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Thank you for picking up this special little magazine. It means a lot for your hold onto this physical 
copy. Now, where will you keep it? On a shelf? Under your pillow? On your desk?

If this isn’t too personal a question, what type of desk do you have?
The types of desks are as vast as the types of yogurts. Office desks. Home desks. Student desks. 
Teacher desks. Police desks. Lawyer desks. Garbage men desks.

What do you keep on your desk?

Photos of your loved ones? Pencils? Pens? Books? Your computer? Your other computer? Your third 
computer? Is it messy or organized? Are papers strewn about? Are food bowls left out?
What is shape of it? Rectangle? L? 3:4? Is it facing a window? Back to back with another desk? 
Are you in a clump of desks? A nice line of desks? A bunch of desks, lining up for the picking?

What is the quality of the desk? Was it made well? Ikea shit? Does it wobble on the floor? Does it 
shine really bright? Is it wood, marble or gold? (These are normal desk questions.)
Desks are our chief strategy against gravity when it comes to getting work down. It allows us the 
luxury of not writing on the ground like those little brutes with the side walk chalks.

Inspired by my own desk, I present to you Sidecar Junkaroo’s special “Desk Issue.” What flows on 
desks is fluid, especially if you spill. A desk suface is fleeting one. It is meant to change.
This issue presents anything that you maybe have seen come across your desk. Whether it be the 
local newspaper, a standardized test, snacks or a series of ads that wont quit sneaking up on you.

While editing this issue, the state of my desk gone from cluttered to spotless. Like my mind.
My phone is jam packed with different desk set ups. Will I delete them? Nah. There will come a 
time when I cast this dutiful desk aside as I move up the corporate ladder. I must keep the memory.

I hope that while reading this issue, you are reminded of past desks from your lifetime, 
or at the very least you open your eyes to your desk of the future.

Dear Reader,

Your special little editor,

Nick Corey

P.S. Like desks, there’s something in here for everyone. Lift up your old school desk to see -->
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Reading Test

Get your #2 pencil and prepare yourself for your old campanion, text anxiety.
Or maybe seeing this test puts you completely at ease. Whatever psycho.

Below is an excerpt from a story you’ve never heard of, let alone have any interest in 
reading at all.  Read the passage carefully, then move onto the questions that follow. 

Questions 1 - 7 are based on the following
passage.

This passage has been selected from Regency Newport’s 
Pultizer Prize winning book God Doesn’t Leave Tips, originally 
published on September 12, 2023. Newport’s protagonist 
Tigran C. Portsmouth finds themself at their lowest.

 “Tigran, are you serious?” Angeline’s dainty 
finger gestured towards the $0.00 that had become 
present on the iPad checkout screen.  She stared 
at them with an expression of great fury. Tigran 
rubbed their septum piercing with a tiresome 
stroke. Not the first battle in this war. 
 “Angeline, all you did was take my order 
and flip the iPad around, you are just pouring drip 
coffee. Why does that need gratuity?”

 Angeline shut her mouth and absorbed 
her outward anger into a dangerous silence. 
Tigran watched with curiosity and caution as she 
proceeded to grab a paper cup and press on the 
coffee dispenser as it barfed hours old coffee into 
the cup. 

 A bell rang from the cafe door jolting 
Tigran out of his stealth focus and turning his gaze 
to the entrance where a man in Turkey Costume 
had just walked in creating a look of confusion on 
the security guard’s face. 

 “Oh my lanta, it’s a hot one today.” the 
Turkey Man announced in an expaserated manner 
to the patrons of the coffee shop.

 “It’s actually more humid than hot.” Tigran 
replied back. As he said this the costumed man 
took the countenance of a scared turkey as his 
alarmed eyes darted towards behind Tigran’s head.

 “No, It’s the heat, bitch!” Angeline shouted 
in a warcry as she launched the piping hot coffee 
from her cup to Tigran’s face. He screamed in 
agony and shook the cafe into a panic where people 
ran 30 meters into the street.

 “You tip so I don’t do that!” Angeline piled 
on in her villainous moment. The security guard 
strided past the turkey man and hurdled the cafe 
counter to take down Angeline. Quicker than any 
could see how, he drew a bottle of mace and bottle 
of cool water. Dual-wielding he fired the mace into 
Angeline’s eyes and cool water into Tigran’s burning 
skin. 

 The spraying came to a dissolve as Tigran’s 
pain was dying down and Angeline’s pain was 
rising. “Y’all mothafuckas, crazy. I don’t care if y’all 
are on cocaine, ketamine, or heroin - y’all need to 
dry out like I did. Get religion and get your head 
right.”

How long would it take to cook the man in the 
turkey costume at 350  ? 

A)    120 minutes

B)     2340 minutes

C)     4332 minutes

D)     2 hours

What drugs has the security guard NOT done? 

A)    heroin

B)     ketamine

C)     wine

D)     cocaine

In paragraph 6, the word countenance most likely 
means:

A)    good counting

B)     penis

C)     bad dancing

D)     expression

What two (2) words best describe the security 
guard?

A)    douche; buzzkill

B)     noble; legendary

C)     loading; absent

D)     prudish; thrifty

What kind of weather is it today? (In the story)

A)    sunny and windy

B)     raining and cold

C)     apocalytpic and horrifying

D)     hot and humid

How many feet are in 30 meters? (show your work)

A)    98.4252

B)     102.4252

C)     76.4252

D)     168.4252

From this interaction we can assume:

A)    Angeline conusmes a lot of Reality TV.

B)     Tigran will start a podcast.

C)     The security guard believes these people  

 live in a bubble.

D)     The Turkey Man yelled “check please!”
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8  M I N U T E S ,  6  Q U E S T I O N S

Math Test - No Calculator

Get your #2 pencil and prepare yourself for your old campanion, text anxiety.
Or maybe seeing this test puts you completely at ease. Whatever psycho.

For questions 1-9, solve each problem, choose the answer you prefer from the choic-
es provided to confuse you. You may use any available space in your test booklet for 
scratch work and swear words. Please check your work and get the questions right.

On Saturday afternoon, Amy sent m text messages 

each hour for 5 hours, and Tyrone sent p text 

messages each hour for 4 hours. How many dick 

pics was Tyrone able to sent to Amy?

A)    9 dick pics

B)     1 dick pic

C)     3 dick pics

D)     0 dick pics

A car driving east is going 54 miles per hour and 

a car going west is going 42 miles per hour. Both 

of their destinations are 100 miles away, if they 

maintain the same speed throughout which car is 

going to text and drive first?

A)    120 minutes

B)     2340 minutes

C)     4332 minutes

D)     2 hours

wasted on those 2 problems above?

A)    Over five minutes

B)     Under two (bravo)

C)     Wtf is this?

D)     i didn’t realize how long I’ve been on these      

If Timmy has two apples and Tommy has 4 apples, 

how long until they go to McDonald’s?

A)    120 minutes

B)     2340 minutes

C)     4332 minutes

D)     2 hours

For                , what is the sum (8-8i) + (12-6i)?

A)    20 - 14i

B)     0i - 6i

C)     0i +6i

D)     20 + 14i

For                , what is the sum of 

Jude’s Youtube video got taken down for 

inappropriate content, how long before Jude is on 

the Joe Rogan podcast?

A)    2 days

B)     She’s been on 3 times.

C)     Only when her comedy special comes out.

D)     She’s already been booked.

Sarah has 324 likes on her photo and Amy has 225 

likes on her photo, which one of them posted the 

fully lobotomized meme?

A)    Sarah

B)     Amy

(5+27i) - (23-42i)

A)    18 + 420i

B)     -18 + 69i

C)     -18  - 15i

D)      i have a headache. 

If a skier skies down a slope of 75  at a rate of 
24mph, how many more bumps of coke will she 
have to do to win the 1984 Winter Olympics?

A)    1 bump

B)     2 bumps

C)     3 bumps?

D)     4!???

1

2

3

If you finish before time is called, you may check out other fun things in this magazine only.
Do not close this magazine.

Answers can be found in the appendix on page 75.

STOP
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For                , what is the sum of minutes
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Oppenheimer
EVERYBODY’S A CRITIC

Prometheus, Krishna, and a guy 
who died in New Jersey. What 

could all these sick-ass dudes have 
in common?  They are all gods in 
their own right. Yes, even the Jer-
sey one. But what makes a God? 
God isn’t real! God is just an illuso-
ry tool to keep us in line out of fear 
of a greater power! Right? Right?! 
But who is saying God or one of 
many Gods do not already exist 
among us? 

While the question of God goes 
far and beyond the call of duty 
for a discussion on the creation of 
the nuclear bomb, it’s something 
good to keep in comfort as it may 
be the thing we will all ultimately 
face when the end arrives. In fact, 
Trinity Test taking place almost 80 
years ago had the potential to set 
fire to the Earth’s atmosphere and 
take all your grandpappies and 
grandmammies with it. You know 
what that means? You and human-
ity as a whole cease to exist. Well 
that’s just the risk a young J. (Short 
for Jiggy-with-it? I’m guessing?) 
Robert Oppenheimer was willing 
to take when he became “death 
destroyer of worlds,” a quote di-
rectly ripped from the Sanskrit 
inscribed pages of the Bhagavad 
Gita. What Hindus call the ol’ B&G 
is one of the chapter sets found in 
a handful of books comprising the 
entire Mahabharata epic. 

I will spare you the many details of 
this story but simply put, Krishna 
as an avatar of the god Vishnu is 
a charioteer for the warrior Ar-
juna. Arjuna being someone who 
must enter into combat, questions 
his role in the world and begins a 
dialogue with Krishna as he faces 
various ethical dilemmas. One of 
the takeaways from this dialogue 
is the idea of moksha in which 
you are liberated from all attach-
ments to fulfill your holy duty as 
all was destined to be in the great 
Samsara cycle of life and rebirth. 
Achieving moksha breaks you out 
of the cycle, in case you’re inter-
ested. Our buddy Oppenheimer 
wasn’t just reading this to get 

Florence Pugh to take her shirt off 
and shock your parents at 3 PM in 
an AMC. He attempted to follow 
through with his holy duty via his 
vast knowledge of science and 
break from all attachments as the 
world and humanity’s extinction 
is inevitable anyway. The question 
is, did Oppenheimer achieve mok-
sha? Well, no. That’s why we’ve got 
3 hours and 11 miles of 70 mm film 
to pop through at your IMAX. 

This guy crusaded, prophesied, 
and mythologized the living 
shit out of his life, his situation, 
and his holy duty to create what 
man thought was impossible to 
achieve: destroying the world. If 
you release all attachments, facing 
this should be easy right? Wrong. 
Cillian Murphy in his portrayal 
of the slender scientist looked 
almost skeletal on the big screen 
to stay true to the man. Oppen-

heimer would reportedly eat very 
little almost as if to torture himself 
for the crime he was to commit. In 
addition to neglecting his children, 
marital responsibilities, and a na-
tional security apparatus (caus-
ing a slew of other problems) his 
torture extended years into his 
life as illegitimate court proceed-
ings and pressure from post-war 
United States officials put his al-
legiances into question. A reluc-
tant communist, his intellectual 
fervor, of course, led him to the 
idea of liberation through visions 
of organized labor, educated so-
cieties, and communities free of 
discrimination. Oh heavens, how 

villainous! These sympathies were 
later utilized as a direct basis for 
the removal of his credentials and 
furthermore, a public humiliation 
campaign on account of being la-
beled an alleged Soviet spy. 
`
Through the release of this film 
and the brief glance into his life of-
fered by Christopher Nolan, much 
of Oppenheimer’s actions have, to 
a degree, been vindicated. Even 
prior to the film’s release in 2022, 
the Biden administration voided 
the 1954 decision to revoke Op-
penheimer’s security clearance. 
Turns out little Oppy here wasn’t 
so bad after all! The day is saved! 
Throw out your popcorn buckets 
before you leave the theatre, no 
need to consider the wider impli-
cations of his grand invention…
or so you may think. I don’t know, 
I’m not you. But completing your 
holy duty and still experiencing 
torture? That doesn’t sound very 
moksha to me. It might mean, 
you’ve still got some attachments 
to work on letting go of. Just my 
two cents, ask a yogi if you get cu-
rious.

The quote, “Prometheus stole 
fire from the Gods and gave it to 
man. For This, he was chained to 
a rock and tortured for eternity” 
is oriented in Futura font and po-
sitioned in front of what appears 
to be a nuclear blast as the film 
opens. Prometheus regardless of 
this torture, is still a God. Krishna 
dies later in the Mahabharata but 
transcends and as an extension of 
Vishnu is considered a God. Op-
penheimer was a man who lived 
not too long ago but was able to 
harness the true magic of science 
to end us all and still, he remarked 
“Lord, these things are heavy on 
your heart.” You may not think so, 
even I question myself in this state-
ment: is Oppenheimer not a God? 
And if man has the potential to be 
God, are we not all our own Gods? 
This one is for all the #Einstans

I Am Become Text Destroyer of Words

KILLERS  OF  THE 
FLOWER  MOON
AS I SIT IN AN AUSTIN TEXAS CHIPOTLE GATHERING MY THOUGHTS 

ON A THREE -AND-A-HALF-HOUR PIECE OF CINEMA...

Barbie

The WhaleThe Whale

I Hope This is Kenough

If you’ve never been to a liberal arts school 
or cracked open an anthropology text-

book, Greta Gerwig and Noah Baumbach 
will, for the price of a movie ticket, grant you 
a 2-hour Bachelor’s degree or at worst, a list 
of vocabulary words they picked out while 
reading theory.

This, my friends, is baby’s first feminism 
presented without you having to do any of 
the dirty work of sifting through academia, 
scouring texts, and writing mid-level essays 
on the liberation of women. Through a pop 
culture icon and a couple of heavy-handed 
monologues about contemporary issues, 
you too can realize that women in our soci-
ety still have a rough go at it. It’s clear they 
often feel like second-class citizens and that 
really fucking blows. Fortunately, ladies, 
there’s a multi-million-dollar nostalgia in-
dustry ready to let you experience an imag-
inary world where it can go your way. The 
boys live in a real-world version of this, it’s 
true. The price they pay and that you too 
will pay in pursuit of this world? Tying all of 
your identities to commodities. something 
this movie asks you to reject as you actively 
participate in it.

I think, however, people do need to hear this 
shit through. Americans especially need in-

(the title of the movie was kind of a bit
within itself so no joke movie name) 

American filmmaking is becoming more 
and more like Russian literature and I 

want more! Life is hell, there is no meaning, 
and there is hope, but it is hope you must find 
within despair.

What a fucked-up life it must be to live in Ida-
ho. You turn on the news and there’s a prima-
ry for the next big war criminal. You turn off 
the news and you’re one health disaster away 
from certain death among a myriad of shit-
ty life choices that have brought you to this 
exact shitty moment in your life. In addition, 

trospective discussions on the intricacies 
of gender politics bashed over their fucking 
heads, but this movie might be preaching to 
a choir. Regardless of its ruminations on the 
patriarchy and societies failings as a whole, 
the messaging often comes off as disingen-
uous when it turns around to criticize those 
who are skeptical of the Barbie brand being 
the vehicle for these themes and the fact that 
ultimately, you’re watching one big commer-
cial for a kid’s toy (and a 2024 Chevy EV).

There is no philosophical lane chosen in 
this movie. It wants to be a social satire, a 
meta-commentary, and a product all while 
making fun of its attempts to accomplish any 
of those things. we’ve gone so far down the 
postmodern, sardonic, wink-to-the-camera 
snark sinkhole that during the movie I just 
wanted a taste of something genuine. So I 
guess NB/GG succeeded in making a truly 
plastic world.

Fortunately, Margot Robbie and Ryan Gos-
ling’s performances were the most earnest 
part of the film. The Ruth segment at the 
end was beautiful and the non-sequitur 
goofball-ass moments kept my head out of 
the messy subtext. Will Ferrell and Michael 
Cera popped off, especially on that shit. No 
bullshitting, no smug delivery, just saying 
and feeling like what they’re up to is real to 
them. Acting, baby.

you have some New Life church NEET come 
to your door and harass you about Christ 
and the end times while you’re experiencing 
your own personal “end of the world” pretty 
much daily. Life is hell, there is no meaning.

I see so much of myself in Charlie that I 
couldn’t help but cry out of selfishness. Much 
like Charlie, I could only think about myself. 
But the hope in others and their actions in an 
attempt to care regardless of how question-
able or morally gray they may be, gives me 
meaning. And yes — that Moby Dick essay 
was absolutely accurate. There is hope, but 
it is, after all, hope within despair.

PAGE 26
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As I sit in an Austin, Tex-
as Chipotle gathering my 

thoughts on a three-and-a-half-
hour piece of cinema, I have put 
my plastic fork down and defin-
itively decided that Killers of the 
Flower Moon is an unreviewable 
piece of art. Apologies to the 
Sidecar Junkaroo editors and 
sensationalists who seek con-
troversy and a diatribe out of 
my articles but alas, I have none 
to bring for this movie acts in 
its own way to do so. This mov-
ie has left such an effect on me 
that I cannot help but think of 
what beauty once existed that 
has now been paved over by the 
same villainous industries (in 
their infancy) that we see prevail 
time and time again through the 
runtime of Scorsese’s picture. I 
just ate a burrito bowl next to a 

Whataburger where in a world 
lacking devils and conquista-
dors, something a little more 
culturally rich could stand. It’s 
too late however. History has 
run its course and we live in its 
doomed result. 

Before getting into the meat 
and potatoes of Scorsese’s 10th 
piece, rounding out his filmog-
raphy into perfect double dig-
its, it behooves me to give an 
account of the lead-up to this 
picture. Early talks of a Scors-
ese film coming soon were 
brewing on social media, but 
the only trace of publicity we 
had seen the elder statesman 
of the silver screen appear in 
were through TikTok videos 
filmed by his daughter and 
subsequently reposted across 
various platforms. Finally, the 
fated day came. Killers of the 
Flower Moon was unveiled for 
release…by Apple TV?! Ewww. 
what the fuck? Seriously, if you 
have an Apple TV subscription, 
I genuinely do not believe you 
are a real person. Steve Jobs is 
dead, release yourself from the 
chains, it’s going to be okay! In 
my haste, I nervously wondered 
if this was a streaming-only re-
lease. Could the movie deities 
really do this to us? Of course 
not! A full cinematic release 
was then announced for Oc-
tober and Scorsese truly had a 
horror planned for that freaky 
month, with a concept and 
trailer that was looking to be a 
great installment in his person-
al film canon. 

In the months leading up to the 
movie’s release, posters started 
dropping! Neither graduates of 
the finest graphic design insti-
tutions nor the simpleton Canva 
comedy show flyer-fixer-uppers 
could dream of releasing these 
atrocities. We’re gearing up for 
this extraordinary project and 
I’m looking at mid-mewing ses-
sion Leonardo DiCaprio’s mas-
sive head cropped and distorted 
with a watercolor paint smudge 
leading my eyes to a black back-
ground and white text featuring 
the names of the rest of the cast 
as a photoshopped DeNiro and 
Lily Gladstone are planted above 
the title. If I were ever to submit 
this for grading at my tiny east-
coast liberal arts college, I would 
surely receive at least a B+. This 
poster fiasco was truly unac-
ceptable for an auteur project 
release. However, right before 
the movie was set to play for 
first previews, IMAX dropped 
its take on a poster created by an 
ambassador of the Osage tribe. 
It featured a woman wrapped in 

a traditional striped blanket. As 
described in Christian Allaire’s 
Vogue article on the film designs, 
“…research found that many 
Osage women wore striped 
blankets by Pendleton that were 
sometimes adorned or embel-
lished by family members with 
extra elements.” Checking in on 
a minute detail like this may ap-
pear delirious at first glance, but 
this is one of quite a few exam-
ples I have found in my research 
which aimed toward the idea of 
an authenticity this experience 
was striving for. If only the Apple 
Studios intern tasked with pro-
motion took five minutes to Goo-
gle anything about the Osage 
tribe, maybe that authenticity 
would be clear from the get-go.

The film begins with the Osage 
tribe burying a ceremonial pipe, 
grieving the end of their cul-
tural teachings, and the forced 
acquisition of the white man’s 
role in imparting their lessons 
to the youth. And if the idea of 
this leaves a dark abysmal hole 
in your heart, get ready for the 
next three and a half hours be-

Killers of the
Flower Moon

This movie reminds me of different times 

in my life. The set up: 6th street anxiety. 

The inciting incident: fear of being alone. 

The rising action: a series of flirtations 

with different artistic endeavors, including 

community theatre. The climax: hugging 

your fake dead son. The falling action:  

receiving closure from those who’s opinions 

meant most to you. The resolution: getting 

yelled at because you did it all wrong.

I like it when a film feature’s a very universal 

problem. In the glimpse of a scene we, the 

viewer, have been presented a composition  

designed by the creative team team. These 

make for relatable moments. Another film 

comes to mind, and that is none other then 

cause it is truly a representation 
of the wider implications of this 
violent transfer of power. Behind 
these deadly dealings and malig-
nantly murderous mindsets lies 
the seemingly out of place yet, 
extremely relevant emotion of 
love. Yes, for some reason only 
the heavens may know, our main 
characters love each other. Dearly 
for that matter. Whether you have 
seen the movie or not, (but most-
ly if you have) you may disagree 
with me vehemently. Is it love to 
methodically torture a family, a 
people, and a long-established 
spiritual order for your person-
al end? I certainly don’t think so, 
but the characters we are dealing 
with here are operating beyond 
this mode of thought and our his-
torically conscious foresight. Cer-
tainly, Ernest Burkhart is almost 
entirely responsible for leading 
his wife towards an unfortunate 
uxoricidal demise but in some 
fucked-up and purely human 
way, they loved each other. Don’t 
ask me why I’m saying this, it’s lit-
erally in the movie. I don’t want to 
give away more in case you hav-
en’t seen it yet, but this concept of 
love intertwined with destruction 
and frankly, genocidal attitudes is 
ultimately the lesson that has been 
imparted to us in the absence of 
the ceremonial pipe. Diploma-
cy between tribes was settled 
through the pipe to open present, 
clear, and honest communication. 
The pipe represents generations 
of indigenous people and their kin 
who would learn of Wah-kon-tah, 
the great mystery spirit, and how 
these ideals guided their people. 
What was it replaced with? Greed, 
war, and death — and if you don’t 
like it…too bad. In the world we live 
in, you learn to love it.

At this point, I would drop the 
act where I review a movie like a 
smart-ass and generally give my 
thoughts or a star rating. I would 

tell you if the movie was good or bad and 
send you on your way. Today, I refuse to do 
this. Don’t worry! If you want thoughts and 
opinions there are whole sets of forums 
and message boards online between Twit-
ter, Reddit, and the dark web where you can 
express all your takes, be they metered and 
measured or chaotic and cancerous. But the 
finale of this movie totally swayed my deci-
sion not to say anything more about the film’s 
worth. Because it has all been said. I would 
recommend you sit in a theatre and watch all 
three and a half hours of this and come out 
recognizing why the final five minutes led me 
to this decision.

Commentary and critique have saturated 
the market in an almost irreparable man-
ner, especially with the democratization of 
hot-takes by the existence of social media. 
We may be, in fact, too close to the release of 
this movie and the surrounding discussion 
to have a real conversation. But look back in 
10 years, watch the movie, and maybe read 
this review if this magazine survives a solar 
flare or global mass extinction and the con-
clusion you will come to is ultimately your 
own. With an ending like this, Scorsese truly 
has crafted one of the most creative pieces 
of art put to this visual form. 

Beau is Afraid

Sound of Freedom

In the 14th century, the peasantry if given enough 

education and intellectual stim
ulus had few choices 

of entertainment material. You could delve into one 

of Chaucer’s tales and follow along with the narrative 

of a priest or holy person…or you could go to church 

and look at stained glass windows describing the Bible 

writte
n by monks who studied scripture all d

ay. This 

movie is the cinematic equivalent of staring at stained 

glass windows put th
rough th

e mill o
f 600 years of 

ideological shifts, poor information diets, and the 

brain death of the American populace. This movie 

ain’t th
e story of Christ but boy are they gonna smack 

you over the head with God.

Caviezel quotes Steve Jobs (huh? why? what?) in 

saying, “T
he most powerful person in the world is the 

storyteller.” T
his is, sadly, w

hy overzealous Christian, 

conservative, Benedict option types feel powerless 

— they’re shit storytellers. You want taste? Go for 

Chaucer. You want ooey-gooey God shit w
rapped up 

in a neat lit
tle bow as a motive to save a child from a 

pedophile ring? You’re reading Bible fiction. Even 

the Bible itself has plenty more interesting tales to 

tell between its covers. This movie is one big, bad, 

devoid of artistic style sermon on the morality
 of 

child trafficking. Yeah, man, I k
now, th

at shit is
 fucking 

terrible but I’m
 starting to think you care more about 

the fact that you’re “brave” enough to say it rather 

than actually exploring this criminal world in an 

interesting way without begging for attention on the 

matter. I don’t e
ven know why I w

rote all th
is! Shit’s gonna be 

in the bargain bin at W
almart next year. They present 

statistics that seem too lofty to be real considering the 

third act of the movie is potentially falsified by the guy 

who the movie is about so at this point, everything 

here is in question. I c
ould go in 20 different directions 

describing in detail w
hy this film was dog water, but I 

think you’ll ta
ke my word for it.

Okay last th
ing, James Caveizel said th

at th
is movie 

was the Uncle Tom’s Cabin of modern-day slavery at 

the special end credits message. That assortment of 

words in this sentence should tell y
ou everything you 

need to know. Now wondering if my whole review 

should have been this paragraph, fuck!
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The year was 1974 when Messiah of Evil blew into theaters on the 
howl of some cold winter wind, heralding the start of a decade 
which would permanently alter the shape of cinematic terror. 
The Texas Chain Saw Massacre spilt blood earlier that year, 
Dawn of the Dead arrived to terrify in ‘78, and Halloween stalked 
onto screens a mere month after Romero’s opus. But while all 
these titles sit rightly on their thrones of terror, Messiah of Evil 
went largely unnoticed and unregarded… until recently, when it 
seems mainstream culture finally shone light on this undersung 
classic. Say a blasphemous prayer, raise your gaze to the night 
sky, and rejoice. With the Fantastic Fest premiere of AGFA’s 
new restoration, one of American horror’s most stunning and 
unsettling works finally shines in all its gloomy glory.

The place is Point Dune, a small town on the long dark nowhere 
coast of California. The protagonist is Arletty Long, a woman 
determined to find her missing father. The problem? No one 
who lives in Point Dune seems willing to help, not to mention the 
unnatural howls which sound at night or the local tales of blood 
moons and twisted beasts. The deeper Arletty digs the stranger 
things become, and soon both she and some new companions 
realize that once you’ve entered Point Dune, there may not be an 
escape route—unless, of course, you’re meant to send a message 
to the outside world. A narrative told after the fact by Arletty as 
she languishes in a psychiatric ward, Messiah of Evil resonates 
most strongly with the literary traditions of Poe and Lovecraft, 
particularly their focus on characters who go classically “mad” 
after confrontations with unknowable horrors.

Emphasis on “unknowable.” Like most great horror films, one 
of Messiah’s biggest strengths is knowing what to show and 
when; withholding visual information in a way which leaves the 
brain scrambling for meaning. Few of Point Dune’s terrors are 
ever actually seen, only implied with sound effects or described 
through portentous narration and desolate diary entries. What is 
seen most often are spaces: mundane buildings like houses and 
gas stations but always solitary and shrouded in dark; looming out 
of night as if nested in black velvet.

These disassociated structures render it impossible to ever get 
a sense of Point Dune’s geography, and as such the town never 
feels quite like a real space. It’s a technique applied in miniature 
within the artist’s home where Arletty resides—there are few 
establishing shots, and the camera never reveals more than a 

ALL HAIL THE MESSIAH OF EVILALL HAIL THE MESSIAH OF EVIL
single room at a time. Compound this with the space-warping 
murals on nearly every wall and you’ve got a veritable labyrinth 
of doom and gloom.

“Doom” and “gloom” are two more operative words when 
describing Messiah of Evil; a film so steeped in terminal zero-
sum dread you know there’s no hope from the moment it begins. 

The early Garson-esque synthesizer music warbles between 
mournful at best and murderous at worst, the characters 
could all benefit from Lexapro prescriptions, and the spare 
death scenes are so grim they make you wonder if any other 
horror film has ever actually done a kill properly. These deaths 
all occur in the aforementioned small-town spaces: blood spilt 
in the aisles of grocery stores and movie theaters; splattering 
across fluorescent-lit floors in a visceral contrast to the 
darkness outside.

It’s no mistake that so much of Messiah’s horror happens in 
and around consumer spaces; even less so that focus lingers 
on the eating of flesh and cult-induced mindlessness. Though 
Messiah of Evil is not explicitly a zombie film—it trades more 
in a less problematic approach to Lovecraftian ideas of small 
towns and Elder Gods—you’d be hard-pressed not to interpret 

the narrative through a similar framework as one of Romero’s 
offerings, particularly Night of the Living Dead.

But don’t let these comparisons—or even my writing—tell you how 
best to enjoy Messiah of Evil. I’ll stake my claim that it’s a totally 
unique experience which eclipses the sum of its influences to 
transcend like a bloody moon; a visual and emotional powerhouse 
which has to be felt to be understood. No other horror film operates 
on such rancid, specific vibes; often playing like the spooky yet 
restrained Silent Hill adaptation Dario Argento never got to make.

It’s a blunt, affecting story; delivering its grim payload like a period 
dotted so aggressively it rips through the other side of the page.

Everything feels a little wrong in Messiah of Evil, and whenever 
you think you’ve caught up the movie finds a way to pull the rug 
yet again. Like all the greats, there’s an inspiring use of low-budget 
horror techniques and the sense that the creative minds behind 
Messiah truly believed in what they were putting on the screen. 
Never has the phrase “every frame a painting” been truer—every 
frame a shadowy, bump-in-the-night, existential scream of a 
painting.

This review by Morgan Hyde was originally published on October 
5th 2023. Hyde is a film programmer and completely normal 
woman operating out of Austin, Texas. Definitely find her on 
all your favorite social media @cursegoat.

Photos sourced hyperrealfilm.club
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Illustrated by Elsa Murphy

“New coat?”
“Yes.”

“Gerald, you homo!”

Cartoon by Elsa Murphy
Caption by Staff
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Good Big Bridge 
 
In there, through the door, behind the finished Fin 
there lies a lie so fair and fine it’s bound to take a  
bit  
to bleed & bleed become the one untrue & bound to fit 
the Lovely love, Janice Pub, filled with grit and  
wit 
 

  

Tortelli 
 

The most important thing in life is pasta.  To cook well is to live well and living well 
requires that you cook well. This is because to cook well you need to respect ;me.  And 
respec;ng ;me is a tenet of good living a=er all.  Respec;ng ;me too means to give yourself 
;me to explore, let inspira;on strike, and live with measured spontaneity.  You must dance with 
the rhythm of life when preparing a good dish.  Good cooking requires presence of mind, what 
pop psychologists are calling “mindfulness” these days.  To prepare food well is to u;lize focus 
with precision.  It is breathing in  

the movement  
the oil 
the flame. 
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Poetry by Martin Hasler

Martin (Marty) is an arteest stationed in Chi-city.

Catch more of his artwork on his instagram @martyofhas and 
feel free to DM him or even shoot him an email at mconhasler@gmail.com 
if you ever wanna talk God, Philosophy, Art, or need help getting sober :)FOR P
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ignore the fact that I was basically trying 
to “fuck around and find out,” but like, on 
a spiritual level. If I was a real grownup, 
I’d have a tidy bank account, a career path, 
probably a house. Instead, 2021 made it 
even more obvious that I have no idea what 
I’m doing. Here’s the director’s cut of my 
transferable life skills:
That’s pretty much what it came to. I bull-

Trying to dust off 
from the hot fart that was 2020, I made 
a critical decision to switch from the regret 
machine known as Jameson over to Jager’s 
friendlier, less pukey, grown-up cousin, 
Fernet. Thanks to this life-changing, anx-
iety, self-worth, and depression-fighting 
upgrade, I had a shot at remaining emo-
tionally coherent in 2021. Off Jameson, I 
wouldn’t send desperate pleas for attention 
via texts and DMs when I could barely 
string together a cohesive train of thought, 
let alone try to come off as anything in the 
zip code of remotely cool. Another bonus 
point of semi-responsible drinking is that I 
haven’t been out of my mind trying to stay 
up till 10 a.m., watching sad Christmas 
movies alone. Ordinary people would see 
this as a cry for help. I see it as a profes-
sional upgrade. I’m drinking soda, water, 
and bitters instead of killing bottles of beer 
between shots, too. This was life at almost 
forty. People my age need to think about 
hydration.

Because I’m a certified adult who was 
keeping it together, I waited until I had the 
night off from my kids before I went on a 
bender. I hit all of my friends’ happy hour 
shifts. I had parking lot tacos. I woke up in 
a good mood, with no missed phone calls 
or texts. My head wasn’t pounding. When I 
got up to pee from drinking so much water, 
I turned my ringer on: I knew I had to get 
my boys at some point, but didn’t know 
exactly when. 

Once the call came in and established the 
time, I fucked off again. My digital leash 
immediately went into Silence is Golden 
mode. I didn’t roll my fat ass out of bed 
till after 2 p.m. When I finally got up, I 
slouched around the house like a stack of 
possums in a trench coat. I did brush my 
teeth and shower, though. (Even at my most 
slovenly, I still wash my ass and crotch 
daily, if not twice. Ladies.) 

I did do one productive thing and go for a 
run. I was trying to get post-divorce fuck-
able; Tinder is hard enough when you’ve 
got kids, a divorce, and are a weirdo look-
ing for nirvana. Running helped me get 
used to this rollercoaster. It helped me 

sion. Nothing, even a good time, lasts.
Knowing this is one thing. Minding it, 
another. I found places and people that 
opened up my world view, usually when I 
least expected it. Like, when I got into hard-
core, everything changed because of the 
music and the culture that went with it. I’d 
never seen anything like this before: people 
screaming along, dead set on connecting 
with the universe one lyric at a time. This 
hardcore thing, the people swinging their 
arms like they were attacked by a swarm 
of killer bees, the heckling between songs, 
and people climbing all over one another to 
say their piece—I was about that life imme-
diately. The air felt different, like the people 
weren’t there for a collective experience of 
a show, but something else. Communion. 
Transcendence. Nirvana.

Bear in mind, this was novel to me. I was 
a fuck up from the south side of Chicago, 
where I was born into a homophobic and 
racist culture. I never heard of anything 
different. In the hardcore scene, I dove into 
championing outside beliefs that supported 
a strong community of equality. Vegetari-
anism, and racial justice, gay rights, reli-
gion—kids my age had tables set up at 
shows and would offer me information to 
work on myself. I’ve said and done a lot of 
fucked up things in my life. I’m no school-
boy. I credit hardcore as the great salve, and 
my one truth is that that music created me, it 
gave me purpose, and it showed me I could 
be better. Being a dumb working-class hick 
wasn’t cool. I didn’t want to stay in that 
old self. I wanted to grow, and hardcore 
gave me a way to try it. The music, people, 
and moment in time showed up just when I 
needed them, as all my personal challenges 
built up to something I didn’t know how to 
vocalize. 

Religion has always been hard for me. I’ve 
never been able to give myself over to the 
Christian church. Everyone I came up with 
was a broken mirror Catholic. They went 
to mass when someone was married, dead, 
or on Christmas. No one put stock into the 
practice but still claimed the gang. When 
I started to go to more shows, I gained the 
courage to look at those tables with the 
free zines, the books, and the records by 

shitted my way through everything else. 
Frankly, I was as surprised as anyone this 
farce continued. Shortcomings aside, I 
kept going. I kept sacrificing—muscling 
my way through the debt, the firings, the 
layoffs, the regrets, and rejection of both 
professional and personal varieties.
I got used to getting death threats from right-
wing psychos. When I described myself, 
I kept it simple: “working class writer, 
raconteur, and enlightened dumbass” 
stuck. Nothing felt truer. Besides, if you 
tell people you’re looking for nirvana, they 
don’t really know what to do with it.

The only thing in this world that scares me 
is death. (And cancer, but they go skeletal 
hand in hand.) I realized long ago that work-
ing toward a calm mind, toward enlighten-
ment made sense for me. The problem is 
that this desire represents a journey. Along 
with all my other fuck-ups, I keep fumbling 
along on the path to become awakened—
continuously, daily, hourly. 

I get frequent reminders that life fucking 
sucks. Life is suffering. No matter what, 
bad things will happen. We can’t control 
everything, but we can do our best to turn 
into the skid. You can either become a sad 
sack and blame the world, or use it. Plea-
sure is fleeting and like a hangover surging 
through my body and mind, my spirit is 
affected, too. When I feel like shit the next 
day, that’s a price that comes with admis-

• Can write
• Knows stuff about music
• Expert knowledge about the  

Chicago White Sox 
• Can cook
• Enjoys doing the dishes 

and folding laundry
• Seeking nirvana  

bands who had a specific message rather 
than “fuck, drink, and die.” What I got was 
something no one in my perimeter was 
talking about: Krishna and Buddhism. I 
started listening to bands who spoke about 
their spirituality, about their paths toward 
enlightenment. It felt earnest, instead of an 
obligation. It reached me.

The American culture pretends we’re 
vested in the word of Christ, but really, 
we’d rather be spending Sunday mornings 
watching the Drew Brees thread the needle 
into double coverage against the Falcons. 
Despite the laws and purpose of the church 
to spread good deeds, it always felt forced. 
For a “Christian Nation,” America isn’t 
very Christ-like. We have a national desire 
for more stuff, constant war. We love to see 
blood spill for no reason. Taking the last 
chicken bone for ourselves is bred into 
our psyches as a fundamental right, rather 
than a reviewable offense for gluttony. 
Mega churches exist. Highrises sit half full 
because people can’t afford the cost of a 
private pool, while countless scores stand 
in breadlines and hope for a cot.

The system has always made my skin 
crawl. Calling it out made me feel like, 
at least my failures weren’t for nothing. I 
wasn’t a victim of the system, but I saw 
how I was taking part in it and decided to 
change my views. 

I’m a firm believer in worshiping whatever 
gets you through the night. A lot of what 
I heard, before hardcore, simply wasn’t 
for me. By the time I was looking at girls 
with hungry eyes, the jive that priests were 
talking rolled right off my back. I’m too 
logical. I want discussion, life lessons, con-
text, and compassion. Bible study, in com-
parison, seemed meaningless—running 
your finger over a page of printed lines and 
hoping to impress the neighbor you’d love 
to give the high, hard one. 

Buddhism is the foundation that’s made the 
most sense to me. My perpetual dumbass 
understanding of it is that its fundamentals 
are about continual growth. The goal is 
learning who you are, what your path looks 
like, and investing back into your whole 

for dharma—not because you’re working 
toward this karmic points system, but rather 
to spread love and compassion instead of 
adding another skull to the pile. Krishna has 
always given me similar respect for how 
they see life. I think the world would be a 
better place if more of us had the ability to 
look at ourselves and ask, “But what if I’m 
wrong?” 

I’m wrong a lot, so I’m down with that. I 
accepted long ago that happiness is a dragon 
we chase. Appreciating life while we have 
it, that’s a spiritual practice. It’s essential 
to see the world as it is: a fucked-up but 
beautiful place. We’re a complex, broken 
species, but by embracing the flaws and 
seeing the cracks in the veneer, it’s easier 
to find small joys and love them, if for only 
a moment. 

I will say, it was a lot easier to be detached 
and existential before I became a father. 
My life got complicated when I realized 
how much I wanted to be a constant north 
star for my two boys. Guiding them is my 
greatest priority, because the world can 
always use more good humans. My other 
two crosses to bear are that this is what I 
do, I write. I can’t do anything else. I have 
no interest in anything else, and the thought 
of not doing this is inconceivable. The other 
part that swirls everything up like a disco 
volante cocktail is that I’m an obsessively 
curious person who wants to know a little 
bit about everyone, but also about the world 
I exist within. I left home to chase being a 
writer, but I also left because I understand 
that this life, right now, is the only version 
of Robert Dean in this dimension. How do 
you care, without caring too much? How 
do you decide to be yourself, knowing that 
your “self” will change hundreds of times 
in your time on earth?

While Buddhism teaches us that reincar-

nation happens continually, as we work 
towards enlightenment through multiple 
incarnations, I’m pretty fucking aware of 
my mortality. It keeps me on my toes. I’m 
not saying I understand the complexities of 
life after death, because I don’t. Who the 
fuck knows what happens when the lights 
flicker out? 

With that said, I’m not a gambler. I prefer 
to hedge my bets. It seems to me that the 
best thing you can do is make sure your 
time alive is spent wisely. Being misera-
ble and stuck in some garbage life isn’t a 
shoe I want to wear. How many people do 
you know are fucking someone they hate, 
rolling over in the morning and being like, 
“yuck, look at this asshole.” Same goes 
for being trapped in a job that blows. Both 
make my teeth hurt. I’ll take getting fired 
over dealing with an asshole boss. I’ve 
worked for that guy, and he sucks. 
I just think that life shouldn’t be this pun-
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Robert Dean is a journalist, raconteur, 
and enlightened dumbass. His work has 
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lives in ATX and loves ice cream & koalas.

Buy Robert Dean’s new collection of 
essays, Existential Thirst Trap, avail-
able at Barnes & Noble, Ebay, Walmart 
or Amazon. Scan The fucking QR code 
below to thumb through a series of raw 
essays. What else are you gonna do?

me long for nights in seedy bars. On a good 
run, I hear bad jokes from the locals and 
share secrets with those older and wiser 
than us. We grow more compassionate 
by seeing life through the lens of strang-
ers and enemies, lovers and friends alike. 
We cannot judge from the mountain unless 
we’ve attempted to get there, but one must 
have a curious mind to begin the path. 
When I realized the road to enlightenment 
was my way, life’s habit of kicking me in 
the nuts with baseball cleats made a lot 
more sense. 

When I got divorced, I made a promise to 
myself to get back into the shadowy corners 
of what I believed in. I had to look inward 
again. Getting married and having kids, I’d 
lost a slice of who I was. I lost that practice 
from the hardcore pits. Not taking Bud-
dhism as seriously as I once had, I couldn’t 
ever do that again. My struggle is eternal, 
but that’s the path. I needed to find what 
was in myself so I could shed it. 

At the end of the day, the picket fence life 
isn’t for me. Even when I tried to make it 
work, I was always aware I was wearing 
a costume. Now that it’s behind me, I’m 
okay knowing that kind of life wasn’t a 
fit. Nothing lasts forever, including me. 
Knowing that my path winds and curves, 
I roam the earth moving from one experi-
ence to another. It is just what I do. Divorce 

taught me that I no longer place value on 
time spent together, but rather impact. The 
way I see it, I didn’t waste almost a decade 
with someone. I learned about myself, what 
I needed out of life, and what I wanted for 
my eternity. I don’t blame her for falling out 
of love with me. I’m a circus, and I know it. 

As the hands of time move toward infin-
ity, there are small towns, little old ladies, 
books, mom and pop joints, and stories to 
write that I haven’t discovered yet. If I’m 
slouching toward nirvana, knowing I need 
to drown in all of these things is what gives 
me joy, I might as well love it—only for a 
moment, anyhow.

ishment of obligation. Do you have to 
stick something out? Probably not. I’m 
not saying to split on your kids, deadbeats. 
What I am saying is that there will always 
be cars that need a tuneup, but it doesn’t 
mean you need to be the one turning the 
wrench.

My mission is to document the good, the 
bad, and gain sagacity. My fear of death and 
thirst for knowledge siphons a placid sub-
urban life away from me. Some folks relish 
the notion of their own little “slice of para-
dise,” featuring a life with an expensive car 
they can’t afford, coupled with an annual, 
all-inclusive vacation to somewhere Jour-
ney’s “Don’t Stop Believin’” is forced onto 
listeners by the hour. It’s my idea of hell: 
endless mimosas and overflowing plates of 
loaded nachos served by people miserable 
in their polyester uniforms. 

The karmic problem is, no one wants 
anyone else’s experience, just a platinum 
card lifestyle. Which is too fucking bad. 
This life is full of surprises, teachable 
moments, food crackling over a griddle, 
and places where the people don’t speak 
your language. The same sun that sets 
across the Sydney opera house also tick-
les the swaying wheat in French fields, but 
most folks never look past the backyard 
fence line. So much hell.
My slow descent toward the grave makes 
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Rememberance
Ashes of Athalia

A hawk eyed her in a bare tree as she passed by; it cocked 
its head slowly like it was processing something about 
her. The hawk smiled at Seraphina and bowed its head to 
her; it was as if the hawk knew something about Seraph-
ina that she did not know herself.

Seraphina was about to open her mouth and talk to the 
hawk when she heard “come” again up ahead. She contin-
ued to walk through the desert, passing by flowered cactus 
bushes as she did. Seraphina spotted something flashing 
off in the distance and started to briskly trot toward it. 
She came to a bright, brilliant, blinding light. “Come,” 
the voices said. Seraphina was about to walk towards the 
light when she saw something move out of the corner of 
her eye; it was a dark-haired male, his mouth agape in awe 
of the great light. Two beings stepped out of the light and 
walked towards them.

Seraphina opened her eyes from her memory and placed 
her ink pen on the luminous desk. She scanned her study 
from left to right. There were thousands of handwritten 
notes she had transcribed into books and divided the con-
tent into categories. She would often write for hours and 
hours, and half of the time, she had no idea what she was 
writing or what it meant. She just knew she couldn’t stop 
writing until the words stopped coming into her mind.

Seraphina glanced down at the notes she had finished 
writing and read the title aloud, “The History of the Four 
Tribes of the Eiraloki, a work transcribed by Seraphina.” 
Seraphina’s stomach grumbled loudly. She grimaced, put-
ting her pen down and a hand on her stomach, rubbing her 
belly in circles to soothe herself. Seraphina would lock 
herself away and fast from food and drink until the words 
she had heard in her head were transcribed. She noticed 
that the words seemed to flow better in her mind when she 
only had water in her system. Little did she know that she 
was the historian the Eiraloki never knew they needed or 
the prophet they never knew they had. It wasn’t 
always like this, Seraphina thought. She lay sprawled out 
face down, blood trickling down her chin and landing on 
the hay that covered the floor of her cage. She cocked her 
head slightly to the left to see Daruke pulling down his 
linen robe. How could she go from being worshipped to 
being raped and discarded? She was a god! She should 
be revered! Not trapped in a cage and put on display like 
some filthy show animal. Seraphina had been in a human 
body for twenty-four years, and four of those years were 
spent as a prisoner of Daruke’s. Unlike the other Eiraloki, 
who have had their bodies for hundreds, even thousands 
of years, Seraphina had only had hers for a moment in 
time compared to the others. 

Seraphina was the last to fall from Athaliah, or so the 
others had thought anyway. When they fell into the realm 

There was something in the air that day that felt different, 
something Seraphina couldn’t put her finger on, but she 
knew it deep down inside her; something was changing 
in Athaliah—the city of light, the city of peace. All of the 
elements in the realm of Athaliah were being thrown off 
balance, and it had come to the point where Seraphina 
could no longer control the fire inside her. 

Her flames were twisting and turning, expanding and 
retracting, going in every direction they wanted. They 
seemed to have a mind of their own. She had tried hiding 
her flame outbursts from Kaii, but she knew better, and 
in fact, he encouraged to let the flames overtake her. Kaii 
said it reminded him of the day they were both created 
by their makers, birthed from the same eclectic fire of 
the Divinity.

Seraphina sentimentally thought back to when they were 
all created, the Original Eight Eiraloki—the lights of fire 
and glory. There were four groups of two, with each pair 
having a male and a female counterpart. Each couple was 
fashioned together with an element of fire, air, water, or 
aearth, as these were the essences and powers that made 
up the Father, Mother, Daughter, and Son, all of whom 
were God. The Divinity spoke to them in unison, saying, 
“Fire, air, water, and aereth come out of us into four 
spheres of light.”  

Four great lights shot out of them, ecstatically darting 
this way and that, spinning around them in circles until 
God called them to stand before them. Then the Divinity 
said, “Let Us make Eiraloki in Our image, according to 

Our likeness, so that they may rule over the fish of the sea 
and the birds of the air, over the livestock and all the wild 
animals, and over all the creatures that move along the 
ground.” So, God created Eiraloki in their own image; 
in the image of God, they created them, male and female 
they created them. 

Seraphina opened her eyes for the first time and looked 
at her surroundings. They were on an island suspended in 
darkness; a million glittering stars hung around them. She 
looked over at the light beings beside her; she knew they 
were her brothers and sisters from the Divine. 

All of the females were patiently waiting for their coun-
terparts to make the first move to them. The males smiled 
and bowed their heads to the females, the females smiled 
in return. The males walked over to their female coun-
terparts and embraced them. Seraphina looked around in 
sadness, wondering where her counterpart was. Seraphina 
felt a slight breeze against her skin, her name was being 
called off in the distance. 

“Seraphina,” the voices said gently, “come.” Seraph-
ina glanced back at the others; some were sitting down, 
talking to their counterparts while interweaving glitter-
ing golden sand between their fingers. Some others had 
decided to take a walk to the other side of the island, 
where the sand turned into a majestic glittering blue.

“Seraphina,” the voices said, “come.” Seraphina had a 
single tear roll down her cheek, she didn’t know where her 
counterpart was or if she even had one at all. Determined 
to find the voice calling her name, she wiped away the 
single tear and walked towards the voice. As she con-
tinued walking away from the others, the island became 
more barren, becoming a desert. 

of Aereth, their previous memories were erased. Some 
Eiraloki were lucky enough to have a memory or two 
from before they fell from grace. She had even heard 
whispers of certain Eiraloki remembering more than 
just one or two memories from Athaliah; they had had 
handfuls of memories. Memories of the Orginial Eight 
Eiraloki, memories of the power struggles,  memories of 
the Father, Mother, Son, and Daughter. 

But these were unspeakable memories, from unspeak-
able times, from unspeakable Eiraloki as they had already 
passed on and died. Whatever these unspeakable memo-
ries were, the Eiraloki from before had taken them to the 
grave. But Seraphina knew better. She knew the humans 
hunted down Eiraloki and tortured them for informa-
tion from before the fall. If there was something more 
unspeakable than the Eiraloki’s fall from grace, it was the 
way the humans treated her kind.

You were damned if you do and damned if you don’t. 
What was the point of remembering your previous state if 
you couldn’t do anything about it? It seemed to Seraphina 
that it was a blessing if you couldn’t remember before and 
a curse if you did. She couldn’t remember what Athaliah 
looked like, how they ruled, or why the tribes fought in 
the first place, but she could remember three things from 
before. 

The first was her name. Most Eiraloki was not given that 
privilege and had taken a human name after they fell.

CHAPTER 1
LIGHTS OF FIRE AND GLORY

BEFORE TIME BEGAN

CHAPTER 2
JUST A GIRL IN HER CAGE
CITY OF ERDU: YEAR 5008

Written by Arianna McCool
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The second thing she remembered was holding two glow-
ing stones in her hand; they were the most beautiful stones 
she had ever laid eyes on. But it wasn’t just about the 
color of the stones; Seraphina could feel the raw power 
held inside, as if the elixir of life itself was hiding inside 
them. The last thing that Seraphina could remember was 
the terror in his icy blue eyes as she hurdled off the moun-
tain’s cliff, free-falling into the summit below.

“Seraphina!” He yelled, with passion, terror, and anger in 
his voice. Although she was not inclined to who he was 
or what he was to her, she knew he loved her. The love 
inside of him was penetrating and hitting her soul like 
flashes of lightning bolts; it was if his love charged the 
very essence of her soul.

She saw him sprinting toward the cliff, skidding down, 
dropping his hand to catch hers, but it was too late. She 
could feel her nucleus burning through her, the tendrils 
of her fire exploding as she fell through a portal, hearing 
screaming as she did.

She realized the screams she heard were not from her 
mouth but from the thousands of Eiraloki in Athaliah. 
Everything in Athaliah was completely engulfed in 
flames. Seraphina came back from the memory and 
focused on Daruke. She could see Daruke walking 
towards the stairs out of the chambers. Seraphina lifted 
herself halfway up by her arms and steadied herself on her 
knees. She throbbed in pain and looked down at her torn 
brown smock. She could see blood smeared at the bottom 
of it. Screaming, she picked up the rest of her body and 
faced Daruke’s direction. “I’m going to kill you, Daruke. 
I’m going to kill you and hang your intestines up for the 
Erdu vultures to eat!”

Before Daruke could respond, he saw a tall figure coming 
downstairs inside the pyramid’s chamber; he grinned in 
the darkness, recognizing the man approaching his way. 
“General Murdok.”

The man hung back with two of his guards in the low-lit 
light of the pyramids, only seeing the adornments shining 
on his clothing. A guard cleared his throat as if on cue, to 
which Murdok’s legs took on life again.

Two guards came up from below with a prisoner chained 
up around his wrists, the younger prison guard trailing 
behind them.

“Here’s the prisoner you wanted, Murdok.”

Murdok turned to face Askan and shook his head. 
“Askan.”

“Murdok.”

“How is prison treating you these days?”

Askan stood nonchalantly. “Eh, they could step up their 
food game a bit; even the prison in Berra has better food 
than this place. And that’s saying a lot, Murdok.” 

Murdok let out a bellowed laugh. “Berra’s food is shit.”

The older guard looked over at Murdok. “Akeem, what 
do you think of this one?”

Akeem went over to Seraphina’s cage, looked her up and 
down, and inspected her. He shook his head and walked 
over back to his spot.

 “All prisons are known to have terrible food. The point 
is to stop committing crimes, Askan.”

“I don’t commit crimes, Murdok; I create opportunities. 
Alkira and Shen keep me here because I won’t do what 
they ask. You’re the one who commits crimes—you’re 
a goddamn warlord Murdok. You’re wanted for heinous 
crimes all over Erdu, hell all over Aereth, for that matter.”

“I go where the money is, Askan. You used to be the same 
way if I’m not mistaken.”

Askan eyed him.

“Once you see that we’re on the same page, we’ll be able 
to work together again.”

“I’d rather be thrown into the Akāyan River and eaten by 
crocodiles than ever work with you again.”

“What do they want from you?” Akeem asked.

Askan eyed him suspiciously. “And you would be?”

“Akeem.”

“Well, Akeem, I don’t answer to prison guards; I only 
answer to generals, and maids with ale.”

Akeem let out a curl of a smile. “I see.”

Seraphina coughed and moved closer to the front of the 
cage. “Is this little family reunion between you three fin-
ished? I’m starving and haven’t eaten in two days.”

“If it’s food you want, I could always trade you my grain 
for a kiss.” Askan leaned closer to see what she looked 
like; all of the color drained from his face.

“Get out of my way, Daruke.”

Daruke smiled at Murdok, showing him a golden canine. 
“I have something I think you would want.”

“You have nothing that I want. Now step aside, dog; I 
have important matters to attend to.”

Murdok started walking towards the next set of stairs that 
would go deeper into the pyramid’s chambers. Daruke 
leaned against the wall, folded his arms, and kissed his 
teeth. “And here I thought I was about to make a new 
friend. Shame. I guess I’ll just go and take my business 
elsewhere. I think Alkira and Shen would want to buy her; 
she is their enemy, being a burning one and all.”

One of the guards stopped dead in his tracks. Daruke 
grinned, shifted his body, and started walking towards the 
stairs from the pyramid. Seraphina huffed and slumped 
back down on the floor of the ground. “If I could burn like 
I used to, I would have set this entire city on fire already.”

The guard looked back at Murdok and lowered his head, 
eyeing him.

“Sir,” the guard said as he handed General Murdok the 
candle and went down the stairs with the other guard to 
collect the prisoner. Murdok walked closer to Seraphina’s 
cage. He stopped a few feet before her and held out his 
candle to look at her face. He grimaced. He could see that 
her skin was ivory white, unlike the Erduans, who were 
golden and black-skinned.

He pursed his lips, “You are an ugly little thing.”

Seraphina’s rage burned more throughout her body. “I’m 
sorry we can’t all be as sun-kissed as you are.”

Murdok grinned. He tilted his head, his eyes went up as if 
he were listening carefully to hear something. He nodded 
and then spoke.

“What is your name?”

“Seraphina.”

“Is Seraphina your real name or a human name they gave 
you?”

Seraphina thought about a way to deceive him.

“Don’t even try it, girl. We all know the Eiraloki are inca-
pable of lying. The one sin you are exempt from for some 
reason.”

Seraphina sighed. She knew better; she had never told a 
lie and never will. None of them ever will, and she didn’t 
know if that was a blessing or curse in disguise. Maybe 
it is a part of their punishment from before. Who knows.

“Seraphina is my real name.”

Askan recomposed himself before speaking. “Just when 
you thought there couldn’t be any more of them.”

“Don’t mind me, just a girl in a cage starving here.”

Askan turned to Murdok and smiled. “Why doesn’t she 
have red hair?

Murdok’s face was blank. “I don’t know.”

  “They don’t always have red hair.” Daruke eyed 
him oddly, “You know that, Murdok.” 

“There’s a prophecy that says—”

“Shut your mouth,” Akeem hissed at Askan.

 Akeem turned to Murdok, eyeing him again.

Daruke smiled. “I found her five years ago out in the 
desert. She was essentially dead when I took her in.” 

“She’s been here for five years?” Askan walked around 
her cage to get a closer look at her as Daruke continued 
to talk. 

Daruke shrugged,  “That I know of; never thought to ask 
her about her past. Didn’t think it meant anything these 
days.”

Seraphina laughed, “Of course, you wouldn’t. You have 
shit for brains.”

Daruke rushed over to Seraphina, pointing his finger at 
her. “Don’t think I forgot your little smartass comment 
earlier, Seraphina. I saved you from death. I fed you. I 
clothed you. See what I get, Murdok? Backhand smart-
mouth comments about feeding me to the Erdu vultures. 
You’re an ungrateful little thing. That’s all you are, 
Seraphina, just a thing. A thing that I can sell and rape.”

“I swear by all that is—

“When was the last time you saw one of your kind,” 
Askan demanded.

Dumbfounded, Seraphina turned to face Askan. 

“I don’t know who you think you are, but I don’t answer 
to humans, nor do I recollect.”

Yes, you do,” he said knowingly. “An Eiraloki never 
forgets; you have perfect recollection in all things, you 
cannot forget a single detail of your life,” Askan said.

“Minus, of course, the fall,” Seraphina said solemoly. 

Askan looked inside Seraphina’s violet eyes; he could see 
sadness in them.

“You’re talking about Athaliah, the realm where you all 
came from.”

Seraphina did not respond, only nodded her head. 
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her. He screamed in pain as his hands began to boil with 
blisters. Daruke pulled a knife from underneath his robe.

Askan already regretted his decision as he pounced at 
Daruke, throwing him against the ground. Askan punched 
Daruke in the face three times, but that just made him 
angrier. Daruke grabbed Askan by his wrists and head-
butted him, knocking him out. Daruke wiped the sweat 
off his forehead, took his right hand, and put it inside his 
pocket in his coat. He pulled out a jagged silver dagger. 
He looked at Seraphina with a sick, twisted look. Daruke 
brought his dagger to his tongue and licked it, motioning 
Seraphina to come towards him. 

Slowly, she got up from the puddle of blood on the floor 
surrounding her. She inched slowly towards Daruke until 
she was inches away from his face. He locked eyes with 
her and kissed her hard with the jagged dagger still in his 
right hand hanging on his side. 

Seraphina pushed Daruke off her and rushed over to 
Askan, placed her hands on him, and closed her eyes 
as she mouthed a few words repeatedly in Eiraloki lan-
guage. A circle of energy and light circled them and made 
a bubble protecting Askan and Seraphina. 

“Get them!” “Akeem and Murdok yelled in unison.

The younger guard sprinted towards them, reaching out to 
grab them; one of the guards hand touched the iridescent 
bubble and was electrocuted, hitting the pyramid wall.

 Daruke walked over to him; his eyes widened as he saw 
the younger guard burnt to a crisp. His eyes were wide 
open, and his mouth was agape. Daruke turned to face 
Seraphina, his eyes terrified at what she had done to the 
prison guard. 

Seraphina opened her eyes and looked Daruke dead in the 
eyes. “Ekali mouretha Aesora.” A blinding light exploded 
into the room, and the men shielded their eyes from it. 

“Where did they go?” Daruke screamed. 

Akeem furrowed his eyebrows, “They went to Aesora.”

“She was my ticket out of Erdu! You did this, Murdok! 
You’ll pay me for her, or I will tell Alkira and Shen what 
happened,” Daruke screamed.

Murdok turned to Daruke, grabbed his throat, and lifted 
him with one hand, pushing him against the pyramid wall. 
Murdok started morphing until his whole facial structure 
changed to something terrifying. 

Daruke let out a yelp, “What the hell are you! Put me 
down”. 

Akeem walked over to Daruke, smiling. “He’s my 
dameon, of course.” He sneered. Do you know anything 
about the water Eiraloki?”

Daruke shook his head, frightened. 

“Of course you do not,” shaking his head. “You are a 
pitiful species. You humans look exactly like us, but you 
have no powers, no abilities whatsoever. Quite frankly, 
you’re a waste of space in this world.”

Akeem’s face started to morph, anger growing in his eyes. 
“Why the Father and Mother would put us here is beyond 
me.”

Akeem was still talking about his hatred for humanity as 
he started to shapeshift into the form of Murdok. Daruke’s 
eyes widened in terror as he saw two Murdoks standing 
before him. The old Murdok that held him by the throat 
dropped Daruke. He hit the hard ground, coughing, hold-
ing his throat. The old Murdok started to shapeshift, his 
body changing into a black energy substance, spiking in 
all directions. The black smoke began to shapeshift into 
different people, waiting for the real Murdok to give his 
order.

Murdok turned to the black energy substance. “Find out 
everything you can about Aesora and report back to me. 
Take any form you need, and don’t get caught.

“Yes, master.” The black energy substance spiked larger 
and then vanished into thin air.

Murdok turned back around to face Daruke. “This is what 
you’re going to do for me, Daruke.”

“Right—well, let’s stick to what we do know. Every single 
one of you fell from the Athaliah to Aereth because you 
have all committed some atrocious sin, and now you’re 
here as punishment. Does that sound about right?”

Seraphina shot him a hateful look and screamed at him, 
“How are we ever supposed to right our sins if we can’t 
remember what we did or why we did it!”

Everyone in the room was quiet. Seraphina started to pace 
back and forth in her cage, mumbling to herself.

  “Akeem, start making your way with the pris-
oner and take him to the anachē. I have some unfinished 
business with the girl.”

Seraphina’s stomach grumbled loudly. Murdok looked 
over at her cage and saw two empty bowls on the ground. 
He went to the door of her cage and opened it with a 
bronze key.

“Since when do we treat our prisoners like dogs, Daruke?”

Daruke huffed, “The Eiraloki are worse than dogs. 
They’re the shit on my sandals.” he snarled.

Seraphina turned to Daruke with rage in her eyes, “If I’m 
worse than a dog and the shit on the bottom of your san-
dals Daruke, then why do you rape me! It seems you have 
a thing for the Eiraloki, and you just don’t want to admit 
it. Unless you wish to be like one of us instead of a puny 
human.”

Daruke walked over to her, grabbed her raven black hair, 
and pulled her up off the floor as she screamed in pain. 

“Let go of me!” Seraphina cried aloud.

Daruke began to squeeze her scalp harder. Seraphina 
screamed in pain; her blood began to boil, feeling the 
flames inside her beginning to brush up against each other. 
Her body started to tremble, and light began to come off 
her body. The ground began to shake beneath them as 

“Seraphina, please take a minute and think about where 
you are. You are inside of the Great Akayān pyramid. We 
wouldn’t want it to be destroyed by your combustion,” 
Murdok said calmly.

“To hell with that! You dumb slut, shut off your flames 
this instant!” Daruke said with a snarl.

“Don’t look back; just walk away. You don’t owe her a 
thing, not a damn thing at all, Askan.” 

Askan crept away very slowly. He reached the stairs, 
picked up a monk’s robe hanging up to dry, and put it on. 
Askan walked up a few stairs before he heard the spat. He 
turned around and looked back up at Seraphina. She had 
spat in Daruke’s face. Askan could see Daruke enraged 
even more and grabbed Seraphina and began to choke 

Seraphina grew angrier. She put her hands on her head 
as she tried to wiggle out of his grip.

“I hate you Daruke! I hate you with the passion of a 
thousand suns!”

Askan saw Daruke unlock Seraphina’s chains and put 
the key in his pocket. He started to drag her out of the 
cage and throw her against the wall. She lay uncon-
scious in a pool of blood. Askan watched as Murdok’s 
key fell to the ground.  He made sure they weren’t 
watching him and slowly got down on the ground and 
picked up the key, unlocking the chains on his wrists. 
Seraphina came back from being unconscious, holding 
her head. The ground started to shake harder,  Seraph-
ina was burning a brilliant bright, with icy blue flames 
coming out from her.

         “Get her before she starts to combust!”

Everyone but Daruke started to try and calm Seraphina 
down.
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Do

Enter the room and stand widely 
in the doorway. Make eye contact 
with everyone in the room.

Santana 

Clause’s 

Top 

Ten

Do

Let your opponents know that they can’t 
cut the mustard when there are stronger 
seeds flowing through your veins.
(heart issues)

Now you might be thinking, what’s manly about a 
holiday? A holiday. That’s right a holi day, or should  
I say holy. The only thing that’s wholly around  
here brother are my 37 inch biceps, and these  
tree trunk thighs.

(grunting and flexing)
Santana Clause knows a lot about holidays, yeah.

(intense breathing)
If you want to be a real man for the holidays, 
you need to listen to me brother!

(pectorals twitching)
Whether you’re with family…

(Arnold pose)
Friends…

(rear lat spread)
Or your coworkers, yeah!

(quiet exhale)
These are the top ten things you’re 
going to want to do at your next 
holiday party.

Do

Show everyone in this arena. 
(conference room) why you’re the 
number one contender. (growling)

Do

Stand on the backs of giants to take 
flight into another stratosphere, brother! 
(lonely at the top (lower middle))

Do

Not make amends with those who have 
crossed you. (bladder control)

Do

Mind your step because there’s a 
big dropoff between me and you. 
(intense breathing and flexing)

Don’t

Admit the fact that you’ve been a little 
sad this time of year, yeah! (grunt)

Don’t

Think for a second that Santana 
Clause would lay down. (tired)

Don’t

Let anyone get in the way of 
your rise to the top. (in debt)

Don’t

Make me get my mole looked at! 
(mortal)

Don’t

Count Santana Clause out at this year’s 
Crash of Champions. (drunk driving)

Don’t

Ask to go to your room. (you don’t 
live there (friend’s house))

Dos and Don’ts  
at Holiday Parties  
(For Real Men)
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e were somewhere around Burnet outside of Hill Country when 
the resentment began to take hold. I remember my wife screaming 
something about forgetting the holiday casserole she had made for 

Christmas Eve dinner. But it was much too late for that now as the halfway 
point in our holiday journey had come and gone. My suggestion of stopping 
by the local deli to pick up a pre-made side dish threw my travel companion 
into a blind rage. I decided not to engage her. We’ll both be screaming about 
god knows what soon enough.

It was much too early in the trip for this kind of infighting. This brand of 
tension is generally reserved for the moments after I narrowly miss a semi-
truck while trying to pass the minivan in the left lane going 10 under the 
speed limit. The vibrations in the car had turned nasty, but why? Was there 
no communication in this sensible Mazda CX-5? As I drove the flat roads 
through country nothingness, I began to recall the events in my head.

You see, twenty-four hours ago my attorney and I were drinking martinis 
in the upstairs lounge of the Driskill Hotel. My wife hates it when I refer to 
her as “my attorney,” but that is her profession, and nothing short of a cease 
and desist will get me to stop. As I recall, we were holding hands and laughing at a hilarious Global Guts reference I made when 

the call came in. It was my mother- in- law ranting about how there was a 
change of plans and everything was being moved up a day. Also, my wife was 
to prepare a holiday casserole.

This was trouble. Instead of having a buffer day to mentally prepare for 
the upcoming familial gauntlet, we were now behind the eightball and fairly 
drunk for 9pm on a Tuesday. The lovely evening we were having slowly 
deteriorated as the Uber ride home consisted of curt whispers through 
clenched teeth.

I could tell our driver really didn’t want to get into the middle of our 
argument, but that didn’t stop me from awkwardly dragging him into it 
with loaded questions about who was right. We were now working against 
the clock and the scramble began as soon as we walked through the front 
door.

“Where the hell is my brown dress belt?” I yelled to my wife on the other 
side of the house. “Probably on your belt hanger!” she shouted back. “I’m 
not wearing those stupid khakis you laid out if I can’t find my brown belt.” 
I replied with unmitigated anger. I had been searching for the belt for more 

than 2 minutes and was growing more furious with every passing second.
Sensing that I may soon explode, my wife entered the closet only to find 

the belt immediately upon walking through the door exactly where she 
suggested it might be. Snatching it quickly and shoving it into my face she 
snarled “are you fucking kidding me?” My embarrassment only fueled my 
fury. Either way, I knew we needed to make sure we were ready and armed 
to the teeth for what was to come.

A three-day trip spent with in-laws, extended family, and limited Internet 
access called for much preparation. The trunk of our midsize SUV looked 
like a mobile liquor store.

We had 24 cans of craft beer, 6 bottles of wine, a quart of expensive 
whisky, a quart of rum, a quart of vodka, a whole galaxy of mixers, a 
discrete weed pen, three old gummy edibles found in a nightstand, and five 
Xanax bars broken in half for rationing. Not that we would need all of this, 
but once you get locked into a serious family gathering you tend to want 
options.

Now, having left the house much later than we had planned, I was testing 
the speed limits on the windy country roads. The fact that she wasn’t berating me over how fast I was going gave me an idea 

of just how enraged she had become. The yelling I can handle, and even the 
name calling is fine, but it’s the abject silence that strikes terror in my heart.

After about 30 minutes had passed, I tested the waters with a joke. While 
passing the “Beer Barn #5” I broke the silence in my best Lou Bega voice. 
“Ladies and Gentlemen, This is Beer Barn Numba Five.” She did everything 
she could not to laugh, but the joke was too dumb. A reluctant smile crossed 
her face as she held back a giggle.

“Thank God.” I thought to myself, or maybe even said out loud. The 
next three days would be hell enough on their own, teeming with terrible 
political discourse, passive aggressive compliments, and of course, good 
old-fashioned racism. We needed to stick together if we were to survive this 
bout with anxiety manifest.

These are the types of trips that can tear a couple asunder and pit 
husband against wife. But not us. We are chock full of grit and will still be 
in love as we pass this same Dairy Queen headed in the opposite direction 
in three day’s time. I am sure of it.

IT’S THE 
MOST 

WONDERFUL 
TIME FOR 
THE FEAR

B Y  M I K E  H A L E

W
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How can there possibly be this much traffic on Christmas 
Eve? Why do my wife and kids suddenly need to talk to 
me the moment I am getting ready to leave the house 
for the biggest meeting of  my entire career?! “bUt 

DaD iT’s ChRisTmaS evE!” they whined. Don’t they understand if  
this merger doesn’t go through, there won’t be any Christmas at all? 
Ungrateful little bastards. Where does my wife think her Mercedes 
Benz, fake tits, and Peloton came from? Santa? Pff. I’d like to see 
that fat fuck run the largest home furniture chain in the tri-state 
area. 

Thank God I’m a little early. My stomach is shredded from the 
nerves and I need to destroy this bathroom with a Michelin 3-star 
dump. “Sir, wait, do you have a reservation?” squawks the hostess. I 
don’t even slow down. We can take care of  logistics after I’ve had a 
chance to exorcize the Cobb salad battling its way back from lunch. 
I slam through the ornate bathroom door only to be greeted by a 
small, mid-60’s man dressed in a suit three sizes too large. “Hello 
there! Merry Christmas Eve!” says the bathroom attendant with a 
crooked-toothed smile.

“Oh great. Just what I fucking need, an audience,” I mutter to 
myself, but also loudly. I push past this nuisance and into the first 
available stall. As I begin to let loose a hall of  fame evacuation, I 
hear his voice from the other side of  the stall. I could barely make 
out the words over the sound of  the 
carnage. “Did you happen to catch 
the Jets game Monday night? It was a 
real barn burner!” said the bathroom 
attendant. “Are you kidding me 
right now? I am fighting for my life 
in here, and you want to talk to me 
about football?! Piss off you weirdo!” 
I screamed, still furiously shitting. 

I finished my dirty work and 
exited the stall only to find the 
bathroom attendant smiling ear 
to ear and holding paper towels. 
He had already started the faucet 
and the temperature was perfect. I 
hated how good he was at his job, 
but I hated even more how much he 

genuinely enjoyed it. “Can I offer you a mint, or gum? Perhaps a 
little cologne?” he said cheerfully. “No, I’m fine.” I snapped. I know 
if  I take the paper towels from him, I will have to give him a tip. I’d 
rather flush $5 down the toilet. In a stroke of  genius, I shook my 
hands violently at my sides and wiped the remaining moisture on 
my dark pants. 

“You’re looking sharp! You must be on a hot date.” He says as 
I make my way to the door. I ignore him and pull the handle. The 
door swings wide and I hear him yell. “Hey! Sir! You forgot your 
phone!” I had set it down when I washed my hands. He picked it 
up and turned quickly to bring it to me. As he turned, he slipped in 
the puddle I had inadvertently created while shaking my hands dry.

It happened in slow motion. Like a cartoon. The phone flew 
up in the air as he slipped backwards, cracking his head on the 
ceramic sink with a colossal, “Thunk.” “Holy Shit!” I yelled as I 
ran over and dropped to the floor. Relief  swept over me. “Thank 
God!” I thought to myself  upon a closer inspection. The screen  
on my phone wasn’t cracked at all. I had just got the new iPhone 
this week and couldn’t imagine the fury I would rain down if   
it were damaged.

Unfortunately, the head of  the bathroom attendant was indeed, 
cracked. I bent down to check his pockets for tips before anyone 

else found him. “He’s not going to 
need them anymore.” I reasoned 
to myself. Instead, a small off-white 
business card fell from his jacket. In 
ornate red print read the words, “If  
something should happen to me, put 
on the suit. $100 to end your shift and 
begin your life.” Well, that’s just not 
something I have time for right now. I 
stood up and pulled the door handle. 
It didn’t budge. Locked? Jammed? 
Stuck? Either way, I couldn’t get it 
open with any amount of  force.

I spun around quickly only to 
realize the attendant’s body had 
vanished. I rushed to the sink, but 
there wasn’t a trace of  the man. 

The

Bathroom

Attendant

Clause

by Mike Hale

Only the small card remained. I bent down to pick it up and as 
I stood, I caught my reflection in the mirror. I was wearing the 
attendant’s suit. But that wasn’t all. Inexplicably I was now wearing 
a gold pinky ring, a Bluetooth earpiece, and had a full slicked-back 
ponytail. Fear crept down my spine. “Don’t panic.” I told myself. I’ll 
just call the restaurant and explain what’s happening.

I reached into my jacket pocket but instead pulled out a handful 
of  individually wrapped mints. I threw them to the ground and dug 
back into the pocket of  the jacket only to pull out more mints. I did 
this several more times until there was a substantial pile of  mints 
on the ground. I began furiously checking my other pockets. Gum, 
cologne samples, mouthwash, condoms, matches. Every pocket had 
a magically unlimited supply of  a different item, none of  which 
were my cell phone. Piles accumulated all over the bathroom as I 
dug wildly through each pocket. 

Just as my mania hit a fever pitch, a man entered the restroom 
and the piles of  hygiene products disappeared. I opened my mouth 
to desperately explain my situation but all that came out was “Good 
evening sir! Welcome to the throne room heh heh.” He gave me 
a curt look and walked to the wall of  urinals. Again, I tried to 
cry out for help, but my anguish was transformed into “Can you 
believe how warm it’s been for December? I might have to get the 
beachwear out of  the attic!” The man washed his hands without a 
word and rudely dodged me as I stood 
there, silently holding a wad of  paper 
towels.

The next couple hours were more 
of  the same. Countless men came in 
and out of  the bathroom. Some were 
mildly polite, but most ranged from 
slightly mean to downright cruel. 
Upon offering one man a spray of  
cologne, he said, “I think you will find 
my brand much more fragrant,” and 
spit on my neck. I offered another man 
a towel to dry his drenched hands. He 
violently untucked my shirt and wiped 
his hands with it. As he wiped, he 
leaned in close and whispered, “That’s 
not water, baby.” For two hours I had 
endured unprompted abuse and only 
had $7 to show for it. 

I slumped down, defeated. “What 
am I doing?” I thought to myself. 

I have a beautiful wife, two smart children and one that will 
make a great Best Buy employee. Where have my ambitions taken 
me? Alone on the floor of  a public restroom on Christmas Eve. My 
mind flashed to all of  the people I had mistreated over the years. 
How could I have gotten so wrapped up in all the things that don’t 
matter? I had lied, stolen and cheated my way to the middle with 
very little to show for it. I deserve this. 

Just as I was accepting my fate, a short bald man entered the 
bathroom. “You look like you’re having a rough holiday!” All I 
could muster from my prone position was a feeble “Good Evening, 
sir. Enjoying your dining experience?” His voice was gentle and 
reassuring. “I’m not at all, but I’ve never been one for fine dining. 
You don’t seem like you’re having a good time either. Chin up my 
friend. Nothing lasts forever, including hard times.” He washed his 
hands, politely took a paper towel and a mint, and stuffed a crisp 
$100 into my tip jar.

The door closed behind him and I was instantly transformed 
into my former self. His unmerited kindness and generosity had 
broken the spell. I was finally free to get back to the life I had taken 
for granted. I exited the bathroom to find that I was just in time 
for my big meeting. Had it all been a dream? Had time stopped? 
Either way, I cannot describe the relief  I felt. I approached the 
table, shook hands with the clients and crushed the meeting with an 

unshakable newfound confidence. 
I finally knew what was important 
in life. I’m a new man, and there 
are going to be a lot of  changes!

It lasted exactly one week. My 
small house, nagging wife, and 
useless children reminded me why 
I work so much. I hate my life. It’s 
awful. Closing deals and acquiring 
wealth are the only things that make 
me feel alive, and even those aren’t 
doing the trick. Recently, the only 
snow that makes me happy comes 
from Columbia. The stockings are 
hung with care on the strippers I 
pay for violent, degrading sex. The 
only thing that has changed is the 
way I treat bathroom attendants. 
Just in case.
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WINTER
OUTFITS
TO COMPLIMENT
YOUR 
HOLIDAY
MUSTACHE4

No shave November 
has come and gone. 
December is well 
under way. It’s time 

to decide what to do with your 
now giant mustache. Should you 
shave it off like your girlfriend and 
mother and boss and neighbors 

and close friends and mailman 
and passing strangers and doctor 
have all been begging you to? Not 
so fast! All that lip toupee needs is 
a great holiday outfit to create the 
right context. After all, in today’s 
society a mustache must be properly 
explained.

Here Comes “MAN-ta Claus”Here Comes “MAN-ta Claus”

Santa’s Little Smarty StacheSanta’s Little Smarty Stache

A Ride In Santa’s SleighA Ride In Santa’s Sleigh

Unionize Santa’s ElvesUnionize Santa’s Elves

The classics never die for a reason. Burt Reynolds, Steve Har-
vey, Selena Gomez. Nothing delivers a staggering boost to your 
manhood like some good old fashion face furniture. A flannel shirt 
paired with a khaki pocketed vest from LL Bean lets people know 
you’re not one to shy away from manual labor. Don’t worry, we 
won’t tell anyone you recently pulled a muscle getting out of your 
car. Complete the look with some slim fit jeans and a pair of Clark’s 
chukkas. Pro tip: Smash the Clark’s repeatedly against the side of 
your apartment building to make them look like they’ve seen real, 
outdoor use.

How will people know that your twirly mustache comes with 
strong opinions about the current conflict in the middle east? 
Easy! Combine a pair of Warby Parker turtle shell glasses with an 
officially licensed Peaky Blinders flat cap. No one will dare google 
any of the facts you just made up about the Austro-Hungarian 
Empire while wearing a Dickies sweater under a sensible peacoat 
from Macy’s. Top it all off with a pair of black penny loafers from 
the Neil Degrasse Tyson winter collection. Pro tip: Accessorize by 
carrying around a first edition copy of a bullshit book everyone 
read in high school.

Nothing is more exciting and attractive than a well-traveled man. 
Mustaches have historically been grown by those who search the 
world seeking adventure. A French beret from Hermosa Mime 
Outfitters meshes nicely with any comically oversized scarf from 
the Lenny Kravitz fall line (available exclusively at Costco and 
Sam’s Club). Look fashion forward with bellowing European 
harem pants. People don’t really ask about the pants if you open all 
conversations with, “they are actually really trendy in Europe.” Pro 
Tip: Carry your passport with you everywhere to make sure people 
know you’ve been out of the country, even if it was just once to 
Cancun with your family when you were 17.

“Capitalism’s concept of competitive man who seeks only to maximize 
wealth and power, who subjects himself to market relationships, to exploita-

tion and external authority, is anti-human and intolerable in the deepest 
sense” — Chomsky. That’s right. You’ve read Chomsky. Noam Chomsky. 

Nothing says “dismantle the system” like a small, tight south brow paired 
with a “Tax the Rich” hoodie from the AOC online shop. Let your family 

know that their vile, consumeristic holiday party is over as soon as you walk 
through the front door. Grab your iPhone or iPad or MacBook Pro and hop 

on to amazon.com to snag a black pair of Dickies work pants to complete 
the look. Pro tip: In case you get hot around the fireplace make sure you are 

wearing a Che Guevara tee shirt under your hoodie. Available now at Urban 
Outfitters and Spencer Gifts.
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“I just moved here.”
“So did everybody else.”

…
“Nobody is from here.”

…
“Austin has changed so much.”

 Statements like these are commonplace in 
the present-day social scene of  our city. While it 
is true that Austin resides in that set of  American 
cities which is currently growing —alongside 
Phoenix, San Antonio, and Seattle — Austin is not 
alone in its experience of  strain and crowding. 
While traveling in Spain in 2019, I landed in the 
lovely Basque seaside town of  San Sebastian-
Donostia. In the three weeks of  my stay, I learned 
that most of  the residences in the old town had 
been converted into AirBnB’s for tourists to rent 
and that much of  the native population had been 
pushed further out and into the town’s outskirts. 
During my time in the town, there was an exhibition 
on one of  the boardwalks regarding possible 
housing solutions necessitated by a tourism 
induced population increase. Donostia’s problems 
are not identical to those of  Austin, but they are 
quite similar. Indeed, the challenges faced by 
metropolitan areas attempting to accommodate a 
growing population and an increased cost of  living 
are common themes amongst many of  the cities I 
visited while touring overseas.

 Austin is as individual in its flavor and 
history as the Garlic Ice Cream of  Gilroy, CA, but 
its challenges are not particularly unique. Except 
during festival times such as ACL, F-1, and SXSW, 
Austin’s population and traffic difficulties are not 
caused by tourism as they are in San Sebastian.

By way of  an aside, the Spanish have had a long 
history of  contentious sentiments with vacationers 
and tourists who flock from countries further 

north to summer or winter there. The Spanish 
say that the summer hasn’t started until an 
inebriated Englishman has fallen off  of  a 
balcony on his vacation. The island of  Mallorca 
is beset by swarms of  German holiday-makers 
every summer, the battlements of  the seaside 
capital of  Palma de Mallorca are littered with 
anti-tourist graffiti, and the Germans have a 
joke that Mallorca is the 17th state of  Germany. 
Much of  the tension between the Spanish and 
these northern visitors comes from the disdain 
that Spanish and other Mediterranean peoples 
have been held in by the north. Remember 
the pandemic of  1918 is still referred to as the 
Spanish flu (due to a 1918 dispatch printed in the 
London Times) when in fact the virus first broke 
out in Kansas.

Austin’s high rate of  growth can be most heavily 
attributed to the meteoric surge of  the tech-
services industry that has been attracted here 
by Texas’ low corporate tax rates. Austin is 
more similar to Dublin in that respect, which has 
likewise become a haven for major corporations 
to erect high-rises and continue their policy of  
expansion while under the umbrella of  paying 
comparatively little to the state.
 While the rest of  Ireland has its culture 
and flavor intact, Dublin appears to be sadly 
bereft of  its roots, now a town which merely 
pretends to be Irish, a limp and soggy cabbage 
being run relentlessly through the juice-presser 
now not even fit for slaw. Let’s hope that Austin’s 
fate is not a loss of  its soul and spice. As long as 
it is a center of  art and expression, perhaps that 
will keep the hell-hounds at bay. If  those of  us 
who are here, native or transplant, make an effort 
to contribute to the life of  the city rather than 
loot its riches on our way to the devil-knows-not-
where, then maybe the city stands a good chance 
of  retaining its rugged shine. 

Sing your song, dance your dance, tell your tale 
and Keep Austin Weird.
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EXT. GOLF COURSE - DAY

WE OPEN UP ON A GOLF COURSE TEE BOX. A TEE 
SLOWLY ROTATES THROUGH THE AIR A LA 2001: SPACE 
ODYSSEY. IT LANDS ON THE GREEN GRASS AND BOUNCES 
A FEW TIMES BEFORE IT EVENTUALLY SETLLES INTO 
A STILLNESS. CUT TO A SHOT OF THE FOURSOME OF 
ARBORISTS DECIDING THE ORDER OF WHO TEES OFF 
FIRST. 

TED
Oh Bobby! You lucky son of a gun!

ED
Okay Bobby, you’re up first.

SVED
Well, it’s only right that the newest member of 

the firm has honors.
BOBBY

Thank you fellas.. no pressure!
TED

[laughs] Classic Bobby.
ED

There’s that wit..and charm that we hired you for
SVED

Wit & Charm is what makes us great arborists.

THEY ALL NOD IN AGREEMENT.
BOBBY LINES HIS SHOT AND TEES OFF.

 BOBBY
Hey! Hey! Middle of the fairway, not a better 

start than that. 

THE OTHERS ARE NOT AS ENTHUSED AS BOBBY.

TED
OK Sved you’re up! 

SVED
Lets see if I still got it!

 ED
[laughs] I’m sure you do.

SVED TEES OFF AND SLICES IT INTO THE TREES.

SVED
YES! FUCKING YES! THAT’S HOW YOU START!

TED
OH-HO BABY! Great shot Sved!

BOBBY IS CONFUSED. 
BOBBY

You-you guys know he hit it into the trees?

THE OTHERS SLOWLY BRING THEIR HIGH-FIVING TO A HALT.

 SVED
Uhh yeah that’s what I was going for Bobby.. 

We’re arborists.
TED

It’s- It’s alright—he’s still new here. You see Bobby, you’re only connection with the tree at this point is all those textbooks you had to read to get your Masters. Once you’ve spent the time that we have with actual trees.. [leans in] 
you simply can’t get enough.

BOBBY
Really?

TED
Oh yeah! You’ll pick up on it, new guy. 

TED AND ED BOTH LINE UP THEIR SHOTS AND DRILL THEIR GOLF BALLS INTO THE TREE LINE. THEY COULD NOT BE MORE ECSTATIC. 

BOBBY TAKES HIS SECOND SHOT FROM THE FAIRWAY AND SHANKS IT INTO THE TREES. 
ED

Way to go new guy!

 SVED
You lucky son of a bitch! You landed just 

under that Elm Tree.
BOBBY

Right.. The Elm Tree.

BOBBY AND SVED LOCK EYES WITH AN INTRIGUING BUT FLEETING STARE.  WE SEE BOBBY WALKING AIMLESSLY AS SVED AND TED WATCH HIM WITH SUSPICION.

BOBBY QUIETLY PANICS.

BOBBY
Elm Tree.. Elm Tree

SVED
Having a little trouble finding your ball 

Bobbay?
 BOBBY

Oh, I’m Good—Just trying to remember where the 
spot is all.

TED
That would be the Elm Tree Bobbay.. on your 

left.
BOBBY

[nervous] Oh thank you fellas 

WE SEE BOBBY APPROACH A TREE AND SET HIS BAG 
DOWN TO KEEP LOOKING FOR THE BALL BUT CAN’T 
FIND IT ANYWHERE.

TED
Having trouble finding your ball?

 BOBBY
(Oh yeah – Golf y’know.. frustrating. You said 

it was by this Elm Tree didn’t you?
TED

Oh I did— only this isn’t an elm tree..

BOBBY’S FACE SHOOTS UP IN PANIC.

TED
This is a dogwood.. But now- who are you? 

Because you sure as shit aren’t an arborist.

SVED AND ED SLOWLY APPROACH BOBBY. HE IS 
CORNERED.

BOBBY
I-I I’m Bobby

Tension builds.
 ED

Bobby what?
BOBBY

Bobby-Bobbbyyyyy-

BOBBY PULLS OUT A GUN.

 Tree Police! Everyone get down on the ground! 
SVED

I knew it!
BOBBY

That’s right you tree humping bags of shit! 
I’ve been undercover the whole time! And I’m on 
to your little game here.. You make me sick!

ALL THREE BEGIN COWERING TO SURRENDER ON THE 
GROUND.

 TED
I don’t know what you’re talking about!

BOBBY
Save it for the tree judge! 

BOBBY PULLS OUT HIS RADIO.
 

All units I have the perps under 
arrest in front of me on hole 2!

POLICE OFFICERS DESCEND FROM THE TREES VIA 
ROPES AND PROCEED TO TAKE THE ARBORISTS INTO 
CUSTODY.

ED
How could you Bobby! We let you into our homes, 

you’re married to my sister!

BOBBY
Yeah and I fucked her too! Take these 

scumbags away!

BOBBY LIGHTS A CIGARETTE.

Oh and one more thing.. the name’s not 
Bobby.. it’s Detective Cat Ricardo.. The 

county’s most flexible detective. 

 SVED
Go to hell Cat Ricardo! 

AN OFFICER KNOCKS SVED SILENT WITH ONE 
PUNCH. THEN TURNS TO CAT RICARDO AND ASKS. 

OFFICER
How’d you do it Cat? How’d you pull off 

capturing the biggest crime syndicate the 
tri-state area has ever seen?

CAT RICARDO
Doesn’t matter how I did it?

CAT LIGHTS A CIGARILLO AND TAKES A DRAG.

 All that matters is.. Fuck Arborists!

INT. POLCE STATION - DAY

DETECTIVE CAT RICARDO COMES BURSTING 
THROUGH THE PRECINCT DOORS TO THUNDEROUS 
APPLAUSE FROM HIS FELLOW OFFICERS. HE 
GRABS ONE OF THE MALE OFFICERS AND KISSES 
HIM LIKE A SAILOR RETURNED FROM WAR THEN 
STORMS INTO THE CHIEF’S OFFICE. THE CHIEF 
IS ON HIS ANCIENT COMPUTER AND LOOKS UP 
WITH GREAT DELIGHT AS HIS LONG LOST SOLDIER 
RETURNS HOME. 

CHIEF
Well I’ll be a son of a bitch-

CAT RICARDO
You were always a son of a bitch, Chief. 
That’s about the only thing that hasn’t 

changed in this place. 
CHIEF

After nine years of working an undercover 
case – I’m sure you could use a little 

familiarity.
CAT RICARDO

Nine and a half – if you count my 
honeymoon.

THEY BOTH LAUGH AND DAP EACH OTHER UP A LA 
PREDATOR DEPSITE BEING ON OPPOSITE SIDES OF 
THE ROOM. 

CHIEF
Speaking of which- I’m sure you’re eager to 

get back to your real wife and kid.
CAT

My what now?
CHIEF

Oh—it sure has been a while.. we can table 
that for later! It sure is good to have you 
back, Cat. You’re the most flexible cop this 
county has and we can’t thank you enough 

for it. 

AN EPISODE OF 
TELEVISION
WRITTEN FOR THE SMALL SCREEN BYPATRICK DUGGAN & AUSTIN HENRY
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THE CHIEF’S SMILE DISSAPEARS INTO A LOOK HEAVY WITH WORRY AS HE STARES OUT THE WINDOW.

CAT RICARDO
Uh oh- I know that look. Good news always carpools with bad news, eh Chief?

CHIEF
I’m afraid so. Why don’t you have a seat. Can I get you a drink? You still take the usual?

CAT RICARDO
Keep it neat! 

CAT TAKES A SEAT IN A BEANBAG CHAIR AS CHIEF HANDS HIM HIS USUAL DRINK.
 CHIEF

2% ON THE ROCKS – JUST THE WAY YOU LIKE IT.

CAT PROCEEDS TO BLOW BUBBLES INTO HIS MILK WITH A STRAW, THEN COMES UP FOR AIR. 

CAT RICARDO
Alright – give it to me straight Chief. 

CHIEF
Well.. Cat.. we’re all very proud of your work on the Arborist case with the illegal tree market, but the 9 years you were under cover became very expensive for us and really did quite drain our budget for this precinct. I’m afraid I don’t really have a desk I can give you. 

CAT
Well, that’s alright chief, I’m an outdoor cat. I can make a squad car my office.

 CHIEF
Can’t give you one of those either. We had to auction off all the cars to pay for your fake 

wedding. 
CAT

Happiest day of my fake life.

THEY CLINK DRINKS DEPSITE BEING ON OPPOSITE SIDES OF THE ROOM. 

CAT
We still have bikes don’t we?

 CHIEF
[pausing] Not exactly. 

EXT. POLICE STATION PARKING LOT - DAY

CHIEF AND CAT STANDING IN PRECINCT PARKING LOT AS COPS ON UNICYCLES PASS BY FROM BOTH DIRECTIONS. 
 
CAT

Never thought I’d join the circus chief, but hey, if you need me to bust chumps on of these bozo-machines – I’m down to clown. 
 CHIEF

You really are the most flexible cop in the county. 
CAT

If there’s two things that Cat Ricardo knows – its thriving in tight corners and keeping this place 
clean.

CAT PULLS OFF HIS SUNGLASSES.
 

Now tell me chief.. Which tight corner of this county needs a good moppin’?

CHIEF SMIRKS AT CAT. HIS TOP SOLDIER IS BACK.

INT.CAR. TRAFFIC STOP - DAY

WE SEE BRIAN [MAIN CHARACTER] WAITING AT A STOPLIGHT IN SILENCE UNTIL HIS PHONE RINGS. HE ANSWERS AS THE LIGHT CHANGES AND HE BEGINS TO MOVE FORWARD AND TALK.
BRIAN 

Hey Sweetie!PRISCILLA [BRIAN’S WIFE] ON THE OTHER LINE. SHE IS IN HER KITCHEN, PACING ABOUT. 

PRISCILLAPlease tell me you are at the school and not in traffic.
BRIAN

I.. am.. both.
 PRISCILLA

Both? How are you both?
BRIAN

I am in traffic.. and learning a lot
PRISCILLAJesus, Brian.. it’s career day! How is it gonna look when our son doesn’t have someone for career day. Especially after last year?
BRIAN

Ok – that is not on me. Everyone thought I worked at Baskin Robbins. 
 PRISCILLAI’m sorry but that’s the name of your law firm. You can’t be surprised when people think it’s the actual Baskin Robbins.

 
AN OUT-OF-FOCUS MAN ON A UNICYCLE COMES INTO FRAME IN THE BACK WINDSHIELD OF BRIAN’S CAR AS HE APPROACHES ANOTHER LIGHT.

BRIAN
I know I know – I’m tired of fighting this battle, and you know what the worst part is.. my bosses pretend like they don’t even know what the other Baskin Robbins is! You bring it up and you might as well be talking about UFOs or..

BRIAN RUNS THROUGH A RED LIGHT. WE SEE POLICE LIGHTS BEGIN TO SHINE OUT OF THE UNICYCLE AND A LITTLE SIREN BEGIN TO MAKE NOISE. BRIAN REALIZES WHAT HE DID. 

BRIAN
Ohhhh shit.
PRISCILLA

What’s that noise? Is that a police car?
BRIAN LOOKS IN HIS REARVIEW MIRROR WITH GREAT CONFUSION.

 BRIANI- I’m not sure.. I’ll have to call you backPRISCILLADo not miss your son’s career day, Brian!
BRIAN

I’ll call you back. Bye!

BRIAN PULLS OVER TO THE SIDE OF THE ROAD AND THE UNICYCLE COP FOLLOWS HIS WAKE. WE SEE THE OUT OF FOCUS FIGURE HOP OFF THE UNICYCLE AND SAUNTER OVER THE DRIVER-SIDE WINDOW AS BRIAN 

ROLLS IT DOWN. ENTER CAT RICARDO. 

BRIAN
How’s it going officer, sorry about that red 

light?
 CAT RICARDO

License and registration, son. 
BRIAN

Oh right of course.

BRIAN PULLS OPEN GLOVE COMPARTMENT AND 
HANDS OVER THE REGISTRATION ALONG WITH HIS 
LICENSE.
MOMENTS OF UNCOMFORTABLE SILENCE AS CAT 
EYES UP THE ID AND EYES UP BRIAN.  BRIAN 
BREAKS THE SILENCE.

BRIAN
Is that a- um- is that a unicycle you 

pulled me over with?
CAT

Well.. look who’s Mr. Observant.  Where was 
this super vision when you came up on that 

red light, huh four eyes?
 BRIAN
Four-?

BRIAN CHECKS HIS EYES FOR GLASSES. HE IS 
NOT WEARING ANY.

 
I-uh I didn’t mean to offend, officer. I’ve 
just never seen that before.. or ever 

thought I would. 
CAT

County’s been coming down hard on budget 
cuts – we don’t exactly have wheels to 

spare, rich boy.
BRIAN

But unicycles? I mean how long did that 
take you learn how to ride?

CAT
Half the time as a bike!

BRIAN
Really?
CAT

Believe it fancy pants.. Now, where’s 
a fancy pants like you off to that’s so 
special he thinks he can run a few red 

lights?
BRIAN

Oh I’m actually off to career day at my 
son’s school, I’m actually running pretty 

late-
CAT

Career Day huh? Having one of those 
myself. First day back on this beat and 

I’ve already wrangled in 3 punks who were 
stinking up this county.

RIPS OFF TICKET FROM PAD.

Looks you’re punk #4, small fry. 

BRIAN
Ah- a ticket really?

CAT
HEY! I’m letting you off easy pretty boy. 
Now, Mr. 4-wheels. Get the hell out of my 

sight. 
BRIAN

Ok-alright. I’m outta here!

BRIAN PUTS THE CAR IN GEAR AND BEGINS TO 
PULL BACK ON TO THE ROAD.

CAT
Git! Git to your son’s career day!

BRIAN
I’m leaving! I’m leaving! 

HE PULLS OUT AS CAT RICARDO LOOKS INTENSELY 
INTO THE DIRECTION OF BRIAN’S TRAVEL.

CAT
Godspeed, Fancy Pants.

WE SEE BRIAN RUN THROUGH ANOTHER RED LIGHT 
AS A CAR BRAKES HARSHLY TO AVOID HIM. CUT 
BACK TO CAT – WHO’S EYEBROWS RAISE ABOVE HIS 
SUNGLASSES.  

CAT
Looks like we got a little troublemaker on 

our hands.

INSERT SHOTS OF CAT SLIDING ACROSS THE HOOD 
OF HIS UNICYCLE. FLASHING THE POLICE LIGHTS. 
WIDE SHOT OF HIM PULLING BACK ONTO THE ROAD 
ON HIS UNICYCLE. 

CAREER DAY AND NIGHT
EXT. SCHOOL PARKING LOT – DAY

BRIAN PULLS IN CROOKED TO A PARKING SPOT. 
PUTS IT IN PARK. HE RUSHES OUT OF THE CAR 
AND EXITS LEFT. HE WALKS BACK TO THE CAR 
AND GRABS HIS BRIEFCASE, EXITS LEFT. BRIAN 
RE-ENTERS THE FRAME AND EXITS RIGHT. HE WAS 
LOST.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

BRIAN SWINGS AROUND A HALLWAY CORNER AS 
HSEARCHES FOR HIS SON’S CLASSROOM NUMBER. 
HE FINDS THE RIGHT ROOM AND REACHES FOR THE 
DOOR BUT ABRUPTLY THE DOOR OPENS AND HE IS 
MET WITH HIS SON’S TEACHER – MR. CHRISTIE. 
A 30 SOMETHING LONG HAIRED AND BEARDED COOL 
TEACHER. 

MR. CHRISTIE
Woah- Look out!

BRIAN
Oh sorry – in a rush!

MR. CHRISTIE
Hey- I get it. It’s career day. 

BRIAN
I’m not too late, am I? 

MR. CHRISTIE
Oh you’re late.. but you’re in luck. We had 

postpone things for a few hours.
BRIAN

{elated] Really? That’s great!
MR. CHRSTIE

Yeah- Yeah.. For you – not for the kid who’s 
dad went crazy in there.

BRIAN
What? What happened

MR. CHRISTIE
One of the student’s dad is a blind jazz 

piano player – or, well, he was.
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BRIAN
He was? Does he not play piano anymore?

MR. CHRISTIEWorse. He can see. – Yeah, he was on his way to the front of the room to play a song for us and tripped on a colored pencil that launched him eyes first into the blackboard. Apparently the impact jogged his eyes back into place and for the first time he possessed the pwoer of sight.  
BRIAN

Oh my god – that actually happened? 
MR. CHRISTIEOh it happened. I wish it ended there. He took one look at the piano in front of him and got freaked out by the amount of keys. He kept saying he had no idea there were this amount of keys and he proceeded to projectile vomit onto the piano seat. Then he stormed out of the classroom shouting things in a language none of us have ever heard before. Really spooked the kids so we let ‘em out for recess for a few hours to calm them down. 

BRIAN
Oh my god – that’s awful. 

MR. CHRISTIE
It is.. It is.. good for you though!

BRIAN
[long pause] yeah.

MR. CHRISTIE
Yeah in all my years of teaching – It’s always a heavy blow to the soul of a kid when they don’t have a parent show up for career day. Then again so is watching a grown man experience sight for the first time and transform into a creature person. 

BRIAN
Both.. both aren’t great.

MR.CHRISTIE
Hey- wait a second. Are you Jack’s dad? The one who works at Baskin Robbins?

BRIAN
I-I am, yeah.
MR. CHRISTIE

Did you bring any ice cream? If there’s anything that could bring these kids back to normal it’s a couple scoops. [shouts into classroom] Hey everyone! Jack’s dad brought ice cream for you all!

THE CLASSROOM CHEERS
BRIAN

Oh right – yeah I don’t work for THAT Baskin 
Robbins.

MR. CHRISTIE[smile fades] What the hell are you talking about?
BRIAN

I’m a lawyer
MR. CHRISTIE

For Baskin Robbins?
BRIAN

Well.. Funny coincidence.. Actually. The partners at my firm, their last names are Baskin and Robbins.. so it’s-it’s a mixup we run into-
MR. CHRISTIE

So you don’t have ice cream?
BRIAN

No.. No I never-
MR. CHRISTIE

These troubled kids are expecting ice cream..You want me to tell them that there is NOTHING FOR THEM!
BRIAN

I NEVER SAID I had ice cream! You said that! You announced that!

MR. CHRISTIEI dare these kids to dream! And right now they dream of ice cream!  
BRIAN

Well, I don’t have any ice cream!
MR. CHRISTIE

Oh you made damn sure of that.
BRIAN

Listen- can I just..Do my career day thing.MR. CHRISTIEOh you’d like that – well you’re gonna have to wait your turn lawyerman.. There are still some parents who actually showed up on time. [presses finger on BRIAN’S shirt] You. Go. Last. 
INT. CLASSROOM - DAY 

MR. CHRISTIE AND BRIAN ENTER THE CLASSROOM FULL OF EMOTIONALLY EXHAUSTED CHILDREN. 

MR. CHRISTIEAlright everyone, This is Jack’s liar of a dad who didn’t bring any of you ice cream. 
THE CHILDREN WAIL. WE SEE MR. CHRISTIE WALK UP TO THE CHALBOARD WHERE THERE IS A TALLY COUNT OF 3, LABELED “CAREER DAY NO-SHOWS” AND ERASES THE THIRD TALLY.

Mr. Jack’s dad, you may take a seat with the other working parents.

WE SEE A WIDE SHOT OF ALL THE OTHER PARENTS SEATED IN A ROW AND LOOKING COW-EYED TOWARDS BRIAN. THERE IS A FIREMAN. A MAILMAN. A SCUBA INSTRUCTOR. BRIAN MAKES HIS AWAY ACROSS THE CLASSROOM AS HE SEES HIS SON AND SAYS HELLO FROM DISTANCE. 
BRIAN

[half-whisper] Hey buddy
JACK

Hey dad! I tried to tell them that you don’t work in ice cream.
BRIAN

[comforting] I know you did, pal. 
SINGLE SHOT OF BRIAN’S CHAIR AS HE SITS DOWN FACING US, BACK TO THE WINDOW. POLICE LIGHTS BEGIN FLASHING ON EITHER SIDE OF HIS HEAD FROM THE WINDOW BEHIND HIM. THE CLASSROOM TAKES NOTICE. 

MR. CHRISTIE
What the- is that a cop on a bike?

CLOSE UP OF BRIAN TURNING AROUND AND SEEING WHAT HE FEARED.
BRIAN

Unicycle. 

THE DOOR SWNGS OPEN DRAMATICALLY – ENTER CAT RICARDO.

CAT RICARDO
Enter, Me!

BRIAN
Oh no.

CAT RICARDOThere was a disturbance called in – something about a musician entering the shadow realm?

MR. CHRISTIE
Yeah- we called you like 3 hours ago. 

CAT RICARDOListen, bookworm, I’m not on your schedule – I’m on crime’s schedule and there’s a lot of perps that needed to be apprehended on my way over here. 
MR. CHRISTIE

Aren’t there any other officers?
CAT

Oh, plenty. But I called dibs on this one, had a sneaking suspicion the cosmic forces wanted me here 
CAT SCANS ROOM, SEES BRIAN AND SMILES DEVILISHLY.

CAT
-And here I am.  

BRIAN
Oh no. 
CAT

Well, looky here. The Red Light bandit before my own damn eyes. 
MR. CHRISTIE

Jack’s Dad is the Red Light bandit?

CAT BEGINS TO PUT BRIAN IN CUFFS.

CAT
Jack’s Dad is nothing but a two-bit criminal who thought he could pull the wool over my eyes and keep running red lights like an Amsterdammy electrician.  Well I got news for you pal – I don’t pay for sex and I never count sheep. Crime doesn’t sleep unless it sleeps with me. 

STUNNED SILENCE.  
JACK

Do you really have to arrest my dad for running a red light. Can’t you just give him a ticket? 
CAT

Give him a ticke-? Not arrest him? Kid, I’m Cat Ricardo – the most flexible cop in the county area. 
 

A HUSH FALLS OVER THE ROOM. THE STUDENTS ARE LOCKED IN AS MR. CHRISTIE SLOWLY APPROACHES HIM. 

MR. CHRISTIE
What did you say your name was?

CAT
Detective Cat Ricardo, but you can call me-VOICE FROM CLASSROOM

Papa?

THE VOICE COMES FROM BEHIND CAT RICARDO AS HE’S FACING MR. CHRISTIE AND SLOWLY TURNS HIS BODY TO THE BACK OF THE ROOM. WHERE MULTIPLE STUDENTS LEAN TO ONE WAY TO OPEN A LINE OF VISION FOR CAT RICARDO’S SON. THEY SHARE A LOOK OF CURIOUSITY. 

CAT
Mijo?

CAT’S SON
Si, papa. 

CAT
Hijo mío, perdóname, casi me olvido de tu rostro.My son, forgive me, I have almost forgotten your 

face. 

¿Tu madre? ¿Como es ella?
Your mother? How is she?

CAT’S SON
Ella está esperando ... a ti padre.
She’s waiting.. for you father. 

CAT
Oh hijo. Tuve que hacer lo que tenía que hacer para mantener limpia esta ciudad, deshacerme de la escoria ... para que puedas crecer y jugar 

sin miedo a ser MANSLAUGHTER.
Oh son. I had to do what I had to do to keep this town clean, rid it of scum.. for you so you can grow and play without the fear of being 

manslaughtered. 

SILENT SHOT OF CAT’S SON. BACK TO ENGLISH.

But perhaps.. I have lost my way.  Maybe it’s time someone else becomes this county’s most flexible detective.. so I can become this 
county’s.. most flexible dad. 

WE SEE MR. CHRISTIE HOLDING BACK TEARS AS HE ERASES THE SECOND TALLY ON THE “CAREER DAY: NO SHOW” COUNT. 
CAT’S SON

Let him go, papa. 

BRIAN AND CAT A LOOK. HE UNCUFFS BRIAN. 

CAT 
Green lights only from now on you hear me fancy 

pants.
BRIAN

I promise. 

WE SEE A HAND RAISE AS AN INNOCENT LITTLE GIRL SPEAKS UP
LITTLE GIRL

Excuse Me? Is my dad going to show up today 
too?
BRIAN

Eww- not sure little girl. Do you know where he 
is?

LITTLE GIRL
We haven’t seen him since yesterday..

CAT
Oh well – what does he do?

LITTLE GIRL
He’s an arborist. 

CAT’S INNOCENT SMILE TRANSFORMS INTO DEEP DEEP HATRED. HE IS ONCE AGAIN THE NO-NONSENSE OFFICER.

INT. JAIL CELL - NIGHT

WE SEE THE LITTLE GIRL AT THE ENTRANCE OF A JAIL CELL AS THE DOOR SLAMS HARSHLY IN HER FACE. THE OTHER ARBORISTS STANDING BEHIND HER. 

CAT RICARDO
FUCK ARBORISTS. 
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HOW MANY WORDS CAN YOU UNSCROMBOL?

HOW MANY POINTS CAN YOU GET WITH A SINGLE WORD?

POST YOUR WORDS AND TAG US @JUNKAROO.MAG

MOST POINTS GETS A SWEET SWEET PRIZE
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Dear Mr Mayor!
Dear Mr. Mayor, What do you plan to do with all this extra rainwater we’re getting?

Dear Mr. Mayor, How does it feel to have come in first place at the Austin F1 race?

Dear Mr. Mayor, Will the Spice Girls headline ACL next year?

Dear Mr. Mayor, How do you keep your teeth so white?

I met a fella this weekend that says water is the next bitcoin. God has literally been making 

rain upon us beautiful hoes that make up the city of Austin. And for that I am grateful.

We have made plans to freeze it and bury it deep in the bellows of Q2 stadium. Plus, this opens us 

up for partnership with the NHL. Maybe bring one of those hockey matches to Austin, eh?

We will also use it to create ALS Ice Bucket Challenge videos. For the cure.

Looks like someone just watched the ‘Beckham’ documentary…

I don’t take joy in delivering bittersweet news, but we simply cannot afford the whole Spice posse. 

With that in mind, I’d like to introduce next years Saturday headliner: Scary Spice!

BOO! Just kidding, no need to be afraid! She won’t bite… But maybe let the kids sit this one out. 

She’s a little out there, the contract talks got pretty dicey.

After decades of trial & error (and minor oral surgery), I created a home blend combination 

cement of sorts comprised of Crest Toothpaste, Mucinex, and Bic White-Out called White Power 

(patent pending). 

The secret lies in the Mucinex. I think I’m their only customer cause I’ve never seen anyone use it 

for its intended purpose (gross). I swear I’m single-handedly keeping that green-boogery fuck in 

business.

While not FDA-approved, White Power is highly-effective and highly regulated (I never take my 

eyes off it. Every time I blink Doreen the secretary tries to jack the stuff.)

I’m currently in talks with Spencer Pratt from ‘The Hills’ on a co-branding deal. Imagine those 

beautiful blue eyes on a billboard for White Power… raucous stuff!

HA-HA, very funny… Thanks for all laughing at a serious situation.

As many of you know, I crashed into the Veracruz taco truck along turn 3 at 250MPH. Let me assure 

you: THIS IS NO LAUGHING MATTER.

I couldn’t drive to work without screaming at the top of my lungs for the next six weeks. Does 

that sound funny to you? I’d show up to congress with no offing voice! I had to see a hypnotist 

AND her husband thrice before I was willing to hop back behind the wheel of my 2016 Fusion. 

Sounds like a laugh riot, huh?

Don’t even get me started on my fear of food trucks. How would you like to suffer from 

ambulantial-phobia (the fear of ambulance shaped automobiles that operate as mobile 

workstations) in the city with a food truck on every fucking corner?

This is SERIOUS. We’re hosting a 5k and I expect everyone there!!

AUSTIN’S MONTHLY SHORT FILM SHOWCASE
FEATURING THE BEST OF TEXAS FILMMAKERS

SUBMIT YOURS TODAY!

DECEMBER 11
JANUARY 8
FEBRUARY 12 
MARCH 11

MONDAY
7:00 PM
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Sunshine by Joe McManus

A P P E N D I X
Reading Test

Math
 Test

Answers

Answers

1. D

2. D

3. A

4. C

1. B

2. B

3. A

4. A

5. C

6. D

7. B

5. C

6. A

7. C

8. D

9. D

grades only measure obedience,

not intellgonce!
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SIDECAR
JUNKAROO
mAGAZINE PARTY

SIDECARJUNKAROO.COM

SAVE THE DATE FOR THE

JANUARY 20

2024
AT INN  CAHOOTS

@JUNKAROO.MAG ON INSTAGRAM

ARE Y OU

VINT AG E • A UDIO • VINYL REC ORDS • C OFFEE • MCM FURNITURE

4825 WEIDEMAR LN. UNIT 60 0,  A US TIN, TX 78 74 5 • 512.22 0. 2020

Think of  necessities for surviving out on the streets. New or gently used jackets,
blankets, long sleeves, sweat pants, gloves, warm socks, underwear, backpacks, tarps.

Travel sized full hygiene products. Packaged foods and bottled drinks.FOR P
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