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—Preface

The following three cantos cut to the deepest parts of
my life. They're basically my autobiography. Nothing
else could be more important about my experience on
this planet than what's expressed in these approximately
2,650 syllables.



—Canto I: The Best Pizza in the State of Rhode Island
863:1043 .827

The blunt reality of my life at the time
was that the pizza at Bettola

was more appropriate to eat

with a literal soup spoon

as opposed to your opposable thumbs,
that each slice was steeped

in an ill-advised amount of oil and cheese,
that the bread, for that matter,

was already floppy,

that even a robust crust could never
withstand the weight of the toppings
as currently constituted,

which caused the entire pizza

to avalanche down to the tips of your fingers
whenever you attempted

to pick it up,

thereby forced to consume the slice

in essentially one rushed bite,

with all the ingredients

concatenating onto each other,
leaving you with a piece

of wet bread in your palm

that constituted the quote-unquote
"rest of the slice".

It was technically Curt's idea to go,
when we were

still at the cigar bar so-called dinner,



where the copious smoke

was seeping into our skins

by the minute,

where the pasta was mush

and the garlic was burnt,
where Curt attempted to

bum a single cigarette

off the forty or so people

in attendance,

all to no avail,

neither one of us

smoking a cigar or cigarette,
the new bartender

made almost entirely of plastic,
with a Picasso like

vibe to her work—

she actually gave me a great deal
on the maybe eight

Michelob Ultras I chugged!

But Bettola was alleged

to sport the best pizza

in the state—

it was something

apparently a group

of consumers cast votes on

at some time, somewhere,

and subsequently the award was
advertised

right in front of their stoop,

so I saw no real risk



in stopping by,

as I was still up

for a bite, finding

the pasta at the bar

a bit subpar,

plus it was a straight shot
up Pontiac

in any case.

Yet while I'm

typically of the mind

to silently disparage
arestaurant's offering
then just never return
again, Curt, by contrast,
tended to vocalize

his discontent

to wait staffs,

and with a complaint

I quietly addressed

to him now buttressing
his own disgust

he called the bartender,
Reign,

over to voice his concerns
with the notion both pizzas
we ordered weren't "great”,
yet Reign, for her part,
found Curt's complaint
just as contemptible

as we found the place's



pizza—she was frankly a little shocked
that a person could dislike
this luscious pie.

This food in front of us was,
to Reign, great pizza,

yet she now stood faced with
two patrons

who seemed to disagree,
judging not just the particular pies
they got to be subpar,

but the actual construction
of the pizza itself—

the underlying architecture
of the restaurant's recipe—
to be deeply flawed.

Oh no,

it's fine, I said,

entirely insincerely,
telling Reign

the food was okay,

there was really no need
for us to complain—
maybe just get me

one more Michelob

if you have a chance?

So I believe Curt and I
were both surprised

when Reign came



over some time later,

after to-go boxes

had been packed

and night caps'd

been sipped,

with a fresh pie,

saying Try this one on for size—
yet, while I of course,

had no inclination to complain,
I didn't even object

to the meat on the pizza,

I'd rather have, at that point,
breached my own veganism
before I levied a complaint

to Reign,

yet Curt wasn't of the same mind

as I.

Yeah, see, he said,

this pizza has the same
problem—proceeding to show
Reign and now another
waitress

the essential incongruence
between the thickness

of the bread

and the payload

of the multiple toppings,
how it made the pizza
really hard to eat.



What Reign still failed

to comprehend was it wasn't
the components of Bettola's
pizza that were objectionable,
it was instead the

core geometry of the pie

that was basically unacceptable—
in an entirely ill-fated attempt
to save face

Curt asked Reign

to make us

an espresso martini

but with tequila,

her idiosyncratic take

on the cocktail.

Personally I found the
tequila-based espresso martini
as geometrically off kilter

as the pizza,

all I could taste

was the damn agave,

yet I kept my mouth closed,
my to-go box ready

to take home

to my loving wife,

filled to the brim with shitty pizza
as a little Christmas gift—



—Canto II: Mineral Spring Avenue is for Lovers

743:900 .826

Sitting at The Social

by myself,

my first time back on Mineral Spring
since I'd moved from the street

after residing beside Taco Bell

for a decade plus—

the spot I drank at located

a door over from my former apartment,
a dilapidated building with

about five businesses

on the bottom floor—

and I knew for a fact this pasty bartender
was upselling me egregiously on

her shitty little mezcal glasses,

the Casamigos brand to boot,

my least favorite

by a large margin.

The whore charged me seventeen per
drink which in North Provolone

was simply an atrocity,

even fifteen bucks per

glass was hypothetically absurd,

it was completely out of line

I thought as I begrudgingly gave

her my Discover card,

recalling just a couple months prior
at my friend Ryan's

10



birthday party—when this particular

Social worker was,

in my mind, a little slow with

the Corona Light service

and overheard my critique of her speed

to Paul, subsequently slamming down six beers
onto a table and yelling "Here you go!" to me,
which I actually appreciated at the time,

as I was already ready for another

Corona anyway.

But now, sitting at The Social

by myself, being basically mugged
because of my proclivity toward mezcal,
I recognized that this comment,

even if not initially intended for

the server to hear,

had come back to bite me in

my ass, as I assumed the debt

for these seventeen dollar mezcals.

The waitress became the bartender
in the interim, and she's now

exacted her revenge with alacrity.

To the best of my recollection

I was only even on the damn street
because I had a dinner to attend

at Il Fornello around the corner,
and after handing the tab

back to my cocktail executioner,

11



I still had some time to Kkill,

so I drove down the street to Rocco's
for a sole additional drink

before I hit the dinner,

as [ hadn't been

in eons it seemed

and now found myself in a nostalgic
if not bitter state of mind.

I recognized the bartender

at Rocco's from past eras,

back when I

grabbed cocktails with that absolute
crumb Enzo on the regular,

but I couldn't recall the girl's name—
she greeted me amicably,

yet also refrained from using

a formal address, no doubt also
failing to recall me

fully either as

I asked for a

Johnny Black.

O, what cruel ironies

North Providence had in wait

for me that afternoon!—

the Rocco's girl gave

me a reasonable fare

for my subsequent

scotch on the rocks, and

I figured at that point it was probably

12



about time, now half in the bag,

to go back toward Fornello,

looping through my old parking lot,
to find the Russian guy's white truck
Tree had hated

still parked in his same

dipshit spot and letting down

my Civic's window

to hawk a loogie at the passenger door
as I drove by, ejecting the spit

far enough to clear my car but
unsure if I actually

connected with a

direct hit on the pickup,
unconvinced if I'd, like

the previous bartender,

successfully enacted a minuscule
revenge on an individual

I didn't even technically know.

13



—Canto III: On the Amtrak to Penn Station
620:704 .881

On the Amtrak to Penn Station

on a Friday AM

I considered my

professional investigation

into the Epstein scandal,

filled as it is with ageless enigmas
and faux hoaxes,

and also my related but aborted novel
that I at the time titled Jeffrey of Nazareth,
where I’d imagined a near future
where the kid trafficker Jeff

was re-interpreted as a Christ-like
figure, where Americans

bought for sex toys for house pets
they saw on TikTok,

but now witnessing

internet celebrities,

who still know no lows,

wearing Free Ghislaine

tees I contemplated

whether or not

my failed novel was

in fact still satirical at all,

even now,

that perhaps Jeff Epstein

would soon be seen

as a sort of second coming of Jesus,
that possibly everybody

14



had it all wrong

all along—

that all those silly girls

who alleged under oath
they’d been sexually violated
as little kids were simply
unprosecuted liars?

Could Jeffrey Epstein actually be Jesus,

I considered in the coach class of Amtrak—
or is every single American who votes
Democrat and Republican

basically a pedophile, I thought,

because only a C student chimpanzee
could possibly view our political

system as anything but

irreversibly corrupt?

Every election in this failed state

is basically a faux pas

kayfabe mock election obfuscating
from the true extent of our state

of corruption,

I thought on the Amtrak,

in a realm of even remote American
collective intelligence

all these politicians

would be prosecuted and

placed into prison cells

for multiple decades at minimum, because

if a so-called state can’t at the very least

15



collectively act against
wide scale child rape
then the nation functionally

ceases to exist.

We live instead in a state of static anarchy
actually, I considered—

any notion of a nation

is purely illusory,

just like Zeno’s proofs on

the fictitious nature of The Many,
America is equally if not more

imaginary—

People

despise Stephen Miller

and his muppet wife

for incredibly good reason,

I thought,

as they’re both basically
treasonous idiots,

but they’re actually

a relatively minor symptom

of an even more serious disease,
as when people

like Misses Miller

appear on television programs
to endorse American fascism
while interpreting any criticism
of her own Nazi-adjacent opinions
as a racist attack on her

16



so-called Jewish identity

it’s unavoidably repulsive

to everyone,

yet even that egregious imbecility
is still an at best

minor symptom in the

larger scheme of a
fundamentally imaginary
America—

17



—Diagrams

—Canto I: Diagrams
863:1043 .827

The [b][1]unt rea[llity of m[y] [1][ilfe at the t[iJme
was [th]at [th]e [p][i]zza at [Bletto[l]a

was more a[ppl[rlo[plr]lilate to [ea]t

with a [llite[r]al [s]loul[p] [s][plloo]n

as [o][ppllolsed to your [o][ppllolsa[b]le [thjumbs,
[thlat [ea]ch [s]li[cle was [s]t[ee][pled

[iln [a]n [i]ll-[a]dvised a[m]ount of oil [a]nd ch[ee]se,
[th]at [th]e b[r][ea]d, [flor th[a]t [m][a]tter,

was al[r][eald[y] [fTl[o]lpplly],

that [e]ven a [r]ob[u][s]t c[r][u][s]t [clould ne[v]er
[wlithstand the [w]eight of the [t][o][pplings

as [culrrlently [c]loln[s][t]i[t]uted,

which [claused the en[tlire [plizza

[t]o [alval[a]lnche down [t]o the [t][i]ps of your f[ilngers
whle]n[e]ver you a[tt][e]m[p][tled

to [pllilek [i]t ulp],

thereb[y] forced to [cJon[sJume the [s][1][i][c]e

in e[sslentia[llly [o]ne r[uJshed bli]te,

with all the ingr[e]d[i]ents

[clon[c]a[t]enating on[t]o [ea]ch other,

l[ealving you [wlith a [p][ie]ce

of [w][e]t br[eald in your [plalm

that [clon[s]tituted the [qlu[o]te-[uln[glulo]te
"re[s]t [o]f the [s]li[c]e".

143189 .757
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It was [t]e[c]hni[clally [C][ur]t's idea [t]o go,
[w]hen [w]e [w][er]e

[s]t[i]ll at the [c][ilgar bla]r [s]
where the [c][o][plious [s]Jm[o

o]-c[a]lled d[ilnner,
[kle
I[k][ilns

[
]
was [s][ee][p]lilng [iJnto our [s
[bly the [m][iln[ulte,

where the [pllalst[a] [w]as [m]ush

and the glalrlic [w]as [b][urnt,

where Clur]t a[ttlemp[tled [t]o

[blum a [s][ilngle [c][i]gar[e]tte

o[ff] the [florty or [s][o] [pleo[plle

in [a]tt[e]nd[a]nce,

[a]ll to [n][o] [a]vail,

[n]either [o]ne [o]f [u]s

[sllm]lo]king a [cli[g]ar or [cli[g]arette,

the [n]ew bartender

[m]ade allm][o]st ent[i]re[l]ly of [p][l][al[s]tlillc],
[wlith a [P][i]lc]a[s]so [1][i][k]e

v[i]be to hler] [w]lor][k],

shle] [a][c]tuall]lly] [g]lalve [m]e a [g]r[ea]t deal
on the [m][ay]be [ei]ght

[Mli[c]helob [Ulltras I ch[u]gged!

122:144 .847

[Blut [B][e]tto[1][a] was [a][ll][e]ged
to [s][plort the [bl[e][s]t [plizza

in the [s]tate,

it wla]s [s]loJmething
[a]lpplalrlently [a] g[r]lou]p]

of [c]on[s][u]mers [c]a[s]t votes on
at [s][o]me time, [s][oJmewhere,

19



and [s][u]b[s][e]lqlule]ntly the a[w]ard [w]as

[
[a]dvert[i]sed
[r][ilght in f[r]ont of their [s]toop,
[s]lo] I [s]aw n[o] [r]eal [rlisk

in [s]to[plping bly],

as [I] was [s]till u[p]

[flor a [b][i]te, [f][ilnding

T

the [pl[al[s]t[a] at the [b][ar]

a [blit [s]ub[p][ar],

[pllus it was a [s]tr[ailght [s]hot
ulp] [Plonti[a][c]

in [alny [c][a][s]e.

88:101 .871

Yet whlille [I]'m

tlyllpllilcalll]ly] of the m[ilnd
to [s][illllent[l][y] di[s][plarage
a [r]le][s]ltau[r][a]nt's [o]ffe[r]ing
thle]n just nlelver [r][e][tlurn
aglailn, [Clurt, bly] [clon[t][r]ast,

[tlleIn[d]ed to vo[c]al[i]ze

hlils [d][ills]clon[t][e]nt

to [w][ailt st[a]ffs,

[alnd [wl]ith a [clomp[]][ailnt

(1] [qlulilet[l}y a[dd][r][e][ss]ed
to him nfow] [b][ultt[r][e][ss]lilng
hli]s [ow]n [d][i][s]glu]st

he [c]alled the [b]artender,
Rleilgn,

o[v]er to [v]oice his [c]oncerns
with the n[o]tion blo]th [plizzas

20



[wle ord[er]ed [w][er]en't "g[r][ealt",

yet [R][eilgn, [f]or her [plart,

[flound [Clurt's [c][o]m[p]l[ai]nt

just as [c][o]ntem[p]tible

as we [flound the [p]l[a][cle's

[plizz[a]—she wla]s [f]ran[k]l]ly a [l]ittle sho[c]ked
that a [pler[son [clould [d]is[1][i][k]e

thli]s lusclilous [pl[ile.

125:138 .06

Thli]s [flood [i]n [f]r[o]nt of [u]s w]a]s,
to [Rllcilgn, glrllealt [plizza,

yet she now [s]tood [f][a][cled wli]th
two [p]la]t[r]lolns

who [s]lee]med to di[s]ag[r][ee],
[jlluldging n[ot] [jl[ulst the [p]articular [p][iles
they glolt to [ble s[ulb[plar,

[b][u]t the a[c]tual [c]onstr[u][c]tion
of the [plizza it[s][e]lf,

the un[dJerlying ar[c]hit[e][c]ture

of the [r][e][s]taur]ant's [r][e][cli[p][e]
to ble] [d][eellplillly] [f][1]lawed.

68:79 .861

-—||_|

[O]h n[o],

it's flilne, [I] said,

en[t][ilre[l][y] [iln[s][iln[c][e]re[l][y],
[tle[ll]ing Rleilgn

the food was o[k][ay],

there was [r][ea](l]lly] [n][o] [n][ee]d
for us to [clompl[l][ailn—

21



[m][ay]ble] jlulst get [m][e]
[olne [m]ore [M][ilche[l][o]b
[i]f you h[a]ve a ch[a]nce?

46:47 .979

So [I] [blelieve [C][ur]t and [I]
were [b][o]th [s][ur]p[r ][ Ised
when [R][eilgn [c][a]m
[o]ver [sJome [t]lime 1[a ]ter
[alfter [tlo-g[o] [bloxes
h[a]d [bleen [p][a]lc]ked
and night [c][a][p]s'd

[bleen [s]i[plped,

with a [f][r]esh [pllile,

[slaying T[r]ly] this one on [f]or [s][i]ze—
yet, whli]le [I] of [clourse,

had [n]o [iln[c][l][i]In][altion to [clom[p][1][ai]n,
I [d]i[d]n't even object

to the mlealt on the [p][i]zza,

I'd r[a]ther hla]ve, [a]t th[a]t [ploint,
[blr[ealched my own [v][e]ganism
[blefore I [1]e[v]ield a [clom[p][1][ai]nt

to Rleilgn,

yet [Clurt wasn't of the [s][alme m[i]nd
as [1].

86:109 .789

Yeah, [s][ee], he [s]aid,

this [pl[i]zza has the [s]Jame
[pllr]o[bllem—[p][rlo[c]lee]ding to show
[R][eilgn and [nJow a[n]other

22



wlailt[r][e]ls]s

the [e][ss][e]ntial in[clongrule]nce
[bletween [thle [th][i][c]kn[e]ss

of the [b]read

and the [p]lay]load

of the [m]ul[tli[p]le [t]o[pplings,
how it [m][a]de the [p][ilzza
[r]lealllly] hard to [ealt.

48:64 .75

What [R][eilgn still f[ai]led

to [c]lolm[p]rehend [w][a]s it [w][a]sn't
the [c]lolm[plo[n]e]nts of [B][e]

pizza that were obj[e][c]tio[n]a[b
it was in[s]t[eald the

ttola's
Jle,

[clore geometr(y] of the [plie

that was [b][a][s]i[c]all[y] una[cc][e][p]ta[b]le—
in [a]n [e]n[tlirel[y] ill-[f][a]ted a[tt]lem[p]t

to [s]la]ve [f][a][cle

Jurt asked [R][eilgn

to [m][alke us

[][][][][ ][][ Jart[i]nli]

[

her id[i][o]
[o]n the [c]

78:95 .821

[
[O][ IK[t][ai]l.

[Pler[slonally I [flound the

[tle[qluila-bla][s]ed [e][s][p]rle]lss]lo] [m]ar[t][i]n[i]
as gelo][m][e]tri[call[y] o[ff] [Kklilter

as the [pl[ilzza,
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all I [clould [t][a][s]te

was the damn agavle],

ylelt I [k][e]pt [m]y [m]outh [c]l[o]sed,

my [tlo-g[o] box ready

[t]o [t]a[k]e h[o]m

to my [lJoving Wl[ le,

[f][illled to the b[r][iJm w{i]th sh[i]tty pizza
as a [1][i]ttle [Clhrlilstm[a]s g[i][f]t—

59:77 -766

—Canto II: Diagrams
743:900 .826

Slliltt[ilng at The [Slocial

blly] [m]ly]ls]elf,

mly [flirst t[ijme [black on [Ml]ine[r]al [S]p[rling
slince [I]'d [m]oved [f][r]Jom the [s]t[r]eet

a[f]ter [rles[ilding [ble[s][ilde Ta[clo [Blell

[flor a [d]e[c][alde [p][1]u[s]—

the [s][plot I [d][r][alnk [a]t [1][o][c][a]ted

[a] [d][oor] [o]ver [flrom my [f][or][m]er [a][plart[m]ent,
[a] [dila[pli[d]ated [blu[ill[d][i]ng wi]th

[a][blout [flive [b][u]sin[e]sses

[o]n the [b][o]ttom [f]
and I knew [f]or a [f]
was u[plse[llling [m][e] egr[e]gious(l][y] on
her shli]tty [1][i]ttle [m]ez[c][a]l g[1][a][ss]es,
the [C][a][s][a]lm][i]gos [b]rand to [b]oot,
mly] [1][ea]st favorite

bly] a [1]lar]ge m[ar]gin.

114:128 .891

[
[
[
[

loor—

act this [plasty [blartender
[
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The whore charged m[e] [sle[v]ent[ee]n per
d[r][ijnk whli]ch [iln North [P][r][o][v]o[l][o]ne
was [s][ilm[p]l[y] an atro[c][ilt[y],
[elven [fli[f]t[ee]n bucks [p]ler]
gll][alss was hy[plotheti[cla[ll][y]
it was [cJom[p][l][e]te[l][y] out of

bls]lur]d,

ilne

[a]
(1
(I] thought as [I] be[g][rludgingly [glave

hler] my Dis[clovler] [c]ard,

re[c]alling j[ulst a [c][ou][p]le [m][o]nths [p][r][ilor

at [m][y] f[rliend [R][ylan's

birthday [p][ar]ty—when this [p][ar]ti[c]ular

[Sllo]cial [w]or][k]er [w]as,

in [m][y] [m][ilnd, a [1little [s][1]lo}w with

the [Clor[o]na [L]ight [s][er][v]ice

and [o][v]er[h][ear]d my [c]rit[i]lqlue of [h][er] [s][plleeld
to [Plaul, [s]ub[sle[qluent[l]y [s][lJamming down [slix
[bleers

on[t]o a [t]a[b]le and yelling "Here you go!" to m[e],
which I [a]ctuallly] appr{elc[ilated [a]t the t[iJme,

[a]s [I] was [a]l[r][eald[y] [r][eald[y] for [a][n]other
Coro[n]a a[n]yway.

137:173 792

[Blut [nJow, [s][i]tt[ilng at The [S]ocial
[blly] m[yl(slelf, [blleling [bla[s]i[c]al[l][y] [m][u]gged
[ble[c]lau]se of [m]y plr]o[c][1][i]v[i]tly] toward [m]ez[c]al,

njot [i]n[i]t(i]ally [ilntended for

v{er] to [h]ear,
[h]ad [c]Jome [bla[c]k to [blite [m]e in
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[mly [alss, [a]s I a[sslumed the [d]ebt
for thle]se [s]event[ee]n [d]ollar mez[c][a]ls.
65:79 .823

The wiailt[r]lelss [ble[c][aJme the [blar[t]ender
[iln the [iln[t]e[x][

[e]x[a]cted her [r]
23:28 .821

iJm, [a]nd she's now
[elv[e]nge with al[a][c][r][i]ty.

To the ble]st of mly] r[e][clo[1l][e][c]tion

(1] was on[l][y] [e]ven on the [d]amn str{ee]t
be[clause I had a [d][i][nn]er [t]o [a][tt]end

at [I]1 [Flor[n]ello [a]round the [c]orner,

[alnd [a][f]ter h[alnding the [t][a]b

bla]lc]k to my [clo[c]K[t]ail exe[c]utioner,

I] [s]t[i]ll had [s]ome t[ilme to [k][i]ll,

sllo] I [d]r]lo}ve [d]Jown the [s]t[r]eet to [Rlocc[o]'s
flor a [s][o]le a[dd][i]t[i]onal [d][r][i]nk
ble[flore I h[i]t the [d][i]nner,

als T hlaldn't [b][ee]n

iln [e]ons it [s][ee]Jmed

and [n]low] [f]loulnd my[s]el[f] in a [n]o[s]talgic
[i)f [n]ot [b][i]tter [s]tate of m[ilnd.

go:114 789

[
[
[
[
[
[

(I] [rle[clog[n][i]zed the [bartender

at [R]o[cc]o's f[rJom pla]st e[r]as,

[bl[a]lc]k when I

glr]lalbbed [c]o[c]ktails with th[a]t [a]bso[l]ute

[c]lrJumb [Enzo on the [r]le]gull]ar,
[

blut I [clouldn't [r]e[c]all the [glir]'s n[aJme—
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shle] [gllr]lee]ted [m][e] a[m
yet also [rle[f][r][ai]ned [f][r
[a] [flormal [a][dd][r]ess, n[o] [d]oubt als[o]
[flai[lling to [r]e[c]all m[e]

[fTull][y] [ei]ther [a]s

I [a]sked [flor a

Johnny Bl[a]c[k].

71:87 .816

—

i[cla[bl[y],

om using

—_

[Flulclk a mez[c][al]l,

I [thlought,

re[f]le[c]ting [th][a]t

the glals station [a]t the

[clor[n]er of Mi[n]e[r]al

and [D]lou]g(l]as wlals
[clomp(l][e]te[l][y] [r]e[d]one,

it sleelmed [1]i[k]e [d]e[c]ades

[slin[cle I'd [bleen u[p] North

blult it wla]s j[ulst a c[ou][plle [m][o]nths
at [m]ost [s]in[c]e the [m][o]ve—

the [fTu[c]king [K]orean [Blar[ble[q][ue]
[s]lplot [flinally o[plened t[oo],

after [rle[m][ailning in a [s]t[a]te

of [1]Jimbo for the [1]a[s]t

[s][ilx [m]onths w[e]'d

[lilved a[c](r]oss the [s]tr[ee]t.

77:92 .837

O, what [c][r]uel i[r]onies

[N]orth P[r]ovidence h[a]d in w]ai]t
[flor me th[a]t [a][f]ter[n]oon!—
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the [Rlocco's [glir] [g][alve
m[e] a [r][ea]sonable [f]are
[flor my [sJub[s]e[qluent
[s]lc]lo]tch [o]n the r{o][c]ks, and
I [fligured [a]t th[a]t [ploint it was [p]ro[b][a][b]ly
[a][blout time, now h[a]l[f] in the [b][alg,
[to go [bllallc]k [t]lolward [F]lo]rne[ll]o,
[1Jloo][pling thr[ou]gh my old [plar[k]ing [1]ot
to flijnd the Rlulssian gluly's whlilte [t][r][u ]
[T]lr]ee [h]ad [h]ated
[s]till [plar{k]ed [iln hli]s [s]ame
[d][i]lplshlilt [s][plot and [l]etting [d]lown
my [Cl[ilv{i][c]'s wiln[d]ow
to hawlk] a [1Joogie [a]t the [p][a]sslenger [d]oor
[a]s I [d]rove by, [e]jecting the [s][plit
[f]ar [e]n[ou][gh] to [c][l][ea]r my [c]ar b[u]t
[ulnsure if T a[c]tualll][y]
[clonn[e][c]ted w[i]th a
dir[e][c]t hi]t on the [pl[illc]kulp],
un[clonvlilnced [ilf [T]'d, I[i][k]e
the [pllr]le]lv][ilous bartender,
[sJulc]c[e][ss]fully [e][n]a[c]ted a m[i][n]u[s][c]ule
[rle[vlenge on an [iln[d][i][v][i]dual

I [d][i][d]n't [e]ven t[e][c]h[nli[c]allly] k[n]ow.
166:199 .834

—QCanto III: Diagrams
620:704 .881

[O]n the [Almtr[a]k to [Plenn [S]t[a]tion
[oln a [F][rlid[ay] [A]M
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I [clon[s]idered my

[plirlo[f]lelss[i]onal [ilnv[e][s]t[i]g[a]tion

[iln[t]o the [E][p][s][tlein [s][c]andal,

[f]lillled as [i]t [i]s wli]th [a]ge[lless en[i]gmas
[a]nd [f][au]x h[oa]xes,

[aJnd als[o] my [r]e[l][a]ted [blut a[blorted [n]ovel
thlalt [I] [a]t the [t][ilme [t][i]tled Jeff[r]ey of

N

;_4’_'
— —

[N][a]za[r]eth,

[wlhere I'd im[a]gined a [n]ear [fluture
[w]here the [k]id [t][r]a[ff][i][c]ker Je[ff]

[wlas [rle-in[t]erp[r]eted as a [C]h[r][ilst-I[i]ke
[fligure, whler]e Am[e][r]i[clans

[blought for [s]ex [t]oys [flor house pets
they [slaw on [TIi[k][T]o[k],

[blut [n]Jow wit[n]e[ss][ilng

[ilnter[n][e]t [c]le]l][e][b][r]ities,

who [s]till k[n][o]w [n][o] [1][o]ws,

wea[rling Fr]lee] Ghis[l][a]ine

[t]lee]s I con[t][eJmpl[l][a]ted

whle]ther or [n][o]t

my [f][ai]led [n]

in [f][a]lc]t [s][t]
even [nJow,
that [plerh[a][pls J[e]
sl
clond [cloming of J[e]sus,

evelr][yl[blodly]

[o]vel was

ill [s]a[tliri[c]al [a]t all,

ff [E]p[s]t[eiln

ee]

[=]

would [s]oon ble] [
]

[
that po[ssli[b]l[y
had it [a]ll w[r]lolng
[a]ll [a]llolng—
that [a]ll th[o]se [sli[llly girls
who [a][llleged under [o]ath

—

as a [s]ort of [s]e

—
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they’d blee]n [s][e]xualll]y v[ilo[l]ated
as [1][ilttle [k][i]ds were [s][iJm[p][lly
un[plro[sle[cluted [1][i]ars?

200:239 .837

[Clould Jlelffr[ey] [E]p[s]tle]in a[c]tua[ll][y] ble] J[e]sus,
I [c]on[s][i]dered [i]n the [c]oach [c][1][a][s]s of
[Almtr[a][k]—

or [i]s [elve[rly [s]lilngle Alm][e][r]i[c]lan who votes
[Dle[m]o[c]r][a]t [aJnd [Rle[pu[b][l]li[c]an
[blalsli[c]a[ll]ly] a [ple[d]ophli]le, [I] thought,
[ble[clause on[l][y] a [C] [sJtudent chim[p]anz[ee]
[clould [polssli[b][l][y] view our [plo[1][i]t[i][c]al
[sllyllsltem [als [alnything [b][u]t
i[rr]ever(s]i[b]1]ly] [clo[rr][u][p]t?—

87:88 .989

C

[Elvery [e][l][e]ction [i]n thi]s [f][ai]led [s]t[a]te
is b[ I[slilc]a [ll]y a [f]aux pas
llaly[flla]lbe m[o][c]k [e]l[e][c]tion [o]b[fTu[s][c][alting
[f]rorn the [t][r]ue ex[t]ent of our [s]t[a]te
[of [clo[rr][u]ption,
I th[oJught [o]n the [A]mt[r][a][k],
in a [r][ea]lm of even [r][e]lm]ote A[m][e][r]i[clan
[clo[l][e][c]t[ilve int[e][1l][i]gence
all thle]se [plo[1][i]t[ilc[i]ans
would ble] [pllr]o[s]e[c]uted and
[plllJaced [iln[t]o [p][r][ils[o]n [c]ells
for [m]ul[tli[p]le de[c][aldes at [m][i]n[i][m][u]m,
be[c][au]se
if a [s]o-[clalled [s]t[a]te [c][a]n’t [a]t the ver[y] [1][ea]st

[r
c]
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[clolll]e[c]tive[l][y] a[c]t against
wlilde [s][c][a]le ch[i]ld r[a]pe

[thlen [th]e [n][a]tion functio[n]all[y]
[cllea][s]es to exi[s]t.

126:129 .978

We [1][i]ve [iln[s]tead [i]n a [s][t]ate of [s][t][a]tic
[alnar[c]h[y]

[a][c]tua[ll]y], I [c]on[s]lidered—

a[n]ly] [n][o][tilon of a [n]a[tilon

is [plure(l][y] illJuso[r][y],
just [l]ike Ze[n][o]’s [p][rloofs on

the [fT[illc]t[ilt[iJous [n]ature of The [M]a[n][y],
Almle[rli[c]a is [e][qluallly] [i]f [n]ot [m]ore

ilm]agi[n]a[r]ly]—
59:68 .868

[P]lelolplle

[dle[s][plise [S]t[e]phen [M]iller

and his [mu[pp]

[flor in[c][r]e[d]i[

I thought,

as they’re [bloth [bla[s]i[c]all[y]

t[r][ea]s[o][n]ous [i]d[i]ots,

[blut they’re actua[ll][y]

a [rle[l]ative(l]ly] [mli[n]or [slym[p]tom
[

of an [e]ven [m]ore [s]e[r][i]ous dis[ea]se,

et wilfle

lilbJlly] good [r][ea]son,

as when [p][elo[p]le

(Like [M][i][s]s[e]s [M][i]ller
a[pplear on [t][e][1][e}v]i]s[i]on [p][r]og[r]ams
[t]lo endorse A[m][e][r][il[c]an fa[s]c[i]sm
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while in[t]er[p][rleting a[n]y [c][r][i]t[i][c][i]sm
of her own [N][a]zi-[a]dj(a][c][e]nt opinions
as a [r][a][c][i]st atta[c]k on her

[sJo-[c]alled Jewish i[d]entit[y]

it’s [uln[alvoi[d]ablly] [r]epul[s]ive

s_ls_l

to [e][v]e[r]yone,

yet [e][v]e]n that [e]gr[e]g[i]ous [i]m[ble[c][i]l[i]t[y]
[iJs [s]t[i]ll [a]n [a]t [best

minor [s]lylmpt[o]m [i]n the

[lJarger [s][c]heme of a

fund[a]lm]enta[ll][y] iim][a]gin[a](r][y]
[Allm]e[rli[c]a—

148:180 .822

|_4._,

[
T
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