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letter from the editors
When we at The Colonel originally presented the concept of Brick 

to the world, there were many reactions. “A satirical arts journal? It 
can’t be done!” said some. “Who said that it couldn’t be done? Why 
would someone say that? You’re making that up,” said others. Still 
others said, “Wait, the Kernel? You’re the guys with the lawsuit or 
something, right? I think? What’s going on with that?” 

But the most common reply we got from people who have been 
entirely fabricated to facilitate the narrative of this letter was this: 
“Why?” 

Why indeed. Why anything? 
Why have a regular arts journal? Is it for the entertainment value? 

For the artsiness? Or maybe to hold up a looking glass to the heart of 
humanity, and see what you find? 

No. Don’t be silly. The reason is to establish credibility, so you 
won’t be immediately implicated in your daring heist of several 
Bulgarian banks and a Swiss cheese factory. 

But that isn’t important. What’s really important is to fill up space 
on this page so we can spend as much of SGA’s money as possible.  

    There are so many people we’d like to thank for this publication. 
We’d like to thank gravity, for keeping us from spontaneously 
floating into the cold, harsh vacuum of space as we wrote.  As an 
entity taking place on UK’s campusTM, we would, of course, like to 
thank Coca-ColaTM for being so delicious and refreshing. We’d like 
to thank all of our wonderful contributors, and all of the parents of 
our wonderful contributors, for contributing our contributors. But 
most of all, we’d like to thank Shale, for allowing us to parody them 
mercilessly, as well as rip off several of their design and formatting 
decisions wholesale for our own use, without asking any permission 
whatsoever. We love you, Shale. Also SGA, I guess.

Sincerely? With Love?
Adam, Bridget, Grant, Madeline, and Makayla
Co-Editors-in-Chief, The UK Colonel
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The World Is Knives (Is isn’t capital)
The Bard II / poetry
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Turn Down For Justice
Grant Forbes / a literary analysis and commentary
“Fire up loud
Another round of shots
Turn down for what”
-Lil’ Jon (feat. DJ Snake)

Lil’ Jon is, in the opinion of most contemporary music 
critics, the greatest lyrical genius of our age, and perhaps 
of all time. His latest masterpiece, “Turn Down For What”, 
epitomizes exactly why he is held in such high esteem. I aim 
to illuminate for the readers just a portion of what makes 
this song so groundbreaking, and to delve as far it is possi-
ble for a mere mortal to delve into the mind of Lil’ Jon.

This song is, clearly, meant to be interpreted as a haiku. It 
is not just any haiku, however. Rather than follow the stan-
dard 5 syllable, 7 syllable, 5 syllable structure that every oth-
er haiku has followed, and which, indeed, was thought to 
be the prerequisite for anything to be considered a “haiku” 
at all, Lil’ Jon refuses to be bound by the standards of con-
ventional literature, and instead chooses to format his haiku 
in a 3 syllable, 6 syllable, 4 syllable structure. He purposely 
drops syllables from the lines of his haiku, to represent to us 
that something is missing. 
But what do these missing syllables represent? What is it 
that we are missing?

What is missing, Lil’ Jon profoundly suggests, is our hu-
manity.

This song is Lil’ Jon’s latest method of protesting the 
U.S.’s military involvement in the Middle East. 

The first line, “Fire up loud”, is clearly referring to the 
firing of a gun or a missile. 

Then there’s the second line, “Another round of shots”. 
Another round of shots, another war; another conflict with
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no exit strategy or plan to restore stability in the region. 
Finally, Lil’ Jon asks us, “Turn down for what?” For what 

will we turn down our rampant and excessive military in-
volvement? Turn down for what?

Lil’ Jon then cleverly alludes to the fact that he is protest-
ing U.S. involvement in the Middle East, rather than war 
in general, by making the melody of the second bass drop 
center on the upper tetrachord of a harmonic minor scale, a 
theme which is commonly found in traditional Middle East-
ern music.

But why does Lil’ Jon choose Crunk music as the way to 
convey his message? It is so that his method of delivery, in 
and of itself, can be seen as a parody on the depravity of 
American culture, yet still enlighten us. He delivers his mes-
sage in this way so that, while we are grinding up against 
each other, we are also grinding up against the truth. Lil’ 
Jon invites us to twerk not only our respective asses, but our 
minds as well.
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Roommate Poem
Ginny Kochensparger / poetry
You
lilt like a Larva (alliteration)
munching your way through the
leaves of my heart (metaphor)

I don’t actually know what larva eat but leaves seem
Good, I think (verb)

Anyway
You’re like a larva (reiteration of main theme)

Moist and pale and wriggling 
And about to be eaten by a bird (not a metaphor)
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Love In The Moonlight
Persephone de la Coeur / prose

Neville was doing some midnight gardening when all of 
a sudden Draco appeared. He looked ethereal in the moon-
light. Neville was stunned by his beauty, but even more 
stunned when he spoke.

“Hello, Neville.”
Neville was surprised Draco knew his name. Draco was 

so cool. 
Draco continued. “I noticed you leaving the castle and 

decided that now would be good time to...um…”
Draco looked nervous but Neville couldn’t fathom why. 

Draco always seemed so confident when he was insulting 
Harry. Why was he so nervous around little old Neville? 

“It’s just…” Draco was blushing. He screwed his eyes 
shut as if to gather up courage before he finally let out “I 
like you!”

Neville was stunned once more. He was so stunned, in 
fact, that he didn’t react. Draco stood still for a moment, 
but then, feeling rejected, he ran off into the night. Neville 
found it in himself to yell out “Wait!”, but it was too late. 
Draco had run off. Neville stood up to run after him only 
to realize that Draco had run to the Forbidden Forest. He 
gathered up all the courage he had and, spurred on by love, 
ran after his crush. Neville had just realized how much he 
loved Draco when Draco confessed his feelings. When had 
Neville fallen in love with the pureblood? It must have been 
the first time he saw him, when Neville had lost Trevor only 
to find him on the floor and looked up to see Draco’s sneer-
ing face. How long ago was that? It seemed like only a day. 
Well, Neville mused in between ragged breaths as he pur-
sued his love, I suppose time flies when you’re in love. 

He cursed as Draco went to enter the line of trees. “Dra-
co!”
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Draco fumbled and tripped. It was the least graceful Nev-
ille had ever seen him, and that just endeared him further 
to Neville. Already he was falling more and more in love. 

“Stop running!”
“What, so you can make fun of me?” Draco cried out as 

he clambered to his feet. 
“No! I would never make fun of you! I love you!”
Draco gaped at Neville. Never had he thought that Nev-

ille would love him back. But he did. 
Neville used his Gryffindor courage and went in for a 

kiss which was met enthusiastically by Draco. Together 
they made out until the giant squid flopped out one long 
arm and swatted at them, getting them wet. They laughed. 

[If you liked this, make sure to check out Persephone’s AO3, 
PersephoneMalfoy, where she posts regularly.]
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2 minutes 5 seconds
Yvonne M. Johnson / poetry
after John Cage’s 4’ 33”



Mission Report 189
Mary Steele / prose

10

“Can you name one positive thing you respect in one an-
other?” Donald started sweating. He had to be so careful 
with his answer. And he was. He came across just-sincere 
enough, with an honestly valid answer. Finally, something 
the press wouldn’t condemn him for. Still, as he stepped 
off the stage and away from the delicious heat of the lights, 
he was still nervous. Donald quickly made his way to one 
of the back rooms and sat in a chair that one could hardly 
describe as luxurious. Still, he undid the top buttons of his 
shirt and loosened his tie, allowing his skin to breathe. 

So encompassed in his tranquility, The Donald didn’t no-
tice the door quietly opening. 

“Honestly, you have to be more vigilant. Think of the chil-
dren,” the female chastised. Donald opened his eyes slowly. 

“The children, the children- that’s all you ever talk about,” 
he grumbled. “Can’t you just allow me a moment of peace? 
Honestly, after all I am doing to combat your mistakes, de-
feat ISIS, and –“

“Donald, I don’t have a wire on me, and there are no cam-
eras in this room.”

He seemed to perk up, standing quickly. “Why didn’t 
you tell me that in the first place?” he questioned, shoving 
her up against the wall.

“Oh, forgive me,” Hillary said sarcastically. “Didn’t you 
get my memo?” She pulled the God-awful wig off, reveal-
ing his shiny head underneath, stroking it like a historian 
would a prized manuscript. 

“No, I’m afraid I must have deleted it,” he grinned ma-
niacally. He shoved his mouth to hers in a transaction that 
would make most of the members of both parties physically 
ill to read, much less watch. 

“The last question nearly wrecked me,” Hillary gasped, 
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aiding the hands removing her clothing. 
“So I heard; you had so much hesitation,” he noted.
“Because how could I truly tell the people what I admire 

about you? Your skin, your tongue, your amazing ability to 
catch your own dinner and provide for young…” Hillary 
stripped Donald as well.

“Wait, where’s Bill?” Donald asked, pausing to look out 
for the other male.

“Probably hiding under a rock somewhere,” Hillary 
rolled her eyes. “Now quickly, Donald, with me. We have 
to…at the same time.

The young crew member, Landon, was exhausted. Hon-
estly, this debate, this entire election, was too much for his 
little trans heart to take. 

“Hey, man, have you seen Mr. Trump? Pence needs him 
and I can’t find him anywhere.

“I haven’t, sorry,” the dark-skinned girl shook her head. 
“Well, only sort of sorry.” Landon laughed, but he was 
still anxious. Pence tended to be an asshat so the fact that 
Landon couldn’t find him what he wanted was stressful. He 
resorted to opening a bunch of doors in the hopes that the 
missing man would appear.

After 17 attempts, Landon still remained unsuccessful. 
He decided, with a heavy heart, to go hide in the employee 
lounge until he died. When he opened the door, however, 
he was surprised when he was greeted by a pile of men’s 
and women’s clothing. Even more curious, he found a wig 
mocking Trump’s hair. Landon sighed, electing to just clean 
up the mess. As he picked up the woman’s blouse, that’s 
when he found them.

“Awww! Look at you two!” his voice got higher in excite-
ment. “Come here, little babies!” Landon picked the lizards
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up off the ground. Not seeing anyone around who they 
could belong to, he decided to take them home with him.

Panicking, Hillary and Donald both tried to squirm away, 
but inevitably failed; the boy’s grip was just too strong.

And thus concludes the recap of the 189th documented 
attempt of the Lizard People to take control on the world. 
The end. 
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I’m Surprised No One Has Said It
The Bard II / poetry
Look, I’m pretty sure I would know if I was oppressing 
women.
That sort of shit sounds like it takes a lot of work and I’m 
like… the poster child for lazy, okay?
Like I can barely get up in the morning, I have like fifteen 
alarms set. 
 I can barely afford to go clothes shopping. Sometimes 
I skip lunch on campus because I have to get to my next 
class.
 I stay up late at night you know, intending on doing home-
work, but I usually end up scrolling through facebook in-
stead, looking at which of my friends got hot after high 
school.
And which ones got fat. Or pregnant.

Amiright, I don’t have enough time in the day to do what 
I HAVE TO BARELY DO TO GET BY let alone spend extra 
time going around doing something I don’t even have much 
interest in doing!!! I love women. They’re sexy, they’re cute, 
in fact they are the reason men can be who they are today! 
When I get one, I am going to make her feel so important 
and loved and beautiful that she’ll be happy every minute 
and never lose her virtue or value as a woman.

Take that, feminism. Up your saggy old lady ass.
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All the World Has to Offer
Andrew Hardy / prose

Dr. Miwazoszki rubbed his glasses on the collar of his 
shirt and tried peering through them again. From behind 
what was either volcanic ash or sweat stains, his computer 
monitor continued to spit out binary script. 

“Hey, hey, I think somebody is going to want to see this”
Buried deep within the mountains outside of Tokyo, two 

chubby men scooted their chairs over to a small array of 
CRT monitors. They both rubbed their glasses on their shirt 
collars and squinted at the data flowing across the screen. 

Dr. Cerebrum’s pioneering research team  had gathered 
to explore the fantastical new field of special  quantum cul-
tural relativity.  This small group of scientists were pouring 
over data from across the universe trying to “fit it all togeth-
er.”

They calculated everything. Dusty encyclopedias and 
papers on how charm quarks tasted lay strewn about.  A 
previous intern had created a library of all the pornogra-
phy magazines from 1954-1993, but that had begun to be 
replaced by massive records on axolotl stem cell research. 

Strewn across the small underground facility are copies 
of Manga Monthly  and the Astrophysical Review. Some 
of the pages have been torn out and pasted back and forth 
with some paper-máche concoction, which from the smell 
of it, consists primarily of human spittle.

In one of the corners,the intern, Rupert, had been trying 
to shove into a contraption several hundred pages of a sto-
ry consisting of galaxies attempting to attend high school 
together despite their rapid acceleration away from each 
other.  The machine would suck half a dozen pages up, 
scan them, then let off a small noise and shut down. Vari-
ous lights blinked. Noxious fumes emanated from the pipes 
connecting the scanner to the wall.  



15

“Oi, Rupert! Get a man some coffee why don’t you? What 
good are interns for anyway?” one of the men called over 
before returning to staring at the screen. Rupert has both 
feet pressed against the wall, several meters high , straining 
to shove this massive wad of damp pages into the sputter-
ing machine. At this exclamation, he collapsed, sending the 
pages spiraling into the air. Several of them stuck  to the 
walls, obscuring a crude diagram of a fusion reactor stored 
inside some gelatinous blob. A helpful caption labeled this 
blob “your cold heartless mother,” but now read as “you 
cool hentai monster.” 

“That’s not contributing to anything!” Rupert stood up 
while trying to pry off a photograph of plaid-skirted nebula 
from his pants. 

“Measure the gyromagnetic ratio of the cup before you 
give it to me. Record the data. Make several modules. Sub-
mit it to a conference, feel significant.” The man began to 
scratch his stomach underneath his shirt, but his eyes never 
left the screen.

Rupert started to jot down what has just been said, but 
looked disgusted, and threw away the scrap of paper. 

“Wha...what’re you guys looking at?” Rupert wandered 
across the rocky floor, massaging his bruised back. The 
three men, hunched over the computer monitors, paid him 
no heed. Dr. Miwazoski had begun scribbling something 
down on the back of a paper about the usage of Lenz’s Law 
in socio-political revolutions. 

“Are these the simulations?”
Rupert was standing over their shoulders now, his eyes 

transfixed on the flowing numbers. 
    “It’s not binary,”  the other man muttered, motionless. 

His plastic name tag had “Suess” scrawled overtop of the 
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original name following “Dr.”
“It’s beautiful, that’s what it is.”
“Are those shapes?” Rupert had stopped fidgeting be-

hind the men.
Sure enough, the numbers traced out fantastical outlines, 

repeating over and over again.  Amphibians riding unicir-
cular contraptions and cartoon characters with clenched 
fists. Thousands upon thousands of the caricatures were 
displayed upon the screen before being replaced by anoth-
er. Often the figures were identical with slight variations. 
Dancing infants would scroll by for almost an entire minute 
before being replaced by a banana with human appendages.

The second man, who’d been silent until now began pac-
ing back and forth. Sometimes he’d stood to record some-
thing from the sensors attached to his grubby basketball 
sneakers, but otherwise his past was constant.

“I can’t tell if these sorts of results are consistent with our 
calculations. Should we call in the doctor? We have to be 
objective about these things.”

He pulled out a tissue from his shirt pocket and began 
penciling down the numbers he recorded from his shoes.

“This is what the data tells us. We have to deal with the 
information at hand.”

“You’re reaching here. We’re not sure what we’re looking 
at.

“Don’t dismiss it just because you don’t understand it. 
We’re just feeding in all the recordings we’ve gotten so far. 
Raw. Unfiltered.

“Couldn’t it be contaminated? What’re our S to N ratios? 
We have to be professional here.”

While the two men bickered, Rupert watched the scroll-
ing shapes and figures.
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“These are familiar. I’ve seen this sort of of things in the 
cyber-arachnid archives. We’ve got something here. We re-
ally do.”

Dr. Miwazoszki looked up from his paper. 
“What’s that?”
“The ancient digital webs. Those records. We looked at 

them in our free time during undergraduate. You can read 
papers about it.”

“Of course. We’re taking the inverse of all the data we’ve 
received. All the world has to offer. We’re looking at a re-
flection of these facts. These shadows of information, they’re 
the true nature of our data, of our lives”

“But why so obscure? What about these repeating sec-
tions? Is it a cipher?”

“Only one way to figure it out. We’ll write some code. 
Decode the whole thing”.

Miwazoszki fumbled around with a massive ring of keys 
before unlocking a drawer underneath of the computer 
monitor. and withdrew out a small python attached to the 
computer terminal via electrodes across its scales. He fed 
his papers to the writhing snake, combinations of doodles 
and equations. They waited in silence. Another monitor 
hummed to life and began to display continuous letters.

Both of the men rushed over to the screen, pushing one 
another out of the way. 

“What does it say?” Rupert tried to peek around them.
“It’s still a code.”
“Maybe it’s another language?”
“It’s repeating, whatever it is.”
“What does it say?” Rupert’s heart was beating. He kept 

rubbing frantic sweat out of his eyes. The men pant, writing 
things down before crumpling up their notes and 
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discarding the wads. 
“Two M’s. Two E’s”
“It’s the English alphabet that’s for sure.”
“There’s an S in there.”
What could it spell?” 
All four men slump down onto the floor. Dr. Miwazoszki 

took off his glasses and smeared them on his shirt collar.
“Some mysteries of the universe are never meant to be 

solved.”
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The Creation of Adam
Michelangelo / digital art
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In Memory of Screaming Bird Tree
¯\_(ツ)_/¯ / digital art
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4 doodle panel
Shannon Whitmer / graphite and ink on paper
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Personal Struggles
Sage Master / digital art



Majestic Horse Tongue
The Cacti Guy / photography

23



I Light The Morning
God’s Good Love / digital art

24



The Desecration of Frivolity
David Murdy / digital art

25



我的心是一个饺子 
Wawa Dui 娃娃对 / poetry in Mandarin

26

作者：娃娃对
在我的胸脯里,
我的心在煎,
软软的皮几乎破，
因为我的感觉的很香的汤
太辣了。
我的爱这么好吃，这么丰富，
像油腻的猪肉馅儿。
你用你的筷子拿我的心的时候，
我可以看你的肉感嘴唇
在我的上面。
啊！
但你用筷子用得不好，所以我的心
掉在桌子上。
你已经忘记了我。。。我变得冷冷清清。
其实，操你妈。我不需要这样的屁话。

My Heart is a Dumpling / translation
My heart simmers within my breast,
The soft skin almost breaking
Because my fragrant soup of emotions
Is too spicy. 
My love is so delicious, so abundant,
Like fatty pork filling.
When you use your chopsticks to lift me,
I can see your voluptuous lips above me.
Ah!
But you don’t use your chopsticks well, and my heart
Falls to the table.
You’ve already forgotten me . . . I grow cold and empty.
Actually, fuck your mom. I don’t need this shit. 



My Heart is a Dumpling / Google translate translation
My heart is a dumpling
In my chest,
My heart is fried,
Soft skin almost broken,
Because I feel very fragrant soup
too spicy.
My love is so delicious, so rich,
Like greasy pork stuffing.
You use your chopsticks to take my heart,
I can see your meaty lips
On top of me.
what!
But you do not use chopsticks well, so my heart
Dropped on the table.
You have forgotten me. . . I became deserted.
In fact, Fuck your mother. I do not need such shit.
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Happy Feet
Stephanie Hayden-Shumaker / prose

Often times, children’s media goes unexamined, largely 
due to the prevalence of nonsense. But this leads to chil-
dren’s media perpetuating dangerous narratives. What I 
am going to speak about today is the 2006 Academy Award 
Winner, Happy Feet. Everyone remembers this movie: a 
cute little penguin is no good at singing so he can’t get the 
girl. But cute little penguin has a trick: he can dance.  

He represents the european white male. 
After being chased by a leopard seal, Mumble, the for-

merly cute little penguin, runs into the racist stereotypes 
known as the Amigos. Clearly meant to be Mexican cari-
catures, these penguins appreciate Mumble’s dancing and 
throughout the movie prove less to be characters and more 
joke cracking set pieces. 

Eventually they all band together and save the world 
from overfishing, but the plot itself, though with its own 
troubling world police and distrust of government messag-
es, is not my main issue. The problem is exemplified in a 
subplot featuring Lovelace, a rockhopper penguin voiced 
by Robin Williams: Lovelace, AKA Guru, has set up a false 
religion where penguins bring him rocks. The penguins be-
lieve him to be clairvoyant and all-knowing, but Mumble 
comes in and reveals this to be false, thereby destroying 
Lovelace’s scheme. 

On the surface, this is merely a very odd subplot to put 
in a children’s movie, but if you look deeper, it clearly sup-
ports a pro-Colonialist message. White guy penguin comes 
into a foreign land inhabited by Mexican stereotype pen-
guins and reveals their religion to be false and self-serving. 
Does that not sound like colonialism from the colonizer’s 
perspective? By propagating this narrative, Happy Feet in-
vites children into the most basic defense of colonization: to

28



29

save the “godless savages” from themselves. 
Mumble, our resident white male stand-in, enters a for-

eign land, destroys its culture, replaces it with his own, and 
is celebrated for it. 

Is this the story we want children to hear?



My Broken Heart
The Bard II / poetry

30

I didn’t deserve this, I think

Nothing would have been worse, probably

They all have gone and left me and for what

So they could run off skipping and laughing at me and have 
a happy ending?

Well if any single person even cares about me, fuck them.

I don’t need them,

Lying here in a crumpled puddle of my own semen

I know who has one and who has saved me.



The Visitation of Daddy Reagan
¯\_(ツ)_/¯ / prose

31

February 13, 2016
The dark-haired and handsome Marco Rubio, age for-

ty-four, Florida senator and potential presidential candi-
date, is pissed off. He normally avoids using or even think-
ing the phrase “pissed off” because it could be interpreted 
as vulgar language, thereby alienating potential voters if he 
ever said it out loud, but today’s different.

“No,” Marco murmurs softly to himself as he reads the 
online article’s headline over a wholesome American break-
fast of bacon and eggs, “he wouldn’t. He wouldn’t.”

But in his heart, Marco knows it’s true. Those Democrats 
can stoop no lower. Especially Obama.

The headline reads: President Obama Says He Will Nom-
inate Justice Scalia’s Replacement. 

It’s not fair to Republicans like Marco Rubio and his 
friends. It’s not fair, it’s not right, and it most definitely is 
not constitutional.

Marco downs his glass of fresh Florida-grown orange 
juice, scowling. Clearly, this is all a part of Obama’s master 
plan. It has to be. After all, Obama knows exactly what he’s 
doing. He’s always known, ever since that fateful day near-
ly eight years ago when he first stepped into office.

In the most recent debate, Chris Christie had derided Mar-
co for the claim that Obama was a mastermind. He’d only 
laughed and said that Marco was acting “robotic”. Marco’s 
circuits tense up at the memory; the American public had 
nearly found out his secret on that dreadful debate day. But 
it was alright, really, because they hadn’t. They hadn’t, so 
with luck, Marco will be the first robot to be elected Presi-
dent of the United States, and no one will be the wiser.

Chris Christie isn’t even in the election anymore. He’s ir-
relevant.
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Marco, on the other hand, is here, and Marco is going to 
win.

But if Obama’s going to flout the Constitution in such a 
blatant manner, then maybe it doesn’t even matter. What’s 
to stop him from, say, adding another year or two onto 
his presidency? What’s to stop him from making America 
a country where wrongs are right and rights are wrong? 
What’s to stop him from turning the greatest country in the 
world into the eighth circle of Hell?

Obama knows exactly what he’s doing.
Marco shudders, nearly dropping his empty glass. The 

idea of another liberal justice on the Supreme Court is too 
much for his Tea Party-lite constitution to stand.

“If we ever forget that we’re one nation under God, then 
we will be one nation gone under,” says a disembodied 
voice from above.

The disembodied voice from above should have been sur-
prising given that it’s a disembodied voice from above, but 
instead it’s soothing. Peaceful. Marco immediately knows 
who’s talking.

“God?” says Marco, eyes filling with rapturous tears as 
he looks up at the chipped and peeling white ceiling above 
him.

“Better,” says the disembodied voice from above.
Marco gasps, a tear slipping from his eye and making its 

way down his cheek in a manner reminiscent of the U.S. 
troops making their way down to Afghanistan’s Helmand 
province. It can’t be.

And yet, it is. He’d know that voice anywhere.
“...Reagan?”
“Correct,” says the disembodied voice from above, and as 

Marco stares in awe, mouth agape, the disembodied voice 
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from above becomes less disembodied and more like the 
shape of the 40th President of the United States of Ameri-
ca. The transparent Reagan’s form solidifies until he’s com-
pletely materialized; he appears to be standing on the table 
in front of Marco.

“R...Ronald Reagan. It’s really you,” says Marco, com-
pletely overcome. He rises and tries to embrace Reagan’s 
legs, but Reagan holds up a hand; Marco, not wanting to 
overstep the boundaries of this conservative giant, freezes 
where he is.

“I’m not really here,” replies Reagan in a voice that could 
almost be described as sorrowful. “I’m dead, remember?” 

Marco, not trusting himself to speak, only nods, looking 
up at his idol.

“Life for me was one grand, sweet song,” says Reagan, 
“and the music started with my presidency. But now that 
music’s in danger of ending. You understand.”

Marco nods again. “As you so wisely said, ‘Freedom is 
never more than one generation away from extinction.’”

“I did say that, didn’t I?” says Reagan, smiling faintly. 
“That was a good quote. That was a good thing that I, Ron-
ald Reagan, said.”

“It—uh, it was, sir,” stammers Marco, unsure if he should 
be calling the greatest conservative president in the history 
of conservative presidents “sir” or not. Reagan, however, 
doesn’t seem to care one way or the other.

“It sure was,” continues Reagan. “And that freedom’s in 
jeopardy now. Which is where you come in, Martin.”

“...Marco,” mutters Marco.
“Whatever,” says Reagan. “Anyway, the Republican Par-

ty, our Grand Old Party that makes grand old America as 
grand and old as we are, is in danger. I assume you’re aware 
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of this.”
Marco nods, sharply this time. “S—sir, yes, I am definite-

ly aware, I was just in a debate—”
“With Trump,” spits Reagan, and Marco’s surprised at 

the amount of negative emotion Reagan’s face shows in that 
instant. “Donald Trump is making this party look like the 
laughingstock of America. I mean—sure, we Republicans 
have all thought racist, sexist, or xenophobic things at one 
point or another, but you can’t just say them like that. It de-
stroys your credibility.”

“Too true,” says Marco, thinking back to the horrors of 
the most recent debate.

“And don’t even get me started on the Democrats.” Rea-
gan laughs bitterly. “A socialist? You’ve got to be kidding 
me.”

“Technically, he’s not a socialist, he’s a democ—”
“Same thing,” says Reagan.
“I mean—I mean, yeah, I think that as well, actually, but 

there is a difference. Apparently.”
“Whatever,” says Reagan. “Both he and that she-devil of 

a Clinton are a danger to the very face of conservatism. So 
I need you to try and beat them. All of them. For my sake, 
Marlin.”

“I will,” whispers Marco.
The spectre of Reagan slowly begins to fade away, but 

not before whispering, “Good,” and gently patting Marco 
on the head.

“I’ll beat them for you, Daddy Reagan,” pledges Marco, 
tears rolling down his cheeks. But it’s too late—the late 40th 
POTUS has already vanished, leaving Marco alone with 
only an empty orange juice glass for company.

—————————————————————
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March 16, 2016
Marco wakes up just like he had on any other morning. 

This time, however, it’s different—this time, Marco’s no 
longer a candidate for President of the United States. He’d 
dropped out just yesterday. Marco had tried so hard and 
gone so far, but in the end, it hadn’t even mattered.

He climbs out of bed, stiff with fatigue, and slowly makes 
his way over to the refrigerator. Once there, though, he 
suddenly remembers the promise he’d made—the promise 
made to the shade of a GOP great, the promise that can nev-
er be fulfilled now.

“I’m sorry, Daddy Reagan,” whispers Marco, eyes filling 
up with tears. “I failed you.”

~~~~~THE END~~~~



Haikus and other fuck FUCK
Olivia Houghton / poetry randomly generated by a  
       computer program
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immune crackle say
encomium grab toll boat
astoundingly dank

thelonious puck
quasieducational
safety vanilla

wherever hoot scrounge
officer insect can swell
unpolymerized

imputrescible
hypervitaminosis
safety lung salad

jog councilwomen
stadium messenger might
survive whisk past hour

indicias bind
anticreationist lust
crocodile baseball

factory fed house
gold is unadministered
lonely celery



I Wrote This Just to Confuse You
Grant Forbes / prose randomly generated by a human  
    brain

Once upon a time there was a boy named You. 
You grew up in a house on Here Street. It was by the 

seaside, overlooking the sea of There. You lived with his 
two siblings, Brother and Sister. Their father, Him, was a 
pen ink salesman who worked at Ink inc. Their mother, 
Her, was an Example of the part of speech known as a 
pronoun. This was the case in that she was from the Ex-
ample of the part of speech known as a pronoun family. 
You’s mother had been very happy about marrying You’s 
father, as it allowed her to ditch her incredibly long and 
over-complicated maiden name. Now, she had a much 
simpler last name: Them. They were the Them family. 

The End

was the name of their dog. He loved to chase the neigh-
borhood cats, Around and Around, around and around.

One day, Her asked You to take The End for a walk.
“But Mom,” You complained, “I took Him for a walk 

last time!”
“Taking your father for a walk is not the same thing as 

walking the dog,” Her retorted, “and you know I don’t like 
it when you do that, anyway. It’s just so weird. Your father 
is a grown man, why can’t he walk himself?”

“But still,” You replied, “Make Brother or Sister do it.”
“Brother has a lot of homework to do right now, so she

37



38

can’t, and Sister is over at his friend’s house. You know 
this, You.”

“Fine,” You grumbled. He got The End, and walked 
outside.

You decided to take The End down to the end of Here 
St., so he could go over to There and hunt for seashells. 
Upon arriving at There, he tied The End up to a Pole, who 
became perplexed, complained a great deal, and made him 
tie the dog to a pole instead.

You then walked up and down There, looking for sea-
shells. You didn’t find any, so he just stayed there for a 
while, kicking sand Around. He thought it was weird that 
Someone would make a sand sculpture of the neighbor-
hood cat, yet oddly impressive at the same time. But, hey, 
that’s Someone for you, You mused. You never knew what 
Someone was going to be up to next.

In retrospect, You felt a little bad about kicking the sand 
Around over, as Someone had evidently worked very hard 
on it. You tried to rebuild it as best as He could. But You 
knew that he could never sculpt sand as well as He, He 
was the best sand sculptor on Here St. Still, You tried his 
best.

Suddenly, You heard something behind him. You turned 
around, but didn’t see Anybody, Somebody, He, She, or 
anybody. “Who’s there?” He asked, but nobody heard He 
because He wasn’t at the beach.
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“Who’s there?” You asked. Nobody heard You, as he 
was, in fact, at the beach, but Nobody didn’t say anything 
because he simply preferred to be creepy and spy on peo-
ple.

“No, Who’s at home right now,” a voice said. “This is I.” 
I emerged from behind a bush.

“Oh. Hey there, I.” You said. “Whatcha doin?”

“Well, I wanted to show you this new story I wrote you, 
You. It’s titled ‘This’. You should read it. But be warned, 
This is very confusing.”

You read This. You was confused.

“Why did you write this?” You asked.

“Just to confuse you,” I replied.

The End

barked.

The End
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I am dog.
swzbhy tbguknimhjfddfxhy
to DMV be urgent C thx
i am told tennis balls are bright yellow
but i am colorblind so 
this means nothing
tennis balls are super fun tho
hence n ty my I’m glad
I keep up just in time
m nbjuvbgn vkibkbni jnjm ijm 
ugh true
aye it was yrmtej
rest nose, ear twitch
soft pets, good scratch
outside? play? snort
bug? bug… bug! …bug?
naps sound good now
ball! chew. eh.
rest nose
nb bdhvcjkpl;abc c 
she reached for the treats
shake i am a good girl
snorf leave it? sad
D yuh xtruc to I inteRM
mnjuijj
milk bone? shake. paw on ball
door. milk bones taste like
manufacturing and flour

Tyene and Joie write a poem
Tyene and Joie Filippini / poetry partially composed with 
         paw and autocorrect, paw 
         keysmash, some inserted lines, 
         and transposed with Tyene’s 
         behavior
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doesn’t matter how many 
grains and sweet potatoes are in there
sniff smell ball. milk bone in ball?
milk bone in ball! paw ball chew ball
chase. ball doesn’t stay still
under couch. hold. snarf huff
nose. !!!! smell sniff snort gnaw
treat! more? high five
you e (scroll) t us now we d man
(lost interest) snurg peanut butter now?
more treats pls
hkjkjhlkjjkjftyersfdgfgh
best day ever
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I can see your meaty lips

On top of me.

What!

“ “

-Google translate


