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CONVENTIONAL COOKING

Come the convergence of an unknown number of people
outside the Democratic National Convention the end of July. one
wonders whether or not there will be an accompanying feast.

Given the explosive nature of propane and camping stoves, 1t
would be unlil(ely that a cookout might be co-ordinated.

One could consider having Food Not Bombs come 1n, but
that might lead to an even greater justification for having all of
the protestors arrested (given the numerous cities which have the
penchant these days for arresting those who are Jr‘eecling the hungry).

But then again. thinl(ing further on the likeliest scenario to
come to fruition (is that like a fruit salad flambe - fruit + ignition)
maybe the best plan 1s to just bring all of our foods together\ throw it
all into a giant crock pot and show the world what happens when 1t

1s left to simmer just a bit too long.

CONVECTIONAL CONVENTION

Convection 1s the “concerted. collective movement of groups
or aggregates of molecules within fluids™ with the end result of
producing and transferring heat.

Given the opportunity presenting itself, it will be
interesting to see 1f the powers that be realize that this 1s the safest
type of cool(ing available and to allow all who gather to eat 1n peace

Because that's all we're really looking to do - be it outside
the gates of a convention. or in our own homes - to eat in peace.

W}ly then. does the Democratic Party, now-failed defender of
the rights of the people, make 1t so difficult?

CONVENTION PREVENTION

As the old saying goes, a fence to l(eep some out of a fancy
feast, can also be used to keep attendees 1n.

While 1t would be interesting to ask the ho1 polloi to come
sit side by side on a picnic blanket, 1t appears that any such interest
1n getting their loafers dirty. 15 lacking.

That being said - have you seen the shoes of the
establishment? Theyﬁve changed the little space on the tongue and
now it holds million dollar bills instead of just a penny!

UNCONVENTIONAL INVENTION

Of course, this1s a perfect opportunity for the raw diet
folks to be out 1n full force - but might we suggest a better ending?
How about the world's largest sun-baked cake in the shape of a giant
Bernie face - hair and glasses and the whole to-do? How could the

mainstream media avoid showing a three hundred foot wide cake?

ERGO, THE PRESSURE COOKER

Of course. the one food preparation method that should
have been banned decades ago 1s the one that most of us know
from our grandmother - that of the wllistling, wheezing. rattling.
rummaging. entirely frig}ltening. metal cool(-pot that 1s now known
for })eing the deliverer of horrific catastrophe at a marathon.

However, given the amount of shenanigans and questionable
conduct that has led to this point. 1t seems impossible to fathom that
at the entire convention, ringed in the fading light of the future of
this country, there Woulcl not, could not, should not be a WllOlC host
of people in whom the pressure has ﬁnally built just a bit...too...far...
And while we do hope peaceful protest 1s all which occurs from July
24th throug}l July 28th. we ﬁnd 1t unlil(ely to ]:)e tlle result. Tlle

only question WlllCl'l remains

15 - wl'xo 15 the
agitator. and
are tl)ey

1161(1 to
task...
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SINBAD AND THE OLD MAN OF THE SEA

When Sinbad finally found the strength to lift his head.
albeit ever so slig}ltly. from under the immense heft of the Old Man
of the Sea, the world he viewed was rather different than what he
remembered from that age ago., a no—longer-discernable number of
years, since the last time he tried to peel(.

"How did we end up here in this new time?” questionecl
Sinbad aloud, mostly to himself, but l(nowing he'd receive an answer
from his c}larg’e.

"It does not matter, responded the Old Man of the Sea,
“we still have our contract.”

“We llaven‘t had a contract since the first year we Workecl.“
said Sinbad, and then stumbling over the next word, “...together.“

The Old Man of the Sea replied. as he had done so many
times before, in a manner that spol(e of recitation rather than belief.
“"When that first contract ran out, we failed to negotiate another.
We tried. Well. mayl)e we tried. You did not seem so keen on
ﬁnding an agreement under which we both could prosper as we saw
fit. As the initial contract stated. and as rules go, you must continue
under the previous binding clauses until new ones are enacted.”

Sinbad, not needing to reply to this conversation that had
occurred numerous times before, kept Walking onward, waiting until
another topic was broached.

"How long would you say we ve been Walking, time passing
as 1t has, to bring us back to awareness right now?’

Stunned that the Old Man of the Sea would ask for his
thoughts or opinion, Sinbad chose his Words\ not carefully\ but
pointeclly. “Longer than I have agreecl to walk,” which sounded
almost like a reminiscence, and partly an attempt at turning the tide.
But tides from one man., against one of the sea. 1s never fair odds.

“There are far fewer trees now, whenever this 1s.”

The Old Man of the Sea. not one for foliage. sighed that
sigh he gave when he was about to give a lesson, unasked for and
unwanted, as if Sinbad was just some child. staring at a chalkboard.

“This 15 why. you see, that you will forever carry me
toward the places we are going. You look for the trees. and I see
lumber. You look to the sl(y and see stars while I see airplanes. You
look to the earth and see gardens where I see buildings.“

Feeling his legs starting to quiver from the distance they had
covered today. Sinbad stoppecl walking. He spotted a decent sized
boulder, and placed the Old Man of the Sea down. so that he was
sitting comfortably.

Wdl you not run‘.’“

Sinbad gazed off into the distance. There was something
out there. certainly, but years of being trained to fear that tl’lere
might be nothing else...had made him wary.

AH these years of worl(. AH these years of gentle
complaint. Each clay you place me down ever so politely and yvet...
vet again once you 1'1ave rested you lift me bacl( to your shoulders and
continue on. Do you even know why?7’

“"When are we?’ questioned Sinbad. "How many years has
it been?” Was there meaning’ in the number? Was there a riddle to
be solved by adding the dig’its? Was there some way of gauging that
if he had been able to endure tlﬁs, for so many years, that anything
could be endured? But 1sn t that exactly the problem - why 18 the
striving for suffering s0 easily equated with the act of growth?

"I have counted, each clay going up the sun and coming back
the moon. But not like you, Sin]aacl. Not like you. To you t}lese

acts were poetry. To me, these acts were like the counting of coins.

TO be recorded. TO be invested. TO be saved.“

But a number, a number was still not fortl-lcoming. How

could this be - the Old Man of the Sea was so fond of his tallies. So
fond of that balance sl'leet. and that final column. 1n neatly ordered
stacks, added together and calculated, as 1f all the life of the world
depended upon the result.

"It has been nearly one hundred years. Nearly one hundred
years 1n my employ. Seems impossible does 1t not?

A century - a time frame for Which there 1s even a term to
denote 1ts passage - one which holds some sort of magic. A magic
that would mean celebrations and reminiscences of founders and
Jr‘orefat}lers...ye'c here t}ley were. The same worl(er Worl(ing’ for the
same boss, on the same journey...

Sinbad thought of screaming over how this could be, what
lies he was being told so as to once more weaken his resolve to leave.

"Tam going to leave you now, said Sinbad to the Old Man
of the Sea. “Tam going to go my own way, without your burden
upon my shoulders.”

"What?" replied the Old Man of the Sea. "Without me,
you have no work. no means.”

I must learn to do without your means.“ said Sinl)ad. as
the sea winds ]:)egan to drown out the conversation, as so often would
happen on these walks.

“Yes, but where would you find meaning‘“ countered the

Old Man of the Sea. SO that as always. they Wall(ed on, together.

***Sinbad and the Old Man of the Sea” reqularly appeared as a
serial in Good Morning from 1919 - 1921. Opriginally written by
Ellis O. Jones and illustrated by Art Young. This is their first new

‘Z . *Ak
adventure 1n our pages
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BACK TO THE GATES OF HILL

In 1892, our founder Art Young. released his first fully
illustrated book, somewhat a great-g’randfather to the present day
graphic novel. This book, Hell Uﬁ- To-Date (or Hades Uﬁ— To-
Date for the wealthier crowd. Seriously.), a modern take on Danté s
Inferno, saw the reporter R. Palasco Drant traveling through the
infernal regions. noticing all the upclates that modern times and
tecl'mologies could afford.

Come 1901, Art would revisit Hell, this time with the
Rev. Hiprah Hunt as the narrator and travelogue. This resulted in
Through Hell With Hiprah Hunt.

By 1933. Art neecled a third trel(. this time Without t}le
pen name (the first two were really he. just 1n disguise). For At
l/oung s Inferno. he found himself horrified - the capitalists had
taken over Heu, Satan but a ﬁgurehead ruler, and just like on earth,
money ancl greed rulecl the day so as to dole out punishment - mostly
to the poor (want a cool popsicle - you have to pay for it - otherwise
you must suffer 1n thirst).

It appears time, given this ongoing trilogy (and taking a

queue from one of our 1dols - The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy)

there needs to be a fourth book added. The title is still in the works,
but 1t would begin with the realization that Hell, and the capitalists
therein, have now come back topside. The first chapter would safely

be known as The Gates of Hill, with the scene taking place outside
the unclimbable wall to be built in Philadelphia.

JERICHO, IS THAT YOU?

As the initial scene plays out (think of it as that pre-cursor
which rolls before the credits). Donald Trumpet would arrive.

He, who has just been through his own Republican
Convention the week before (and was swindled out of the
nomination througll some obscure Article 145, Verse 19, subsection
[c]. footnote 14.3, addendum [2016:1.5.14:2.6.9]). parts the crowd
not by raising his hands. but by the brownsl'lirt security force that he
has brought with him, and walks up to the gate.

Once there‘ without podium or teleprompter, he announces
his tlﬁrd—party candidacy, and insists that if the gate 1s not opened
to let the voices of the progressives be heard, that we all ought vote
for him - as he. too, 1s an anti-establishment candidate.

As the w}lisper goes through the crowd, and the long .
prolong’ed, Windy speec}l continues, the results of the bean dinner
(presently rumored via social media, to be held prior to Hillary‘s
speech), Begins to grumble through bellies everywhere.

And there, upon pavement and parking lot where the
final battles of the United States of America will be held (the
zombie apocalypse but a game of tag 1n comparison to the potential
incitement-due-to-no-indictment), a slow rumble begins from the
back. the g’round ]Jegins to shake, the pavement frack-tures not from
the drilling for natural gas, but from the most natural gas of them all
- and the Trump-ets do blow. the walls come down, and the castle,

is stormed. once and for all.

-

The Repro Man
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Do you ever reach that moment when you‘re at a loss for
words and you stare at a blank page and wonder, “"What are we
going to write for the editorial?” Us neither, because goodness
knows there are a lot of issues with the world that oug’ht be covered.

And mayl)e that's something that has been forgotten 1n
the distrust, diphtheria. and diarrhea that has begun to blot this
campaign - personalities taking precedence over the public concern.

Until the last couple of clays when there has been rumbling
about Bernie Sanders introducing a bill to end the practice of the
privatization of prisons\ the need to do so has been relegated toa
footnote - 1n del)ates 1t was barely mentioned. Bernie auuded to
it 1n his stump speecl’x. and his “jo]as and education, not jails and
incarceration 1s a mantra that shoulcl be taken up by everybocly.
Let's step back - and explain one of (and there are many) the reasons
we can not and will never support a Clinton. Even if we take at face
value her claims of wanting to end private prl'sons\ 1t 1s 1aughal)1e
(especially since she has made more mention of it in *tweets" than
1n speeches or debates), given that she gets money from lobbyists for
this particular industry. Can we believe this to be true? Hardly.

From financial ﬁlings. we find that Richard Sullivan of
Capitol Counsel provicled Clinton's campaign with nearly seventy
thousand dollars in the fourth quarter alone of last year. Sullivan’s
company 15 a registered 1obbying organization for BI Inc. - which if
you follow the trail is a part of GEO Group.

Further. she has made no mention at all, that 1t was
Hillary‘s 1obbying in the 1990s, along with Bill, that led to the
signing of the Omnibus Crime Bill of 1994, which opened the
dams of legal justification for the ﬂoocling of inmates (especially
minorities) behind bars.

Responsibility. It 1s not one of the latin words 1n the
Clinton farnily crest.

If you look to the next page in this 1ssue, you‘ll see our
newest expression of outrage at the trading of people. like stocks.

A previous cartoon (publisl’xecl in these pages in March of
2016) went something like this:

Step 1) Privatize prisons...

Step 2) List prison companies on the stock exchang’e

(cxw, geo, hre, etc)...

Step 3) Find juclges to invest and buy shares 1n said

companies

Step 4) Have same judges send people to jail for minor

infractions when a fine or pro})ation used to suffice

Step 5) Profit.

For that's what it 1s - using people as a revenue generator,
by locking them up. It 1s a worse crime than the machines in
The Matrix who lock up everybody - for here we are, humans
imprisoning humans, for the benefit of the greedy.

Can you imagine - being arrested for a crime you know you
didn’t commit, and knowing that your 1nnocence or guﬂt might be
decided by the stock market?

Too much of a stretch you say - hardly...

In pennsylvania. two now-former judges. Mark Ciavarella
and Michael Conahan, were found guﬂty of receiving money from
the owner of two private, for proﬁt. youth detention centers. One
fifteen year old was sent to a wilderness camp for a comment made
about an assistant principal on social media. Another received five
months of boot camp for stealing from a maj or chain retailer. The
list, goes on and on. The detention center i1s still in business.

Yes. our slogan s To Laugh That We May Not
Weep“ but sometimes there's little to laug'll about. other than
uncomfortably. Maybe in this case, there 1sn't even that stifled
chuckle that makes one sit on their hands and look back and forth
(lil(e hipsters) to see 1f 1t 1s ok to laugh.

T oo soon? Too soon to laugh about the ridiculous
incarceration rate in this country that puts us with the highest
number of prisoners...in the world? Too soon to talk about Wl’ly
there are countries under iron-fisted rulers who have less prisoners
than the United States (That‘s because they just kill them ha hah
ha, right?)? Too soon to find that there's no humor in a decades old
process that purposefully‘ not accidentally. has targ’eted those who
have less financial means to be found "not guilty".

The price of freedom should never be the equivalent of
an Armani suit and a Rolex watch and Bruno Magli shoes and a
Dead Cow briefcase to hold the briefest of briefs when the verdict
1s decided not }Jy the skill of the debater but by the finances of the
j ailer. The mood of the juclge. Or even the truth of the situation,
much less the need to fill a quota or contract with the local
1ncarceration entrepreneur. This is but one change. long shorted and

overdue, to the people of this country.

Thomas &
I Gerald...

...stﬂl at it
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A FORTUNATE SUN

It feels like so many of the major primaries happen during
the frig’icl months. Sending canvassers out into the snow and frost.
lcnocl(ing on doors bringing results such as ~ You're letting the heat
out . "The door 1s frozen shut”, and the jackpot of "Can I offer you
some coffee.” Ergo. Bernie Badges such as “Canvassed in Blizzard".

One Oug}lt ﬁgure that maybe the southern states going
first 1s simply a meteorological concern. If only there were such
considerate considerations made. How 1s 1t again that we prevail
upon others to prevent cruel and unusual punishment yvet can 't be
bothered to protect the rights to a fair and open election?

Then it turns around and the conventions are held in the
heat. If one million protestors were to turn up, would that be four
million water bottles by the end of tl-le weel(? Ten million? Or
would all of tl)e environmentalism win out, only reusable containers
on hand, metal and bounceable, with a lightweight spiral pattern not
too unlike throwing a football a goocl ﬂfty yards downfield and into
the Waiting hands of a receiver. Hey officer, want to play catch?

By the end of the pavement proselytizing. one might
actually be begging for the security detail to turn those high blast
water cannons upon us for a free refill (is 1t as illegal as having
rainbuckets at our homes?). before we re launched thirty feet

backwards into the streets. Who knew that protest could be so

refresl'ling‘ . even without a buffet?

A FORTUNE IN SIN
We would like to see research done (although not do 1t

ourselves - yes, sloth, you called 1t true) on which of the seven
deadly sins. 1s not the most deadly. But tl'le most economically viable
in this age.

Yes yes yes, of course “greed“ would seem to be the obvious
answer here - an industry unto itself as the corporations sit around
in their machinations and invent and divest into new methods to tax
and siphon every last cent from our meager paycl)ecl(s.

Yet, 1sn't “pride“ right up there - the need for l)eauty
products. plastic rubbery modification surgery?

Could it be “sloth™ - that which allows the marketing
mantra of “selling the fear” to get lazybones up off the couch and
into a whole industry of products meant to make getting rich, quicl(?

Maybe 1t 1s simply “1ust“ - for nothing sells lilce sex, yes?

Or “envy“ which makes us keep up with the Jones—es‘
Gates-es and Buffets?

There's certainly nothing like “gluttony“ to sell more more

more! How Kerouac's go go go“ has been usurped...

But given the tens of millions of dollars made by former
Secretary of State Clinton. l)y espousing “wrath” and the sales of
armaments to foreign countries, we have to believe that sex has

lost the mantle to war. W}lo lmew that investment coulcl l)e s0

e

repressing even with a cliche?

R invest in your future at
iTRADE the expense of others
CXW wa.12

GEO w4.5
HRC +6.6

{/f \‘E&w y

Hon. J. SHARKEY

o

%
;

s,

3, a3

Clerk: "Did yvou see that CXW 1s down 12%7
Judge: Weu I guess a whole bunch of people are going to prison today.“
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At the Democrats’ luncheon for gun control...

Rep. Esty: I'll have the pepper steak please. Rep. Esty: Steak! Steak

It Isn't Truly a Protest Until So
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Bystander: That’s why Hillary uses her own server!

' I said steak, not spray!

»mebocly Gets Sprayecl in the Face
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FLAVORED BY THE WEEK é )
We*re t})inking of releasing some sort of promotional BQ- g0 Iic Bﬁrlne— i Bﬁlfl I'Ie
commemorative somet]ﬁng or another in honor of the upcoming LIVING w‘l-\GE ‘.‘ 0 g S
. . . for AL L i
convention - somethmg We can carry many of 1n a satcl'lel as we run PA: EQUITY
from the tear gas, but has both a memorable and functional bent. for WOMEN }‘m

$15/hr 0 ¥

We ﬁgure 1ssues of the magazine, even tructs, are Weighty 1n large min. wage

quantities and don't have much purpose other than reading material

while chained to one hundred other protestors while waiting to be

9
Y

processed.

uuuuuuu

nnnnnnn
---------

|||||||||

True. 1t would be rather capitalistic. but wouldn't one

oooooooooo

want a souvenir Poor Fish bandana tl’lat can be used to staunch the
Maxkaritashiminat

bleeding from a shrapnel wound? Smith
How about Poor Fish bandages, ready to help cover any bug Location:
. . . . 2 Figment, CA
bites that mlght occur from spies 1n the crowd?
1 - Strong Beg

Maybe Poor Fish branded “Capitalist Disguises“ based on
the old glasses and nose ] okester, but with a fold out top hat and a

monocle and enough fake money to make 1t seem as 1f one 1s just out

2 - Lean B

watching the round up of the activists for sport (not unlike a hound
on foxes).
Or better yvet, we could settle on high—end Poor Fish

seltzer, in numerous flavors - although to be environmentally

conscious we d have to work 1n the olcl—style spray bottles.
somew})at resignecl to yesteryear other than for clowns and
grandparents. (But as an aside do you know that their real moniker
18 that of “Soda Syphon“ - there‘s a laand name for ya!). Because

hey. can one really be arrested for spritzing an officer on a warm

summer s clay when he or she must truly be suffering and sweltering
underneath that militarized swat gear that turns ordinary citizens
1nto just-this-si&e-of-Robocop while promoting a fearsome and
foolproof attitude that those with the batons are the ones truly 1n k J

ontrol of the situation. - .
o o We've Been Phonebankmg So Much,

Maybe then the best sales opportunity would be string and

twigs, which can be fastened like a marionette to the security detail, \N e Even Call Voters in Our Dreams_ ..
in the hopes that t}leyqll finally realize that they are but puppets 1n a ‘} 7 .

class war they needn't be a part of. in which tl)ey are defending the But at LeaSt ¢ Nalled

wrong side. the Pronunciation of the Name...

é )

SED VOTING SITES
SUPPRESSION, CLO UCH SCREENS

ous BEHAV|ORS OF TO

The Big Rug
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TRI-SICKLE, TRYCYCLE

The potentiality of a third-party. roaring onto the scene
during this election season. has us quite excited. To finauy do
away with the lame-worm duality of having either a Repul:)lican
or Democrat be the inevitable President, with the inevitable bi-
partisan bickering and shenanigans, might be the most long—standing
effect of the campaign ofSenator Sanders.

Given that we have hundreds of flavors of soda. one would
like to believe, we are ﬁnally grown and evolved to where we can
have more than two nationally known candidates. While we might
not yet be many of the European countries who are able to have
a parliament full of numerous parties owning seats, there must be
a time coming when our politicians can work toward senatorial
coalitions as lmandily as they do for those that fight wars.

QUADCOPTER QUADRICEP

Not unlike ﬂexing a leg muscle that four-fifths of the
population cloesn‘t have or can identify if they have one (maybe if
they had one that was noticeable they’d learn the name). the need to
stand strong and hold the line for Bernie's campaign. might be the
most important task we ever undertake in our lifetime.

If he can stand up there. day in and clay out, and now, once
the mainstream media believes it 1s all over, convince them to give
him all the air time he couldn’t get before. then what 1is it to us to
l(eep the stickers on the bumper, and l(eep our social media feeds full
of trutl'x. policy. and dreams of a better day?

Let us call it four of a kind to defeat the full house of
queens over kings that Hillary and Trump are trying to sell us as the
Emmy—vvinning reality television series for the year twenty sixteen.

rf Y

\

Iam angry.
I feel maginalized.

Of course | want an easy excuse. always easiest.

We all do, even though we take
pride 1n Wor]z(ing hard. Blame 1s

Then I realizecl, that I was being

played. Being turned into a
soldier not to defend country...

...but to pad the bank accounts of
politicians, all of them, no matter
the “side“ t}ley take.

If you‘ll forgive me, I would like
to Feel the Bern too.
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W Tue P '~ H
Tue i1spoM oF THE Poor Fisu HE "UDD N 11EADS
(THE pEOPLE ARE CALLING

AND “IE HAVE YOUR NUMBER
“It is odd that the )

United States
Government

doesn’t pay any mind
to the fact that the
citizens of Puerto Rico
voted to become

a state...

“Peace?”
“PEACE???”

“You people want
peace?”

...think of all the money
there is to be made
from having to sell new,
fifty-one star flags,

to all of the citizens...”

“Peace would destroy
the U.S. economy!”

Arts & llrcasure

LOOKING ON TO SOME OF OUR FOUNDER.’S LEGACY

"To my surprise requests for drawings arrived
from respectable magazines which had not looked in my direction
before. When I heard from Tom Masson. then associate editor of
the Saturday Evening Post, that his chief, George Horace Lorimer,
wanted me to contribute to that conservative World-popular Weeldy.
I said: “Honest. Tom, you don't mean 1t!” He assured me that
Lorimer did want some Art Young cartoons.

I knew. of course, that my kind of propaganda would not
appeal to the makers of this magazine with its editorial devotion to
Big Business and Big Profits. But 1 thought of something else which
might find favor there. For a long time I had contemplated a series
of pictures to be called 7T7ees at N 7'g}tt. Often I had made sketches
toward this end. after walks under the stars on the roads near my
place in Connecticut. The first sheaf of these pictures - eleven of
them. as | remember it - were sent for Lorimer's approval. and | got
a prompt acceptance. After a few were published‘ I was asked to
draw additional ones. For more than a yvear the series ran, usually
every other week.

My conception of trees showed them as fantastic, grotesque,
humanized. or animalized. with trunl(s, limbs, and foliag‘e tossed
n gayety or nert ancl solemn against the night sl(y. They were
not propaganda as that term 1s generally understood. but I have
heard people who liked them say they read sermons in them all.

For this series I received $75 each. I have a large scrap—book filled
with complimentary letters, poems, and tree-1deas evoked by these

dravvings...

- Art Young: His Life and Times (Page 384)
“The Midnight Joy Rider Disturbs the Old Forest™ ---->
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FAVORED BY THE MEEK

Often injured (ﬁnancially more than physically. and
certainly rather spiritually as he watched the deceit and decrepit
Democratic National Committee leave no stone quarry without
bodies in their Wake). Silas Berner wandered into Philadelphia with
only his clothes and a lantern to guicle his way.

He had heard of something happening, some gathering hy
the docks, or the parl(s...it was unclear - the people on the television
spolce in circles as 1f somehody was cutting the sound on every
other sentence. as if some part of the story was missing. So. having‘
nothing else to do. with little work to be found for a weaver (once
threatened hy automation, he was now the result of once-domestic
companies. packing up entire factories and tal(ing them overseas). he
hegan to walk. O, if only he had learned Dreamweaver!

‘What was unknown to all that he met, was that this was
where he grew up as a boy - a town in which he knew every nook
and crannie, now replaced with convention centers rather than
factories. Work for laborers dried up here. and there was little to
be done for hettering a life given the pay that was offered for heing a
food vendor for sporting events or musical shows.

It was odd. he pondered to himself. how the factories had
fences to keep the workers in, while the new structures had fences
to keep people out. Not unlike a medieval castle. he considered. A
maze of highways and interstates, rushing in all directions, puuing
the people every which way but centralized. together‘ communal.

But there, surprise to his €yes, were thousands. tens of
thousands, more people than he had ever seen gathered. chanting‘ some
song that seemed familiar to his heart, and already on the tip of his
tongue. He sang with them. He marched with them. He screamed
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w @©©®®ﬁ@ “One of the principal
ﬁ%& m@@i}?&ﬁmxngm | chargcs | have made
s ¢ against this social system
Tz Buoc or ...1s that it produces
Convier #9653 (]d men and old women.
That it makes them
old in their heart
and i their mind,
and destroys
their loveliness
and beauty
and divine
tenderness

for one another.”
(spoken in 1920...

....butisn’t it the same today?)

with them. He rallied with them. until in a moment, his eyes went
dark.

But he had completed his task - his trag‘ic story woven 1nto
the fabric of history - for he knew that what would happen next,
was not only a next chapter. but somewhere early in the hook. and
a tale that could even have many volumes to tell...and certainly was
not the eppie-logue that the newspapers once tried to sell.

LR

P o :‘ia pE &

Bernie's Yearning - Democracy's Last (Ice Cream) Stand...
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@hy 1s my race your foe needling you to lord over me.

saving me from my own savagery?

Why 15 my skin color a phobia gnawing at your innards.
making door locks snap as I approach?

W lly 15 my punis]’xment swift revealing cleep seated prejudices,

exposing unrecognized biases?

Why 18 my street flashing “l)lue“

When verdicts and ﬁnes from the 2008 meltdown are reversed?

W hy 15 my excessive “heat“ normal
when straight powder has a lighter sentence than crack?

Why 15 my wanting to explode unexpected
when a child or brother of mine 1s killed?

W }1y 15 my disinterest 1n school surprising

Wllen suspension leads to aJuvenile Delinquency record?

Why 1s my Brol(en home shocking

W}len aJD record ‘EOX‘CGS Famﬂy Services to see lf mom iS at home or

WO I‘l(?

W hy can t you see how I {:eel when redlining my community
continues as Hudson City Bancorp pays $33M to make redlining

allegations go away’

W}ly can't you see how I feel about

democrats wanting a piece of Dr. I(ing
Wl'len they created a welfare system

mal(ing' fathers abandon their children?

Why can't you see how I feel about republicans
when t}ley just want another mocl(ery of the Civﬂ R.{ghts Aet?

W lly can t you see 110W my heroes are athletes ancl entertainers.

not your pandering leaders?

W]'ly can't you see how 1 feel W]'len the NBA reacting to LeBron
going pro out of high school, forces players to wait till 19, while
PGA AHL and MLB do not?

Why can't you see how your rise from poverty
didn’t require you to deal with what I do?

W hy can't you see how your decades of

pensions and llome apprecmtlon WEre denled me?

Why can 't you see how your decades

O{ opportunltles WEre€ ne€ver m1ne7

Why can't you see how I feel

when you just see me as another deadbeat or dealer?

Wl'ly can t you see how my constant smile and nod
responcls to your hurtful put downs?

W])y cath you see l’xow I just want
you to be truthful?

W}ly can t you see the difference
1s the difference within you?

W]my can't you see your pro]alem

doesn t emanate from me?

W}ly can't you see I'll respect you

when you respect me?

No point our tall(ing

1f you won t hear me.

Color Blind (For Real?)
sy Quiney Huir a/x/a Q"
8 MARC LIVANOS A/K/A PANHANDLE POET

the pul)lication schedule 1s every two months.

Subissions for Garbanzo Literary Journal/Art Young's Good Morning are open throughout the year.

Each issue of Good Morning, will contain one to four writings as a part of Garbanzo. At present,

Submissions can be emailed to storyteller@garbanzoliteraryjournal.org

or mailed to Seraphemera Bool(s Ec)? Music 211 Greenwood Ave Suite 224 Bethel, CT 06801

Compensation will be in the form of ten copies of Good Morning. as well as the framed original illustration,

to be crafted for each piece. and published 1in Good Morning.
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