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I think if i was one 
of those dudes  
who landed  
on the face 
of the moon  
no way in the  
world i would  
have planted  
an american flag  
but planted my ass  
and kissed the ground  
like a proud and dramatic  
charlton heston (planet of 
the apes ten commandments  
you pick it...) then get up  
and do a mad psychotic  
vaudeville song & dance 
in top hat & tails as it’s  
got so much more to do  
with that than having  
anything to do with  
some idiot schmuck 
competitive and  
commercial race  
to the moon  
all sponsored  
by tang and  
crazy glue. 
  
They’re always talking about 
discovering some original  
source of life like water 
well how about just 
some stray owl  
sitting on top  
some barren  
broken branch  
looking off to  
the stars and  
solar system  
going who?   
who? who? 



photo by Howard Richard Debs  



  

 
 
Today we got the news 
Magic Slim died, the last of a triad. 
First there was Muddy, then Howlin’ Wolf 
now Slim, he’s left, took his guitar licks too. 
A procession of Deep South musicians 
from the sorry back roads and bayous 
of Mississippi, Tennessee, Louisiana 
kept on comin’ up to Chi-town 
and electrified the blues 
on Maxwell Street and on Chicago’s South Side 
where the forebears of rock ’n’ roll 
paid their dues in the honkytonks and dives. 
Get a sound of your own they said, 
and he did. Magic Slim and the Teardrops. 
Raining down today, teardrops for 
the groove that’s gone away. 
Play the Alligator, Rooster, Chess records, 
if you can find them, watch the vinyl spinning 
on a turntable relic if you can find one 
hear the cries of pain, hard luck,  
hard times, the blues seven chords, 
the mic’d up harmonica wail  
that’s why they call it the blues—Coda: 
 
Down on your luck blues,  
Pinch a penny blues, 
Bill collector knockin’  
at the door blues, 
Water and stale bread blues, 
Sleepin’ in the gutter blues, 
Got those only the clothes  
on your back blues, 
The coughin’ up blood blues, 
The hound dogs a comin’ after you blues, 
The judge ain’t kind blues 
Walkin’ round the prison yard blues 
Got a feelin’ I’m never  
gonna make it outta  
here alive blues. 



  

I. 
On the drive over, she had seen the webs. Hundreds of webs suspended inches 

from the ground, clouds of spider-silk fog hovering through the roadside fields, threat-
ened by invisible inhabitants. She had wondered what would happen if she stepped in the 
silent traps. 

The daze of spider-silk morphed into gravestones when she stepped out of the 
car at the cemetery. A small crowd had already gathered around the pit. She saw uniforms 
of various colors, dapper hats and shining buttons. Kelsey stepped past the guests, ap-
proaching a measly brown folding chair near the head of the coffin. She felt pity like 
raindrops landing on her shoulders and seeping through the fabric until they touched her 
blond freckles and pale skin, precipitating from the blurred faces surrounding her. She 
kept her eyes averted, engaging instead a singular twist in the wood grain on the box. At 
a quivering touch on her wrist, she glanced up, and her grandmother nodded down at 
her. Kelsey touched her grandmother’s hand, and Grandma Matthews turned her gaze to 
the minister.  

Kelsey listened so hard to service that she heard nothing at all. She watched the 
breeze tease the minister’s vestments and brush women’s hair into their eyes. She fiddled 
with the slim leather gloves her grandmother had given her, unaccustomed to wearing so 
much black.  

II. 
Her father had always given her so many colorful things: yellow canopy cur-

tains, running shoes with pink stripes, the Christmas dress made of bright lavender satin. 
He used to say he gave her colors to match her smile. “But Daddy,” she would whine, 
“teeth are white!” He would always look back at her with warm cheeks and say, “Not to 
me. You smile and I see rainbows.”  

At five years old, Kelsey would squeal and think of unicorns and Barbie dresses 
made of all those rainbow colors. At thirteen, she would think it was corny and embar-
rassing and sell her Lisa Frank folders to a fourth-grader for two dollars. At seventeen, 
she spent hours grinding her teeth in the mirror, pulling her cheeks back time and time 
again in desperation, seeking those dental prisms her father saw, seeing nothing but 
blankness. She waited weeks to hear that vaguely aviatic swoosh and watch her father’s 
username fly up to the “online” category on Skype, when she would simultaneously hol-
ler for Grandma Matthews and click “Call” until the computer nearly froze. He would 
answer immediately, and when his face appeared in the little pixelated box, her face 
would hurt and her eyes would sink with joy and he would say he saw all the colors he 
was missing in her smile.  
 One designated Thursday she and Grandma Matthews waited through the dark 
night hours for the swoosh that never came. By the time Grandma Matthews’ tea got cold 
and Kelsey’s blanket got thin, they went to bed, assuming something important had come 
up and that they would reschedule tomorrow. Kelsey slept for mere hours before she 
heard her grandmother’s voice, more visceral and alive than it had been in years. She 
leapt out of the bed and through the sepia hallway to the aged kitchen, where Grandma 
Matthews lay collapsed and sobbing before the open door on the worn yellow linoleum. 
Kelsey’s eyes jumped to two officers in uniform on the front step, arriving just before the 



morning fog had dissipated. 
III. 

When Kelsey was six, her father used to chide her to hurry along, stay by the 
cart, behave. Instead she hopped from blue tile to blue tile, slowing her father and occu-
pying the whole of each isle in the market. No matter how many times he chastised her, 
no matter what strain of frustration was pressing against his voice, she was solely occu-
pied with the tiles. Always blue, never red. Never step on the lava. 

IV. 
Kelsey glanced toward her grandmother’s hand. The pale veins seemed illuminated 
against her black sleeve. Kelsey followed the sleeve up to Grandma Matthews’ face, 
steady and worn, unbroken against the wind and the misery. Instead of swarming over 
swollen cheeks and inflaming smooth eyes, Grandma Matthews’ tears soaked into her 
skin like dew into damp soil. Who knew what would grow there next? Memories, wis-
dom, thoughts of days to come… Kelsey saw it all being planted.  
A shout broke her reverie, and she glanced through the crowd of attendees. One or two 
people looked up, but most were quiet and demure, still listening to the minister’s bless-
ings. Her posture began to slowly relax until she heard another more distinct shout, and 
this time several others began looking around with her. The shout was joined by a few 
other voices and became repetitive, but Kelsey could see nothing through the shoulders of 
the standing group, and eventually the sounds grew so loud that the minister paused for 
the disturbance. Kelsey stood and craned her neck but could not see until she stood on 
the folding chair. Grandma Matthews grasped Kelsey’s hip in worry, and at first all Kel-
sey saw were rainbows, big bright rainbows bounding over the curls of the wind, a cloud 
of rainbows conglomerating and growing nearer. Her eyes were suddenly overcome with 
tears, and she thought she heard her father, and her teeth were suddenly bright, bright 
colors again and then she heard them— 
 “Fag!” 

“You deserved to die!” 
“Only God wins his war!” 
“Live by the bomb, die by the bomb!” 
“God hates you!” 
“Unnatural life deserves unnatural death!” 
“God has punished you!” 

 The rainbows shining in Kelsey’s tears sharpened as shock dried her eyes, and 
the ugly black words thrashed across the signs came into focus. She read on the signs 
what she heard over the gravestones. She clamped Grandma Matthews’ shoulder by in-
stinct and withdrew when she felt a bone so brittle as a bird’s wing. All the colors had 
leaked out of Grandma Matthews and melted into somewhere far below them, leaving 
only her heavy black tweed outfit and her pale, empty skin, and a thousand years of pain 
in her muddy eyes. Kelsey stepped off the chair, pushed back the cage veil over Grandma 
Matthews’ pillbox hat, and pulled her as close as she could. “Sit down, Grandma,” she 
said, leading her to the chair. As her grandmother sat, Kelsey put her palms over her ears 
and said, “Don’t hear them. Don’t hear anything that isn’t me. Don’t hear anything they 
say. Daddy didn’t deserve this. He didn’t deserve to die; he didn’t deserve anything 
they’re saying! He didn’t—” Grandma Matthews’ tears began warming Kelsey’s wrists, 
and soon they both could hear nothing but each other’s grief, and forehead to forehead 
they tried and failed to shut out the belligerent world. 



  

 
 
I have come to rely on the air to fill 
the crevices in my body. 
 
Heavy, I drop at my father’s feet. 
He half-holds me like a bag of apples, 
I drip winesap, gala. 
 
He examines me, finds my rough spots 
brown holes where worms chewed through, 
left me softened. 
 
We sit up all night 
stir our thoughts into tea, 
until the sun squeezes up over the hill. 
 
I’m reminded of the stove’s open eye 
when dad lit a cigarette from the burner 
because I hid all the lighters. 
 
I want him to know this: 
If I could find a way to escape 
this whale-belly world, I would. 



  

 
 
Instead of an angel and a devil, my friend’s shoulders  
harbored two musicians—Stevie Wonder and Johnny Cash.   
When my friend was happy, Wonder would warble a 
siren serenade, a song capable of luring a suicidal  
light-wave out of a black hole. When my friend was  
sad, Cash would croon about how life is like a chicken  
with its head cut off, full of blood and circles, signifying  
stuffing. Then, out of the blue, David Bowie appeared  
in the guise of a Martian. And Freddie Mercury materialized  
as a monarch. And John Cage, Miles Davis, and a pudgy  
Lutheran organist who only spoke in counterpoint  
joined the fray. In danger of falling off my friend’s  
increasingly overcrowded shoulders, the musicians emigrated  
north. Some lounged in his hair. Others protruded  
out of his ears. One rode on his nose. 
 
Ever since, my friend’s cried ebullient jazz-blue tears. 
Smiled baroque Zen-green smiles. 
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Sipping coffee through  
the early morning mist. 
Sidewalks are lively— 
Dogs are on leashes— 
Kids going to school… 
or the beach, hard to 
tell from their attire. 
A girl nibbles her croissant, 
going through Variety. 
She circles auditions, 
setting herself up for 
afternoon disappointment. 
On the street, drivers honk 
the horns of trendy road 
cars without skipping a 
breath on their cellphones. 
The morning coffeephiles 
come and go, all with: 
The right sweat suits— 
The right shoes— 
The right haircuts— 
The right aversion  
of eye-contact— 
The right amount of 
self-importance. 
The sun has begun to erupt… 
I must take cover. 



  

 
 

The Monday after Spring Break 1990, when I lost my virginity terribly and then 
ended up in ICU having pulled a Janis Joplin, my Earth Sciences teacher tossed a Junior 
Earth Warrior application on my desk. “You should apply,” Mr. Rose said. I couldn’t see 
his mouth, hidden in his crazy mountain man beard, but his eyes were hard behind his 
John Lennon glasses. “Seriously.” In that moment, I knew that my secret, what I thought 
was between me and that senior, Greg, was public knowledge. Mr. Rose knew. “I’ll write 
you a stellar letter of recommendation. Utah is one of the choices. You’d be able to school 
the other kids on what I’ve taught you.” 

Mr. Rose was the advisor of our Ecology club, although it was decades before Al 
Gore would travel the world, and I’d make my own high school students view his docu-
mentary. He was youngish. He wore his hair pulled back in a small knot at the nape of 
his neck, so I never knew how long it really was. And although he wore ironed shirts and 
ties, the ties were sarcastic in the way they hung, loose and sloppily knotted. Parrots 
splashed in midflight. Peace signs. If you looked closely, Jerry Garcia would emerge from 
glossy primary colors. Where he got those ties, before the internet exploded, was some-
thing I would later wonder. He wore thick socks with his Birkenstocks, all year, and he 
ate tofu. We made fun of him, but his earnestness was touching, and sometimes I would 
look around at my classmates, the boys especially, and think someday we’d all grow into 
ourselves the way Mr. Rose had. We were in the space between wanting to be adults and 
knowing we weren’t 

I’d like to know now what I wrote as my reasons for choosing Utah, for want-
ing so desperately to go. I am certain I did not put down the real reasons I wanted to go. 
It’s strange to teach in the same high school I found myself hating. The school where I 
see myself, so long ago, reflected in the kids I now teach. The other day, I wanted to tell 
someone that I’m Mr. Rose now, except I wear hippy skirts with my business jackets, and 
brightly colored Smart Wool socks with my Keene’s. I even teach in Mr. Rose’s classroom. 
There’s no one to tell though. No one who would understand or remember him. 

That summer, when the small plane landed at the St. George airport, it came to 
a shuddering stop, and I exited right onto the tarmac. I was the last one, and the other 
five Earth Warriors had known each other a full hour before I arrived. Our leader, Katie, 
had sent us typed letters during the month of May full of lists. What to bring. What to 
read. What to expect. She wrote we were working for Zion National Park and this wasn’t 
a vacation. And when we weren’t working, we’d be learning about Zion and preserving 
Mother Earth, and when we weren’t doing all of that, we’d be busy surviving. Finally, 
and she ended each letter with this phrase, whatever we hauled in, we’d haul out. 

This wasn’t entirely true. Six hours after landing, we were half way to Potato 
Hollow, miles off any real trail in the true backcountry, and she explained we wouldn’t be 
hauling out our “scat.” We’d be choosing one of two options: to smear it on a rock with 
another rock, or to dig a deep hole and bury it. We unanimously chose burying. We’d 
filled our packs with provisions bought at Smith’s grocery and hiked, deep into the night 
of our arrival, before unrolling our sleeping bags in a sandy ditch. I was nestled between 
D’Arcy from Connecticut and Amy from nowhere, Utah. At our feet were Sean from Mas-
sachusetts, Joshua from Texas, and Billy from Florida. Katie didn’t reveal where she was 



from. Our sleeping bags were like dominos, I thought when I got up and went off to pee 
with the fanny pack that held our toilet paper. There was a sandwich bag for the used 
remnants. I squatted under a nearly full moon, opalescent and scary huge, and the stars 
were crazy bright and real in a way I was not used to. I was an expert at outdoor peeing, 
all those nights at an abandoned barn, boozing with friends. I was entirely sober here, 
and I listened to my urine hit the Utah earth with satisfaction. I was with strangers, but I 
didn’t feel lonely. I felt new. Susan from Illinois. As I walked through the dark, back to 
my sleeping bag, our leader, Katie, sat up and whispered, “Everything all right?” Now I 
know how young she really was at twenty-two, how inexperienced and scared. She had a 
face she hadn’t learned to tame yet, and her emotions played across her plain features 
like water. On her right forearm arm, a T shaped scar, running up the main artery, still 
pink. She was raw and couldn’t lie for shit, and I wondered if I was the only one who had 
caught on to the fact she might not be the best person to be supervising six teenagers in 
the backcountry of Utah. 

Billy and I hit it off immediately. He was taller than any boy I’d ever met, with 
a shock of orange-blonde hair and so many freckles they all ran together. He loved Flori-
da and Marx brother movies, and was too open for his own good. He was funny and safe, 
and wanted to be liked, so we all chose him as our youth leader. Joshua was an introvert. I 
liked to watch him work. All of his movements were precise, from lopping overhanging 
branches and tamarisk, to spraying the fruit punch colored plant killer, to intently comb-
ing his mass of black curls. He was constantly cleaning his glasses on the edge of his 
filthy t-shirt, putting them back on and peering at the world as if he expected some 
change. He liked country music, and we made fun of him, until one night midway 
through our eight weeks when everyone was homesick, he sang Johnny Cash and Willie 
Nelson and Hank Williams in a voice that forced me to the girl’s tent. I needed to be in-
side, concealed. Out there, under that darkening sky, I felt too exposed. I didn’t cry, but I 
was aware my skin was there to keep me tethered, rooted, moored. When Joshua stopped, 
I heard Katie, in her one-person tent, alone, trying to muffle her weeping and not suc-
ceeding. 
 Amy was a vegan, which dictated our meal menu, but we were all cool with it. 
We were more interested in why she was from Utah and chose Utah. The way she ex-
plained it, where she lived, and how her family lived, it meant she never went anywhere. 
Her folks were hardcore back to lenders. Amy and I wrote to one another forever, real 
letters, until her husband shot her, in the cabin her own parents had built by hand, to 
keep her from leaving with their five kids. I kept every letter, read her movement from 
vegan hippy to full ride scholarship, to MIT where she studied robotics and engineering 
and discovered punk rock and bike messengering, until she quit school, wanting to dis-
mantle the whole middle class system, to meeting her husband at a protest, to moving 
back to Utah to take care of her sick father, to taking over the land and home, birthing 
five kids. We never saw each other again in person, but I flew out for her funeral, and the 
photographs of her aligned with how I imagined her. Her kids lined up in front of the 
closed casket, and I couldn’t bear to hear their voices up close. I wanted to stay in the 
space between imagining and knowing how they sounded. I was sick with grief, but hear-
ing their voices speak to me, looking into their faces would have forced me to know 
something I didn’t want to fully realize. We’d been pen pals. I had no right to be there. 
But back then, we were both seventeen, and we watched D’Arcy and Sean with equal 
measures of longing and envy. 

Let me be clear. I hated D’Arcy as deeply as I was infatuated by Sean. They were 
a couple before I even landed, that’s what Amy said. D’Arcy was all the girls we ever de-
tested, only worse because she was sweet, smart, and poetic, so we felt bad about it. Sean 
was fine boned, each muscle clear beneath his brown skin, his bleached hair falling over 
his brown eyes. His teeth were so white and straight because his dad was an orthodontist. 
Amy and I knew it was hopeless, but we’d still seek out one another’s eyes as they’d go 
off to filter water. Katie would watch them go too. 

When I came home, I couldn’t articulate what I’d experienced. I couldn’t ex-
plain what it was like when I got to shower for the first time in two months. In the Rang-
er’s bathroom, I examined myself in the mirror the night before I flew home. My skin 



was tanned, my wrists ringed with Zion’s dust. That dust was everywhere. I didn’t want 
to go home. I wanted to stay, even after everything that had happened. I wanted to stay 
in the space between knowing what had happened and not knowing what would happen 
next. We were with the Ranger because of Katie, and we were all shaken by it, and we 
understood something no one spoke aloud. We understood what so many our age did not. 
That death is real and finite and some people choose it. That sometimes it is impossible 
to see what is right in front of you until afterwards, when it’s so clear, someone’s de-
scent so obvious, you hate yourself for missing it all. Katie’s arm a map, a pink scar stat-
ing, “You are here,” and also pointing clearly to where she might be headed. Her list 
stated no razors, disposable or otherwise, but she’d broken her own rule. 
 Our last camping spot was a jewel, a reward. We were set to explore Zion, hike 
the Narrows, climb Angel’s Landing, not work trails. There was a creek that ran into 
what we called the swimming hole. It was large enough for all of us to sit in. We’d all 
lunge for the water, then lay on the warm rock, stretched out in the sun, drying. Talking. 
Basking in the fact that all of us, with all of our weirdness, all of our reasons for running 
away, or running to, had found one another and some kind of respite in this alien land-
scape that had become so familiar. We’d somehow become better people because of it.  

I found Katie. She was in her bathing suit. Katie never joined us. She was al-
ways instructing, teaching, keeping us on track, reeling us in. At first, I thought she was 
resting after an early morning dip. I was up early to boil water for oatmeal. The blood, it 
ran down that whiskey hued rock, and there was no fluttering pulse when I checked her 
cool neck. This time she had made expert trails down both forearms. It occurred to me, 
examining her, that I had never really seen her. 

I woke Amy first, and then the others, gently, normally. I felt no panic. We 
were adept at being in the backcountry. For a millisecond, I imagined all of us staying, 
doing what we’d done for seven weeks for the rest of our lives, but Billy, he washed her 
arms, then wrapped them with all of our bandannas, and we hiked her body out, taking 
turns providing the human chair she’d taught us to construct. We supported her finally. 
D’Arcy was the only one to cry, and then Sean pulled her to him awkwardly, and I saw 
that they were done. It was all over. In the utility yard, we placed her in the back of the 
Suburban, and we drove to the Ranger’s station in a weighted silence. I thought then of 
Mr. Rose. He might understand. All the wonder, all the terrible wonder I’d come to know. 



  

 
 
Enter here, 
unaware, left, right, 
north, south or rogue direction. 
Stumble, blood rising 
as you’re caught in clever.  
Look well and close 
as eye-tricks whittle your wits. 
This way, that, no rescue. 
You are only diminished. 
What might be lurking 
in the twist and turn, 
danger or idea. 
A wind that lies or a winged creature 
that knows nothing of forgiveness. 



  

 
 
Meat rains from a cloudless sky. 
Desiccated shards exploded 
a hundred miles away when 
the mother of all fixes occurred. 
 
Meanwhile I’ve returned to work 
in the bookstore because the owner 
died of boredom and stuck me 
with a sense of duty alien 
 
to my lack of education 
and dislike of sitting still for long. 
Someone wants anatomy books 
so I direct her to the Harvard  
 
Medical Coop. Someone else 
wants to steal the collected poems 
of James Russell Lowell. Go ahead. 
Wherever that vulgar rain began 
 
someone jonesed something so badly 
his lobes made fists and his bladder 
inflated him into the blue. 
At what height he exploded  
 
only airline pilots know. 
The bookstore’s too modest to prompt 
a day’s worth of profit. 
No wonder the owner ran off 
 
to San Francisco with flowers 
in his hair and checkbook flapping. 
No wonder I’ve reverted thirty years  
and slump at the register 
 
with my folded hands twitching. 
The meat plopping on the sidewalk 
disgusts the beat cop and mailman. 
They duck inside for shelter 
 
so I serve them instant coffee 
and we chat about the old days 



when my reddish hair flourished 
and junkies in the alley shot 
 
the purest horse into veins as tough 
as brambles. Later I‘ll declare 
the bookstore bankrupt and drive home 
a hundred miles with a last box 
 
of first editions no one wants— 
the flyleaves inscribed by authors 
so dead the dinosaurs stomped 
their graves flat, erasing all clues. 



  

 
 
The haughty mansion carelessly wore rusted metal  
shingles; gray cobwebs covered broken Palladian  
windows, splintered mahogany sills rotted below; tall  
trees around the house dying, grass dead, an empty  
cracked swimming pool sitting forlornly in the midst  
of broken California stones like a huge mouth agape  
in disappointment. The manor was stark, unyielding  
to laughter, a corroded shattered temple of excess:  
Arrogant footsteps, the odor of power, and drunken  
laughter long gone: shattered Tiffany lamps strewn on  
tattered Oriental carpets in huge joyless rooms,  
ragged 16th Century antique furniture sitting amidst  
layers of dust, spider webs, and lost hopes, waiting,  
waiting for the scion of lost wealth to become rich  
again and reclaim his decaying property, but he has  
gone forever, resting uncomfortably now in a  
crumbling cement tomb.  
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Outside on this warm summer day, 
John knows his own lungs, his joy; 
His rapture blends with the coo of doves, 
Breathy and low, arms opened wide, 
Child-said, immaculate soul, adored.  
 
Immortality must exist in these sounds, 
In the softness of skin, small phalli, blue eyes 
Where time roosts or for a time has fled. 
 
When she looks at him, she catches deep breaths, 
Heart up, aloft, blooming, dreaming again. 
 
Will she have time in her middle years 
To cherish the memory of lifting him up, 
To say to him, "live," and again, "live," 
Mother and son and for the moment holiness? 
 



  

 
 
[A camera sits on a tripod in the middle of a concrete room. The room’s walls are lined with a few 
pallets of food, a few guns, and a library of books stretching eight feet tall. Adjacent from it rest a 
mattress and a few free weights scattered on the floor along with stacks of old newspapers. An 
elaborate vented system clings to the back wall as the only means of contact with the outside. A 
man stands in front of the camera. He’s wearing boots, blue jeans, a Detroit Lions winter jacket, 
and a snow cap. Behind him is a steel door, sealed and securely locked.]  

[The man speaks.] 
First Log: The beginning of the end.  
Hello, this is David Bartleby. It’s one hour till midnight, or at least by my cal-

culations it should be one hour till midnight; I could be off plus or minus five minutes. It 
won’t matter much anyway if I’m off by five minutes or an hour. I’ll be safely guarded 
while the outside world falls prey to the horrors of Y2K. But I guess I’m rushing to the 
conclusion.  
 If this is the last log of civilization, I might as well give you a synopsis of how 
we got here. Some of the neighbors think I’m crazy, which I shrug off because what do 
they know? If only I was able to have convinced my wife, but she eventually sided with 
them, saying that this nuclear bunker was a waste of time, saying that the Cold War was 
over; we won and the Soviets lost. So what? That won’t stop the computers from launch-
ing all the nuclear bombs. Once that clock hits midnight and the computers enter the 
date 00/01/00, it won’t recognize the date, the software will crap out, and then boom. 
Everyone is dead. Everyone is predicting the end, but I’m the only one that took the ac-
tion to do something about it. 
 But that’s the current condition of this country:  it isn’t because of the immo-
rality or the rise of the welfare state; it is that we’ve become a country of sheeple who 
blindly follow whatever someone with authority says.  
 [The camera jostles as Bartleby picks up the camera and moves towards the library of 
books. He picks one up and points it to the camera. The book is titled Dr. Lipshitz’s Guide to Self 
Renewal: Ten New Diseases You Didn’t Know You Had] 
 This man is a genius. Dr. Lipshitz’s talks about how the attitude of caring 
about pop-culture and not true issues of our time is an attempt to shelter ourselves from 
reality. He says that is why people are more depressed and anxious because they willingly 
try to keep themselves as sheeple. But not me, I’ve read his works and have lived by his 
words. 
 [Bartleby picks up another book and points it to the camera. The book is titled Dr. Lip-
shitz’s Guide to Self Awareness: The Fifteen Things You Should But Shouldn’t Do.]  
 This one is one of my favorites and is like my Bible. I’ve had Janice read it 
twice, but I don’t think she’s really gotten it. It’s because of this book I’m such an avid 
reader and well informed citizen.  

I mean take this for instance, as an adult you should and need to go to work to 
earn a living, but you shouldn’t go to work because of all the carbon emissions your car is 
producing. By not going to work you can’t make money, but by going to work you create 
more acid rain, global warming, and help grow the ozone gap. 

I mean the man’s a genius, he has a PhD and everything, and I’m sure he has a  



bomb shelter too.  
[Bartleby places the books back on the shelf and walks back to the middle of the room, 

placing the camera on a tripod] 
So that’s why I’m here in my safe room, while the others are outside at their 

parties. I’m a firm believer in being self-aware. That’s why I read the local paper’s like 
the Detroit Free Press, but also national ones like The New York Times, and what remains of 
the news between CBS, NBC, and ABC.  

I like the local news the best because it tells me exactly what is going on near 
me, so I can know what to prepare for. Janice tries to convince me to watch less of the 
news and actually go outside. She says that the world is not as bad and as violent of a 
place as it seems. 

[Bartleby pauses] 
But the news just proves my point on how dangerous the world really is. Life is 

more dangerous now that the Soviets are gone.  
I mean just yesterday I read that more children are getting abducted in safe 

neighborhoods than in unsafe neighborhoods. The same article went on how the safest 
neighborhoods are more likely to house pedophiles than the unsafest neighborhood. For 
Christ sakes, anyone of my neighbors could be one of these scumbags. 

It’s not like when I was growing up when you could go out till late at night 
with no worries.  

I mean I don’t have any children to worry about and for that purpose: why 
would I want to have a child grow up in a world where he or she couldn’t go outside? I 
mean if it wasn’t a pedophile neighbor, it would be acid rain or global warming. It’s just 
not like it used to be. The 1950’s, now that was the time to grow up in. Detroit was still 
considered the Paris of America, you could find jobs and careers out of high school. Crime 
was low or petty at best. It truly was the best time to grow up and live in. 

[Bartleby laughs.] 
 Of course, I was born in the 60’s, so I really wouldn’t know, but from what I 
heard, it was much better then, than it is now. Hell, the Lions at least won games back 
then. My neighbor, Steve, thinks that they’ll never be a team worth rooting for, but I say 
that he is a non-believer. 
 [Bartleby looks around and then gets closer to the camera.] 
 Just between you and me, I don’t like Steve too much. He’s one of those pseudo
-intellectuals who thinks just because he went to college and got a Masters that he is so 
much smarter than us working class folks who went straight out of high school to work 
for the auto-plants. But what does he know? He went out and got dial up internet and 
then put his money towards Apple stock. What good will that be when the world ends? 
I’ll tell you, nothing. He should have used his money like I did, build a bomb shelter and 
buy a camera so he can remember what it was like before the world changed forever.  
 I think he’s the one that convinced Janice to go out to the party.  
 [Bartleby notices the camera is low on batteries as its red light starts flashing. The time 
indicates on the camera 12:05] 
 Oh Christ. It’s already New Years. I know the builders of the shelter said you 
wouldn’t hear or feel anything, but I really didn’t think it would be so silent. Well, this is 
the new world I guess, welcome to whoever is watching this. The battery is dying out 
so— 
 [There’s a loud thud on the door. Bartleby jumps and quickly walks off screen. Rum-
maging can be heard in the background. There’s another knock on the metal door. Bartleby reap-
pears on screen with a loaded shot gun. He walks up to the door. 
 “Who is it?” 
 “Your wife.” 
 “You can’t come in,” he shouts. “You’re contagious.” 
 “The bombs didn’t go off, dear. Armageddon is postponed for another day.” 



 It’s silent for a moment as Bartleby puts down his gun. He opens the steel door, snow 
races in. The figure of Janice is barely caught in the screen. 
 “Come back to the party with me. Steve was talking about how people’s perceptions are 
distorted by the media.” 
 Janice disappears from the shot. Bartleby stands by the door for a second, looks back at 
the camera, then proceeds out of the door. 
 The room goes black and the camera turns off. No battery.] 
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