 
open to you as the reader to insert yourself into them and daydream 
or contemplate the complexities or simplicities of each piece. 

builds and breaks down in .  

“ . . . I dissipate and rematerialize because I 
understand quantum mechanics, pure terrorism, 
tyranny, the hold we have on ourselves. Do you 
struggle with freedom? I do. I am where I am 
observed to be. No more. No less. No, actually less, 
much less, in fact.” 

 takes in a new view of the city in 

  “Around this part of the year  
the city was braiding itself. 
The bridges and tunnels 
were intervening with their own 
purpose for being 
Connection was coming close enough 



 

to become 
suffocation. 
The streets can pile up on each other 
so much so 
there’s no way to comb out 
the knots.” 

 
 adds texture to text in  Raises the print to 

another level. 

““Be wary.” Your fears I read like braille, goose 
bump code on a body I knew long before I first 
reached yours. Even the endless may have a 
beginning, a split second we will never understand. 
Where then would you hide?” 

 
 goes inside the self to move forward in 

 
  “Rise 

Shine and grind 
Meditate 
Don’t lament what never was 
Concentrate on what will become.” 

 
 tries to connect but finds it impossible in 

   
  “Freedom bird — 

Stateside , 
Couldn’t get out . 
Got out — 



 

College — 
Tried to re -connect with friends... . . . . . . . 
. 
… . . .. . .. and couldn’t.” 

 
leaves the world wide open, perhaps against the will and 

best interests of others in . 
 

“The people living there were sick of the leader, 
Christianson, and I guess he was becoming super 
ideological and really wanted to live in a commune 
with all its abstract concepts. For example, he didn’t 
believe in doors, so he took all the doors off the 
rooms, and there was this one room, where all the 
people slept.” 

 
 examines a relationship with time 

and all that might mean in  
 

“And so, with the nauseating repetitive 
tap…tap…tap of nothingness, echoing off the space 
time continuum, it sure wasn’t going be too dang 
fun living inside of a box made from construction-
paper. Because even if your lifespan is just about 
infinity, becoming aware in a dark and dreary 
cosmic vat is still what The Umans’ called…” 

 
All in all, this year’s West Vine Press writers have crafted immersive 
texts that both invite the reader to explore the world we inhabit and 
to escape the world we no longer wish to.  If you can find the time 
and carve out some space, we hope you’ll enter into these worlds 



 

and get lost in the words for awhile to leave (if not better then at 
least) a bit changed, for all the doing that these writers have done.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
A thousand strings, pulling, marionette tugging, 

tied to tinkling piano keys and out of tune ecru whites, the 
pallid sunken eye sockets of recessed lighting, the 
humming of humidity control, the temperature swings.   
And the slipstream experimentalism that continental 
springs bring, the greening freezing, the unthawing, the 
mouths mawing, the teeth gnawing at the ends of the 
roots, shallow dug and starting to sprout.  And stampede.  
Just let it all out.  And stampede. pede. But this is how I 
move, I dissipate and rematerialize because I understand 
quantum mechanics, pure terrorism, tyranny, the hold we 
have on ourselves.  Do you struggle with freedom?  I do. 
I am where I am observed to be.  No more.  No less. No, 
actually less, much less, in fact. See, I don’t even consider 
myself human anymore, just a self-replicating mechanism, 
a thought insulating device meant to assist the process of 
nullification of personality, the neutralization of the diverse 
continuum of human cognizant existence.  I keep the 
world tied to the linga pole of acceptability, conformity, 



 

sacrifice, like a helium balloon tied to a child’s wrist.  I am 
one of many.  The hive.  Always working.  Consuming. A 
rifleman, just like all the others, stiff-spined syphilitics, war 
mages, shattered-hearts, eyes in the skies, spies, helicopters 
patrolling, busting the air into loud chucks, rotors 
spinning, wheels turning, secret considering, all the fire, all 
the time.  One of many.  But not human.  No, not 
anymore, not a one of us. Everyday seems like yesterday to 
me.  It doesn’t matter what day it is, it is past, I can feel it 
already gone and dead, pasty and necrotic.  A heart attack. 
Something I want back, more of it, always gripped with 
desire, with hunger.  The witch of Endor, calling up 
ghosts by the hour, what to tell the king of the present 
moment? Divinization. But blank eyed staring into a 
future moribund and ’powerless to be born’. But then a 
strong wisp of wind and the blush of stimulation, 
excitement, can return.  But to torment more, to trouble 
the sufferer more in its absence, or to generally relieve, 
assuage the pain, allay?  Enjoy it anyway.  Enjoy it 
anyway.  It is the only way. No more.  No less.  



 

 
Hello, everyone wins, once and for all, let’s open up the 
sun and see where we all began.  Exceptionally beautiful 
court stenographers, geishas, old tired war veterans, the 
rich oil men, murderers, shop girls, festival kids who ate 
too many mushrooms. Everybody’s body numb, all our 
collective star stuff come undone. 
Profanity via mistranslation, debauchery through 
misinterpretation, misunderstanding our way through 
Hades, plutocrats trading wealth for money, colony 
collapse disorder for honey. 
Stick my hands down into the sea of worms. 
Watch whole days, months, minutes burn.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
One night I had a dream that I was watching Sol LeWitt  
and Saul Bellow having a heated argument on a low rocky 
beach.  The words became more and more intense and a 
fist fight broke out in earnest.  Before long they were 
javelining each other violently with fondue forks, blood 
red narratives flying, red streaks and      
Splotches accumulating under the jaundiced yellow sky as 
the cold sea waves battered the shore. 
And whatever madness that happened after was madness 
that happened far away from me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
And it isn’t that I am afraid the sky is empty.  Afraid that 
there are no gods behind the sun and moon, that no angels 
or demons hide behind the curtain-night lighting and 
snuffing out the candle-stars of the broad firmament, that 
the mechanical whirlings, the pulley ropes and sawdust 
bags, are not manned and meted out, ecclesiastically. 
But instead I am worried that all of it is illusionary.  That 
everything of it is nothing but chemicals and gas, all rising 
and descending based on weight and density and relative 
gravities and all just reflecting and distorting light back to 
my eyes based on angles and exposure to sunlight and 
starlight, wavering off into cynical night.  
No sky at all, not empty, not filled, just gone.   
Plato says we are all just staring madly at the works of 
shadows upon walls. 
The continued plausibility of which is dependant on the 
skill of those who fan the fires.  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 

 

 
They were the most beautiful siblings Brooklyn had ever seen. 
How they arrived here 
is but a grandmother’s dream. 
 
Lorca and Beckett had the sidewalks set to their gait 
and their sister lived with the shadow. 
 

 
* * * 

Beckett spent day, night and spare time 
with the computer. 
 
Put brown fingers 
and matching eyes 
to dating sites 
and porn 
And mixed them up in their mind 
while forming messages 
and sullying their self 
another time. 
 



 

 
Beckett never knew love 
and settled himself into life 
of finding the Awakening 
between fairly tame videos 
and the one who also 
ate no animal products and listened to Hank Sr. 
 
They got over loneliness (mostly) 
but curiosity 
was a nagging bitch. 
 
And wondered if Giacometti’s 
spindly style 
when admired by two 
was enough to bring 
moon to tides 
rice to beans 
coffee to non-dairy creamer 
and natural sugar substitute. 
 
If in each Y 
there’s an ‘in’ 
and an ‘ang’ 
to follow. 
 
 

Around this part of the year 
the city was braiding itself. 
 



 

 
The bridges and tunnels 
were intervening with their own 
purpose for being 
 
Connection was coming close enough 
to become 
suffocation. 
The streets can pile up on each other 
so much so 
there’s no way to comb out 
the knots. 
 
 

Marina lives sort of far away now 
with Lorca’s heart 
stuck in a song sung by Etta James 
or someplace like Coleman Hawkins 
without a lyric 
to focus on for relief 
from the feelings of it all. 
 
She calls 
and he answers 
Always. 
She gave away another chunk of herself today. 
She needed another verse 
so it was worth it. 

* * * 
Beckett makes another order  



 

of pancakes 
after leaving Lorca 
to his responses 
and feels cursed by a name 
as they continue onward 
in their underpaid passion. 

* * * 
The narrator knows imagination 
is the natural enemy 
of a face 
 
And wants to know more 
about history’s dreams. 

* * * 
 

 

Battle cries  
have tears 
too. 

* * * 
Patience is just another form 
of narcissism. 
 
 

* * * 
The buildings have itchy skin 
and lean towards the trees 
for a needed scratch 
from their naked limbs 
stretching towards the exhausted sun 



 

who must spend some time 
down south somewhere 
below the imaginary line 
where English has few places to rest. 

* * * 
Valery likes her doors unlocked 
and windows open. 
 
She’s poor  
and temptation 
is her favorite game. 
 
 
Squirrels own 
concrete 
and trees 
 
Trash and sacrifices 
are given 
to their paws 
 
All offerings are considered 
some are kept 
for sadder times when 
summer passed 
to faded 
sepia of memory. 
 
 

 



 

Underground there is  
the new American idiom 
of a body’s bounce 
moving through subway stairwells 
knowing that there’s a choice 
to the show, the sway, 
cover-up 
or miss the train. 
 
So, there’s the show. 
 
Remember that in tomorrow’s shower. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
truck: commodities for bart-                                     
er or exchange, etymologically 
preexisting the engine, its 
oil & mechanics only incidental 
((bearing no weight no name 
but that which was waiting at 
the loading dock 
like a virgin womb 
finding itself taken 
onboard)) 

*** 
in Pennsylvania 
the men were always 
real men    waiting 
was the road between 
here 
and there 
 
on the horizon 
a woman in diamonds, 
the lipsticked outline 
of a sun setting into No 



 

 
*** 

a girl waits 
at the truck stop 
where she heard her life 
will be great 
 
again 
in the passenger’s seat 
of a vehicle made for one 
solitary driver sweating 
 
his crumpled bills still 
warm in her faux leather 
purse, he told her 
afterward she owed him 
change 
 
pants around his ankles 
 
a withering erection  
pointing toward god 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 
her symmetry 
is only passenger 
waiting 
for the garden 
his dilemma faints across a salt ink 
a misprint 
beaming unyielded 
by the unopened eye 
 
in the diner, the flesh-aired stasis 
a rainbow reflects from the oiled utensils 
the redheaded woman 
 
waiting 
 
she knew only 
destination 
 
no words 
but alphabet blottings, 
a whispersong, 
a soft abandon of any pretense 
that to be carried via signifier 
could leave the skin unscathed 
 
simplicity 
the bricks holding one another 
the faith they’d never crumble 
as they always have before 



 

 
we strain the pulp lest it stick in the gaps between our teeth 
degrade the fruit or degrade 
its fate 
 
his glance predicted what was would later be; 
moved; 
exposure; scattered 
kisses developing the present into the negative; 
a reflection; 
divorce 
 
tired of carrying 
he unloaded a cargo 
what fictions 
the black hole swallowing 
the cosmos in all its burning fates 
as if it didn’t ram itself on through 
as the lights 
shut off 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
“Be wary.” Your fears I read like braille, goose bump code on a 
body I knew long before I first reached yours. Even the endless 
may have a beginning, a split second we will never 
understand. Where then would you hide? 
  
Where are the black crows tonight, the broken glass, the 
omens? I blink once to clear my eyes. 
  
Thermoluminescence dating, the determination of the time 
elapsed since a material last saw the sun; how I know I love 
you, the moonlight bather who will not pose as savior in my 
battle scene or his own. 
  
(though I had the dream again last night, the house was 
burning brightly, the dinner party uninterrupted as the butler 
fanned the flames. I was the only one who ran out and you 
held me back as I stood naked on the warehouse roof, from a 
salted sea breeze beckoning me to fly). 
  
He said there would be something else, some whiskey-
breathed revelation. I like him like this, when he doesn’t say a 
word and I can fall into the soft-lipped void, and I fall proudly 
in the new fragility he has helped me craft to help me break.  
  
The 2:58 am clawing of a telephone like a strangers back, like 
complacency when the double speaks to herself and I, the total 
I, the unsure shape shifter. My inner lives crave 
completion: my searching a transfixation; my avoidance, 
divination. I know why the telephone does not ring.  



 

  
I will borrow his utensils. The teeth, the feet, the words 
collected like medallions. They will be dirtied by my touch but 
I shall cleanse them with the same. 
  
(was I ever in your words? Was I a ghost, a spool of yarn 
unraveled, a baby’s skull?) 
  
I am not frightened of the things you say but the things that 
shrivel before they reach your tongue, how they coexist. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
It’s knowing you’ll be asked 
if you’d like anything else when 
you need everything else 
but only have a loose cigarette, a couple dollars 
worth of quarters for the laundry 
you’ll wash by hand instead because 
even though it never turns out as soft 
that way at first, a half an hour later 
the day has already beaten out the 
folds and warned them there’s no 
coming back. Unidentified Woman 
would have starched and ironed her 
dress nonetheless but she knew their 
documents would only say: 
female, middle-aged, wearing a 
black durag like an appendix. 
telling you all you need to know in 
the chapter that comes before. 
It’s knowing you’ll be called 
by an order number not a name, a 
correspondence between value and 
claim, its every letter a shareholder 
negotiated through the tongues that 
refuse to learn to speak you. 
Unidentified Woman has already 
told you how to pronounce her name. 
Her old gold locket is gone 
melted down at $135, 4 grams. 



 

The faces of her parents, antiquated 
and fading twenty years 
were first scratched out with a hairpin. 
In dreams she faces them shouting Mine. 
How they shake with laughter, 
silver fillings catching the sun. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
An infantile heart danced in the shade 
Grandiloquent in its motions and games 
Their moments carefully stolen 
Confident in their deceptive sense of security 
Movements unclean but steady  
Glances guarded and guided 
Underneath a guilt of heavy tone 
Blind lust propelled the cadence 
Prior intention disguised as passing interest 
A veiled scent for escape route  
That picked at the scab covering old wounds 
Reminiscent of what little purity remained 
Yet no one claimed love was fair 
And traps were set on the sidelines 
Sidestepped by the bystanders and out of sight 
But the good ones gathered 
Be they each (other?) or executioners  
Cheering on the downfall of our highborn shine 
Until our mutual tarnish was brought into the sun 



 

And the prey animals caught their due notice 
Always is the way which came to pass 
As nature is a hungry mother bitch 
And a predator thrown as under 
Is a dangerous heart to break.  



 

A recollection, 
8,000 out of ten 
A memory of shattered symmetry 
Silver sweet symbolic resurrection 
This is merely a figment 
Proof us a commodity in short supply and no demand 
Truth abandoned 
In the same of figurative peace 
Auger your birds in the glass 
Do they help, or personified hindrance? 
Let them dance for you 
Like cheap Bangkok drug monkey, 
Like broken nosed gutter clowns 
Turn the corner, the tide,  
Relax 
Relax and go home, June 
Our boy’s been drunk again. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Black owls and brick dust
I’m the ace of spades 
To the letter of the law 
Instant replay of future’s past 
Bring it back round 
Back to the (……) ground 
Back to the scared source 
Don’t be cheap with the candy 
And don’t smell broke. 
The significance here is not trivial 
I joke with the charisma of Dracula shaman 
Funeral rites in my head 
Written on gray matter, 
Brande din the blood. 
Come see me sometime,  
We welcome you in wonderland.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The stampede has run its course 
The mermaid in fox fur rises 
Like a black Madonna Venus in seashell 
Botticelli dinners 
Sushi on the corpses of dead girls 
Rise 
Shine and grind  
Meditate 
Don’t lament what never was 
Concentrate on what will become.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The world as I saw it no longer exists perhaps it 
Never did. I might have wished for it and then it 
Just appeared. I was probably five or maybe eight 
And the good guys always won they were nice and 
Didn’t cheat on their wives who never burnt dinner  
Nor was it ever late. My big brother and sister  
Were my playmates confidants and part time 
Tormentors. Schools were clean never  
Overcrowded. I was sixteen when I realized that 
None of this was true. That the men on TV didn’t 
Always tell the truth that teachers weren’t always 
Happy and didn’t like their students. That my 
Sister was getting married because she didn’t want  
To live at home and got pregnant, the shotgun was  
Kept out of sight but was loaded. Big brother 
Didn’t graduate but joined the Marine Corps 
Anyway … I just went along for the ride. I was 
The oldest left at home with little sis and bro and 
Could call back seat shotgun. A couple moves later 



 

And I was faced with the dilemma of:                  Work? 
College? Or join up? ... None of the above just 
Didn’t seem to be on the answer sheet with a little  
“Bubble” to be filled in completely. So I was  
Forced to think ………………………………………. 
Outside the box. San Francisco, living on the streets it is! 
Or was or whatever………………………… Then onto 
War! And then college and……………… PTSD. Now it 
Has become my world. So let me tell you     This.            It 
Could have been different……. If you could have………..      
Differently…or have….     …or not have    but then again  
You did…………………….. and I didn’t.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Let me talk of a poet named Schmidt. 
Who was too often, 
Full of it. 
He mistook wit for wisdom, 
Punditry for profundity. 
He knew a problem when he saw it, 
But he never offered to solve it. 
He was great at calling names, 
Laying blame — 
He said, “I just calls it as I sees it.” 
And right from the start,  
I hadn’t the heart 
To turn his head from the mirror.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Any war 
 Any time 
  Anywhere  

Why? 
 Why war? 
  Why Not? 
The greatest of us, 
 The greatest among us, 
Nothing. 
   Our greatest most magnificent works 
  Account for nothing  
Compared to time 
   Human war is Nothing.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
Perhaps 
The hardest question  
Ever uttered: 
Why? 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

It lies within you 
The path to enlightenment 
Walk mindfully now  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Got a summer job 
Turned down my college scholarship 
Thumbed to     1968, San Francisco  
Lived on the streets      of Haight Ashbury 
Smoked hashish 
Dropped acid 
Dropped into Berkley 
Poly -sci, U.S.  History  
Enlisted in the Marines 
Boot camp, ITR, 
Schools Battalion 
NAM . 
Was scared shitless . 
Was shot at . 
Shot back . 
Was hot . 
Was wet . 
Smoked pot . 
Smoked some opium . 
R&R . 
Came back . 
Scared shitless again 
Was shot again . 
Shot back again.  
Killed some      people . 
Lived to tell about it. 



 

Freedom bird         — 
Stateside  , 
Couldn’t get out    . 
Got out — 
College — 
Tried to re   -connect with friends... . . . .  .  .  . 
. 
…  .  . .. . .. and    couldn’t.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 
I was living in this house where my sorta’ exorcism 

happened, and I lived there for three more days. It was the 
end of November. That’s when I realized that I couldn’t live 
there. Most the non-denominational Christian roommates 
thought I converted and joined their team. The worst part, 
I had to sign a year lease for the place, and they had tough 
standards for what kind of person could live there, and I was 
the only non-Christian but they thought I’d been saved, and 
so when I realized I didn’t want to live there I was trying to 
find someone to take my place. But the person had to meet 
the house standards, it was tough.  

I was searching to find somebody but couldn’t find a 
person, so I’d have to pay nine months of rent even though 
I planned on moving.  

… 
 
Around the corner was The Vine Collective, which 

was a group of high school students who went to the same 
high school and then moved to Kalamazoo and got this big 



 

house. Some were in college and liked to smoke weed, play 
music and have parties. It was sorta’ funny, because a guy 
named Christianson was living at The Vine Collective, and 
when I was checking out the place I found out he’d gone 
mental and was getting locked up. But he escaped. So, I 
came over to see if I wanted to live there, and right away I 
realized it was the devil’s house, and so, that was the house 
for me.  

… 
 
You could see my former house full of Jesus fanatics 

in the backyard of Eight Twenty Vine, and when I moved 
in there it was a mess. The people living there were sick of 
the leader, Christianson, and I guess he was becoming super 
ideological and really wanted to live in a commune with all 
its abstract concepts. For example, he didn’t believe in doors, 
so he took all the doors off the rooms, and there was this one 
room, where all the people slept. 

… 
 
People moved in and were long gone before I moved 

in. It was a shell… 
The Vine Collective was starting over, so I cleaned 

the house because there was garbage everywhere. One day 
I just started throwing away junk; there wasn’t much of a 
collective. It was just me and Christianson, his brother Saul 
and his girlfriend named Jesse, and it was November when 
I put some ads on craigslist and quickly we got new people 



 

to move in; some traveling guitarist and a couple of lesbians, 
and by the beginning of the month of December the house 
was full. But Christianson was completely insane for about 
week. I told his parents he was fine so they didn’t worry too 
much. But he didn’t take the drugs they gave to him because 
he said they made him crazier; the medication took away his 
identity and when he stopped he started remembering what 
time and money was, and could make sentences again. Two 
weeks later he was normal and became my friend. I’m not 
sure, but I think he’d been binging on opiates and that’s 
what set him off. I don’t think he was sleeping that much 
but either way, I walked into a weird house after living in a 
weird house. Back then when I was younger I was really 
into this collective living stuff and paying as little rent as I 
could. The first week I moved in I found out that somebody 
had built a floor in the attic. But I went further. I cut a hole 
into a separate room of the attic and made a floor with the 
doors from the rooms of the house, and that’s where I slept, 
It was a cool artistic area and so other people were sleeping 
up there too, and the funniest part was when the king and 
the queen moved in.  

… 
 
The King and The Queen were desperate for a place 

to stay, and so when we opened the door there was this fifty 
year old hobbit looking guy with a sword, and his attractive 
thirty-year-old girl. They were married and it was strange. 
Something was wrong… 



 

The man was eating the slimiest most disgusting of 
fried foods, and the leader of the collective didn’t like the 
king because he was eating organic foods. It was disastrous 
because they were eating the most processed bullshit. But 
whatever, I put them in Christianson’s room; he said it was 
for everybody.  

… 
 

Before the King and the Queen moved in The Leader 
of the Vine Collective said we should sleep together in the 
same room, and when he got home he found an air-mattress 
in there with this overweight King guy who couldn’t walk 
and had a branch for a crutch; his wife had to do everything 
for him. The king had a sword, said they were Pagans, and 
his wife had a wand that they placed on their bed for safety. 
The first thing the King did when he moved in was sharpen 
our knives to “prove his worth” he said. But Christianson 
freaked out so we moved them into the basement. It was 
insane and eventually we kicked them out because it wasn’t 
going to work.  

… 
 
Things at the collective were good. We had a bunch 

of people moving in and out and there were a lot of crazy 
people. One was this super drunk girl who didn’t live at our 
house but for some reason the city police kept bringing her 
back to our house. We’d steal her alcohol because we said 



 

she could live in our living room if she didn’t drink. But she 
was always drunk and we’d find her passed out in a random 
corner. So, we’d wake her up to see if she was ok and then 
we’d steal her alcohol. She shouldn’t be drinking anyway, 
that was our logic and…oh! There was this one fucking guy 
who stole all my money and my computer. I let him sleep 
in the attic for two weeks. First time I met him I thought he 
was cool because he was buying drinks for everyone at the 
bar. But then he stole my stuff and he kinda’ kidnapped Saul, 
after he convinced him that he didn’t steal my money. The 
kid really could make people believe in all sorts of shit. But 
then when he went to jail for credit card fraud I thought it 
was over. But it wasn’t… 

When he was in jail he convinced a detective, I stole 
his wallet, and then when I tried to get my money back (that 
he stole) I almost had to go to a court because he tricked the 
detective. It was a mess but the kid never got out of jail so it 
worked itself out, and a week or two later this girl named 
Sage moved to Michigan from Pennsylvania. She said that 
she was going crazy over on the east coast, and so that’s why 
she moved to Kalamazoo... 

Both of us felt like The Vine Collective was the only 
option for us, other than the mental institution or drugs.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

? 
The phone was ripped from the wall and Henry was gone. I 
told em’ who Cloud was, so he knew that his pal who went 
AWOL possibly worked for The United Nations, and yeah, 
he knew because I told him...so…about seven days before the 
future book of war I sent em’ hundreds of warnings about the 
super fiasco when he was staying in the Bunker Hotel. And 
nobody believed he was just a writer. Ya’ could tell with one 
look he was trying to find something more than just…words, 
and I told him about this and he said, “What does this nonsense 
change about anything?” I was about to tell him, but the writer 
turned off the computer and went offline. Forever, and I don’t 
know where he is J.R.; Henry Oldfield won’t talk to me. Please 
Find him. It’s the only way to save the world. PS: The bumble 
bee drone is still a’ buzzin’, round the lake………………. ☺  



 



 

The lights went out; there was nothing but the number 
sixteen—again—this happened millions of times before and it 
always went back to this, it… 

Sixteen was alone and just like it always happened, the 
information was never lost; the imagination lives on after an 
organic compound breakdown, and so as it goes insignificant 
chunks of the informational report were to be spontaneously 
arranged, but this time…Sixteen was alone in the echo of a 
super massive black hole, that was to be sleeping for another 
billion years and…Nope—it hasn’t been like this before:  

In this story, there was one number and not two, and 
so sixteen had to wait by it-self for humanity to come out of 
non-extinction. And with the nauseating repetitive tap tap tap 
of nothingness, echoing off the space time continuum, it sure 
wasn’t going be too dang fun living inside of a box made from 
construction-paper. Because even if your lifespan is just about 
infinity, becoming aware in a dark and dreary cosmic vat is 
still what The Umans’ called… 

Around the eight hundredth year, like a mirage or a 
daydream, number sixteen seen something over the dark grass 
field. It started walking and it was Schrodinger’s kitten… 

“Here kitty…kitty”, thinking the rest of the waiting 
time wouldn’t be so dang lonely now, and without conceiving 
of it’s designed programming the artificial intelligence smiled 
after coding the emotional response of happiness, and then… 



 

“O’ NO WHERE’D YA’ GO, KITTY…KITTY?”, 
said the mind, because in a snap or two later… 

The kitten was neither here nor there and vanished into 
the dimension of absurdity, where it climbed into a treehouse 
spaceship waiting for his captains return. So, before fixing the 
turbo rocket clusterfuck propulsion system, the kitten put on 
his cape; there was a mission to end the future book of war. 
One last fight. On the Lizard People’s home planet named… 

 

Sixteen had to remember, or there’d be no real point for 
the fundamental properties of the universe to exist, and that’s 
the reason… 

 Sixteen would have to wait, before IT would get to ask 
the writer… 

“Is it raining yet?” 

 Babushka, he was a real asshole but he got the job done. 
And if it wasn’t for him Henry Oldfield would still be homeless 
or probably dead. He (Henry Oldfield) is in his mid to late 
forties, and the thing is… 

He always vanishes (Babushka) and then pops up when 
you least expect him to… 

After Cloud’s death things got even weirder. The world 
changed and it always does but… 

This time was different. Everything was on the brink 
of something bad, and unlike the old times when they were 
struggling to get POP THIS BOOK made, now they had 



 

money and were, as Babushka said Himself, they were the, 
“ballers of words”. 

Babushka and Henry Oldfield were on the covers of the 
jazziest of digital magazines, and they couldn’t stop the money 
train from coming in, and then there was the success of THE 
BEARS ON A BUS FLICK THREE at the box office, which 
absurdly enough cemented their names into important classist 
stone, and this wasn’t any good for the types of people Henry 
and Babushka are because they need to have their backs against 
the wall and, yeah; they need desperation and all the bad parts 
of poverty. This is what drove passion and made them creative. 
But everything they wanted, and now at this point of our story 
have, it made their art sterile, lame, boring… 

Now… 
Now… 
Now, everything was pointless. Even going to various 

locations on the world map didn’t help, because they had the 
money to buy what they created their art for, and Henry was 
a different animal after becoming the fifth most famous writer 
in the world. But the fame was mentally draining on his mind 
and did more bad than good. 

… 
 

Getting up there in age has seen him get lonely. He has 
forgotten what it means to be a writer. Henry Oldfield lives 
alone in an expensive apartment downtown, in a city that after 
bankruptcy was bought by the richest men and women in the 
world. The corporations saw the future of Borderland after it 
was burnt to the ground. Yeah. Sure seen some good deals and 



 

the biggest internet company named…NovelDomeDotCorp, 
their headquarters is down the street from where Henry lives. 
And some would say this is ironic, but the writer will tell ya’,  

“Man o’ man well—that’s just life.” 
… 

 
The city he seldom leaves is the city where everybody 

wants to live. It is the future big time city and all the others 
have been hollowed out. The city of Wind is near collapse and 
The Big East Apple has become a trench war after the bomb 
went off and then the boiling floods were superseded by the 
infrastructural collapse. Borderland is under distress but carries 
on, and the television always plays the same fucking thing and 
jeez, Henry doesn’t own one anymore; there wasn’t a point 
and…The nonsense and the propaganda and the streets; the 
the false age of nice and normal is back with a vengeance. The 
Third War was a glorious hymn without a chorus but it is here 
and yep, Henry O’ sure has done a swell job fer’ emself’, and 
he’s cut off from the madness because he lives in the heart of 
the madness, above the clouds and now… 

 The writer is back where he started in Book A. Back 
in the skyscraper, working on the last book in the series, and 
the interviews have asked and he’s said… 

“It’s still science fiction for adults but…well, where is 
Babushka?”—This is what Henry Oldfield wants to know. 
 

Henry didn’t care. Not anymore. There wasn’t a point, 
and there never was. Nonsense. That’s all there is. Nonsense. 



 

Piles of it. As big as the universe. Only nonsense and…static. 
That’s it, and so—“let’s move on”. That’s what he said because 
there’s nothing else and you just…have to do something with 
your stinkin’ life… 

“Good Morning Absurdity”, the writer programed his 
robotic coffee maker to say instead of the beep. It was a good 
laugh and a decent start to what didn’t matter… 

“Good Morning Absurdity”; It got him ready for the 
day. A day full of propaganda and… 

It wasn’t like they said. He wasn’t living in a George 
Orwell, or an Aldous Huxley Novel.  Nope…the postmodern 
world was way more of a mixture of an E. E. Cummings poem 
or a Kurt Vonnegut middle finger so… 

Man O’ man—sure is a nasty future that ol’ boy named 
Henry Oldfield awoke to on a Tuesday morning, the fifth of 
March, of the year Twenty-Twenty-Two, and after the coffee 
stopped talking the phone rang and he just looked at it; the 
phone rang and rang and…beep… 

“Hello, this is Henry O’, yep, I still have a landline. 
Heard the joke so please tell me what you need from me and 
just…have a good day”  

“HENRY. IT’S BABUSHKA. GUESS WHAT? I’M 
RUNNING FOR PRESIDENT OF THE USA AGAIN! 
TALK SOON YOU LITTLE WRITER BITCH.”  

And on the first sip he spits it out because he burnt his 
tongue on the boiling coffee… 

“Bet the robot did it on purpose I’ll get you” he said—
yelling into the kitchen; it was a record eighty-nine degrees 
outside and the air clicked. Henry had a cardigan and wool hat 



 

on, sitting looking out the window on the forty-seventh floor 
of his Detroit Mega Condominium, placed across from a river 
that was basically chunky mud… 

“O’ well, what can you do”, the writer said… 
There was no sun. Now it was time to start the day—

forget about the nonsense and punch into his shift… 
So. as he’s looking at the typewriter Henry Oldfield 

saluted what’s out there and sang… 

 
 

He was only a writer now, and so he typed. The dying 
young man did his job and he washed his hands before he got 
drunk. But it didn’t matter if it was the morning or the night—
time did not matter to Henry Oldfield because it just didn’t… 

The writer has a fuckin’ job to do and the sound of the 
tap…tap…tap can be heard; it used to come from the streets 
but no longer… 

These days, the sound of the typewriter echoes down 
from the sky and is lost between the alley ways. Nothing could 
be seen…only…heard…Henry…O’… 

The boy’s a constant storm and nobody knew were the 
tap tap tap was coming from. But it didn’t matter because the 
tap tap tap was only work now so… 

“Let’s move on”.  
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 


