
This World is Broken
T w o

50 cents in personBRINGING IN THE NEW YEAR WITH...PUNK ROCK LOVE STORIES... TRAVEL TALES... TOO MUCH BEER...& LOTS OF 
TYPE THAT'S ALMOST TOO SMALL TO READ. ONE DOLLAR OR A TRADE



Jan. 2000 ...DONE 
AT LAST!

THIS IS THEEVERY LOVELY ARRIEL

H E Y  T H E R E . . .  W H A T  Y O U  
H O L D  IN Y O U R  H A N D S  I S  

TWO THINGS. F IR S T, IT  IS  
B ITS AN D P IE C E S  O F  M Y  

SOUL. THEN, IT  IS  A N  
ACCIDENT. THERE WERE 

SUPPOSED TO BE 
28 PAGES INSTEAD

OF MERELY
TWENTY,

BUT
SOME
PAGES

THAT I
SHOULD

HAVE HAD
LONG AGO

F R O M  
FRIENDS NEVER
SHOWED UP,

AND THEN I HAD 
TO RETYPE SOME 

SHIT THAT H A D  
COFFEE SPILLED 

ON IT BUT MY TYPE
WRITER WENT

BERSERK...

M Y
TYPE
WRITER
STARTED
EATING RIBBONS.
SWALLOWING THEM
WHOLE. I DON'T KNOW
W HY. I JUST QUIT M Y
SUCKY GROCERY STORE 
JOB IN QUAINT SMALL TOWN
MASSACHUSETTS... WHILE I SHOULD

BE LANDING ANOTHER JOB SOON, 
I'M MOMENTARILY STRAPPED FOR CASH 
& CAN'T AFFORD TO GET THE FUCKER
FIXED . AN YH O O 0, TH AT IS  W H Y TH IS  ISSU E IS  A  CLIFF
H A N G ER  O F SO R T, "TO  B E C O N TIN U ED ." IF  YO U  LIK E M Y
S H ITTY  S TO R IE S , # 3  W ILL  B E G IN  W ITH  M E  LE A V IN G
O C EAN  CITY. IT 'LL B E O U T IN  FEB R U AR Y, A  SPLIT W ITH
UPHEAVAL ZINE. ABOUT THE CONTENTS... ARRIEL W ROTE
"PHILADELPHIA AND CREAM  CHEESE" AND DREW  THE
ARTWORK ON THE BACK COVER. CRUST DID 
THE FRONT CO VER  AN D  ALL O F TH E B AC KG R O U N D  AR T, 
INCLUDING THE PICTURE W ITH PART TW O OF "PUNK ROCK 
LOVE." THE "SPAR E SOM E R EM O TE CO NTR O L?" PAG E IS  
FROM FLY'S B O O K , C H R O N ! IC ! R IO TS! P A ! SM ! "TH E  
PATCH" IS FROM SAS C H A  A LTM A N  D U B R U L'S  C A R N IVAL 
OF CHAOS. THERE IS NO SUCH THING AS FILLER IN  THIS 
ZINE. I THINK THAT BOTH PEOPLE AND THEIR BOOKS NEED 
PROPS & NEED TO BE READ BY M ORE FOLKS. I SELL BOTH 
BOOKS THROUGH MY D ISTR O , B U T I D O N 'T C AR E IF  YO U  
GET 'EM FROM ME OR THE PUBLISHER. ANYHOO, THAT'S 

IT FOR CREDITS. YO U R  FIFTY C EN TS D O ES G O 
FOR MORE GLUE STICKS, RUBBER CEM ENT, AND COPIES 
W HEN I CAN'T RIP KINKO'S OFF. IF  YO U  G O T TH IS  IN  TH E 
MAIL, I GLUED THE STAMPS. YOU EITHER PAID LESS THAN 
50 CENTS THAT WAY, OR GOT A FREE COPY. I DON'T KNOW . 
THIS ZINE IS DEDICATED TO ARRIEL AND TO CRUST, THE 
MAIN TWO REASONS THAT ANYTHING INSPIRES ME RIGHT NOW.



BRI, THIS IS MY ZINE ANDHERE'S MY FIRST 

STORY...

PUNK ROCK LOVE

I first met Chris the day that he ’d landed in boston. it was 
sort of weird, he showed up the same day as two other cats from 
Baltimore. I didn't get to talk to them for long, because it was 
raining and they went to look for shelter while I let my grumbling 
stomach lead me to a convenience store in search of a bagel. when 
I went back they were gone. a few days went by and I wondered what 
had happened to Chris, but I figured i'd either see him or I would 
n't. I ended up going to a show in new Hampshire and getting arr­
ested on the way home. when I got back to boston, Chris was the 
first person I saw. we pooled our money and ended up on a roof 
drinking 40s with a bunch of kids. people cams and went, and Chris 
and I drank, and got drunk til we realised that night had begun to 
fall and there was nobody left on the roof besides us. we were 
talking about some really personal shit, and I squatted over his 
lap to give him a hug. he told me I should get up, because he had 
a few 40s in him and wanted to kiss me . so I did the logical thing 
and kissed him. we spent what seemed Like forever talking, kissing 
and spilling beer everywhere. it was really sweet. I really dug 
this kid. after so much time spent building a wall around my heart 
he just waltzed into my life and unwittingly found the tiny chink 
in my armor. down went my wall in a cloud of dust; I was falling 
hard.

we spent days together, listening to awful music and going to 
parks and getting funny looks from people. every time I stuck my 
tongue out at him, he bit it and i'd laugh. I was starting to 
fall in love, against my better judgement. we had solemn conversa­
tions about everything and nothing and fucked until it seemed the 
very earth was shaking with us. we had an argument, and then we 
screamed at each other. then we cried in our beer, made veggie 
burgers, and made up. we were reluctant to call it a  relationship, 
but neither of us wanted to be with someone else. we were confused 
and we became shy again and couldn't decide whether to cuddle or 
scream at each other or what, so mostly we shared silences. we'd 
both been hurt before and didn't want it to happen again. love is 
hard. so what did we do? we left town together.



a c a b

right after I first met Chris, my friend joe and I went to the 
Elvis room in NH for a show. it was a Sunday afternoon, beautiful 
out, and finding parking was easy. I ran into some people I hadn't 
seen in a while, the band i'd wanted to see was really good, and 
the beer was cheap. so far, so good. after the show joe asked me 
to kick his ass, and then we were off. i'd made him stop drinking 
a while before the show ended, and then we stopped at a store so I 
could get more beer and call rich to tell him I was on my way to 
boston and his house. I drank a beer and then curled up for a nap. 
I was woken a short time later by chunks of broken windshield 
showering into my lap. things no longer seemed ok. we'd crashed 
into a road sign, and a passing truck driver had called the cops. 
the car was a wreck and wouldn't start. joe had been drinking a 
beer and tossed it out the window. a couple of staties showed up 
and gave joe the drunk test... "take 13 steps in a straight line." 
they stopped him after he got to 30  and put him in the back of 
their car, then arrested me for minor in possession because there 
was an unopened beer in the car. so we were both reeled in. they 
were paying him so much attention that I managed to bring a book 
in with me and have a smoke before I attempted to sleep. he made 
such a scene that they took away his jacket and belt, and it was 
cold as shit in there.

in the morning the cop was pissed that he gave me my breakfast 
and I drank the orange juice before he realised we were being re­
leased. the next time I spoke to rich, he said "what happened to 
you coming over Sunday night?" well...

FREE MUMIA with every purchase

when Chris and I left boston, our intent was just to go to 
Philly for the weekend. but Chris had never really traveled before 
and I was once again tiring of bean town, so we decided to just 
keep going after Philly and see where we e n d e d  up. the first 
night we went to Baltimore, spent the night at his parents' house. 
his mom fed us and gave us lots of clean socks. we got a late 
start the next night and got lost trying to find nick's house, but 
when we got there two hours late nick was waiting for us with beer 
...we stayed up too late catching up and telling stories. thus we 
were running on punk rock standard time when we finally got to the 
rally 'round the courthouse the next afternoon. i'm working on a 
column for gray matters zine about the rally and mumia's history. 
i'm also going to put it in pamphlet format if anybody would like 
a copy... just write and send a stamp or two.) after the march we 
ran into a friend from Albany who I hadn't heard from in almost 
three years, and I was quite stoked. we trudged back to nick's 
house, said our goodbyes, and then all three of us ended up in new.
jersey at George's house later that night. we ate burritos, watch­
ed wrestling and pored over naps. George's little brother gave me a 
a pair of badly needed sneakers, and after everyone went to sleep 
George and I drank tea and cuddled... all told, it was a good night
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PHILADELPHIA AND CREAM CHEESE by A r r i e l

road weary, and with telling smudges of dirt on my face, I stumble 
into Starbucks. my Alice pack looms behind me, a boulder haphazard­
ly strapped to my back. I feel like Atlas, forever cursed to carry 
this burden; only in my case it's dirty laundry and the few beat-up 
tapes Dee has given me as goodbye presents.

I feel wretched, and I know I must appear a vagabond, if a very 
young one. I stand patiently in line behind a man wearing delicate­
ly rimmed glasses and khakis. freshly ironed khakis with the little 
pleats in the front. he orders a coffee cake, a bagel and cream 
cheese, and coffee. it seems an awfully large breakfast to me, having
n ot eaten in a few days, and an awfully expensive one at $6.75, 
I muse, jingling the 23 cents in my pocket.

the girl behind the counter is a young mulatto, and very pretty, 
with blonde streaks bleached into her curly, dark hair. she turns 
and looks at me expectantly.

I ask timidly if it would be alright that I "just use the bath
room".I  pray she doesn 't turn me back, lest my bladder explode 
right where I stand.

it seems I've passed the test, relying on pity; it doesn't always 
work. the gatekeeper waves me through. I thank her profusely, ever 
the more greatful.

when I'm done I return the key to its place at the end of the coun
ter.I  mumble some more words of thanks and make my way to the 

d o o r .
she is eyeing me, "would you like some coffee? she whispers; I 
smile yes.

she gestures for me to follow h e r  to the far end of the counter, 
where she hands the coffee to me, as well as a brown paper bag.

"i've been there," she says. "I know how it is." the look on her 
face is serenely sympathetic. I thank her again and leave. I am 
left feeling that there must be something dirty about being so 
grateful. still, I am overwhelmed by her kindness.

sitting around the corner I sip the coffee and discover a bagel 
andtwo individually wrapped packages of Philadelphia cream cheese in the brown bag.

I munch the dry bagel and look longingly at 
the cream cheese. beingbegan doesn't seem so pleasant as I am alone and hungry 
in this unfamiliar city. I think about how little food i've had lately. itwould be a shame to have all that perfectly good cream cheese go towaste. it 
seems silly to argue with breakfast, and it might make mefeel human to have eaten something substantial... pretty soon thecream cheese is gone, too.



we said goodbye to nick again and the three of us remaining 
ventured into NYC. the streets were bare and I couldn't find any 
of the people that I knew were lurking somewhere in those shadows. 
just when we were about to give up, I heard a familiar shout be­
hind me. just a hop over a short fence and I was face to grinning 
face with ferret, who i'd first met in NY when I was 15 and who's 
got an amazing knack for bumping into me when I least expect it, 
no matter what city i'm in. we wanted to bring him with us, but we 
left shortly after and didn't know where to find him. we pulled 
into a church parking lot just outside of Atlantic city a few hour 
s later and were almost arrested for trying to sleep there. we dr­
ove onward, eventually found a place to crash, and hit the nickel 
slots pretty early. Chris was having better luck than me, so after 
a bit I gave him my remaining nickels and decided to see how many 
free drinks I could get before one of the waitresses asked me for 
ID. with too many weak drinks in our otherwise empty stomachs and 
$20 poorer, we eventually set out to explore the boardwalk. I was 
not all that surprised when we didn't find much.

SOME THINGS

NEVER CHANGE.

BIG 
HAIR

I 
think 

the 
fact 

that 
we 

lost 
twenty 

bucks 
was 

the 
most 

exciting 
part 

of 
our 

whole 
day 

in 
Atlantic 

city. 
we 

ended 
up 

back 
in 

Pennsylvania
,

Pittsburgh 
this 

time. 
we 

met 
a 

ton 
of 

kids, 
drank 

beer, 
and 

passed 
out 

on 
a 

sticky 
rooftop 

somewhere 
along 

Forbes. 
Scotty 

and 
Steph, 

two 
kids 

from 
Lansing, 

asked 
us 

for 
a 

ride 
to 

new 
Orleans. 

there 
were 

many 
shows 

the 
week 

we 
were 

there, 
but 

we 
didn't 

we'd 
al­

ready 
seen 

all 
of 

the 
bands 

before, 
and 

it 
was 

more 
fun 

to 
sit 

outside 
and 

listen 
to 

the 
music 

while 
actually 

being 
able 

to 
hear 

ourselves 
think, 

telling 
each 

other 
stu

pid 
jokes. 

one 
night, 

while 
we 

were 
stay

ing
at 

Alicia 
and 

bri's 
house, 

a 
crazy 

old 
man 

bought 
me 

and 
Chris 

a 
case 

of 
beer. 

we 
brought 

it 
back 

to 
the 

house, 
and 

there 
were 

so 
many 

kids, 
the 

walls 
were 

sweating. 
the 

casualties 
stopped 

by, 
and 

Chris 
wanted 

to 
know 

who 
they 

were. 
everyone 

looked 
at 

him 
in 

shock... above 
everything 

in 
every 

room, 
you 

could 
see 

the 
infamous 

hair 
of 

the. casualties. 
nobody 

else 
spent 

that 
much 

time 
to 

look 
punk. 

bug 
brought 

us 
to 

a 
squat. 

I 
had 

to 
pee 

after 
i'd 

taken 
my 

shoes 
off, 

and 
there 

were 
broken 

tiles 
and 

chunks 
of 

plaster 
all 

over 
the 

hallway, 
so 

I 
drunkenly 

p
e
r
c
h
e
d
 

on 
the 

sill 
of 

the 
second 

floor 
to 

piss 
outside. 

if 
i'd 

been 
sober, 

I 
probably 

would 
have 

fallen 
right 

out. 
when 

morning 
came, 

the 
grrl 

with 
us 

spent 
over 

ten 
minutes 

sitting 
on 

the 
windowsill, 

afraid 
to 

jump 
down. 

I 
almost 

felt 
bad, 

but 
it 

was 
only 

the 
second 

floor. 
what 

was 
she 

going 
to 

do, 
stay 

up 
there 

all 
day? 

I 
think 

it 
was 

the 
next 

morning 
that 

we 
said 

goodbye 
to 

Pittsburgh, 
with 

Scotty 
and 

Steph 
in 

tow.
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U$ELE$$ $HIT FOR $ALE!!

the first time I went to Pittsburgh was last winter, whan Arriel and 
I were working for the $ale of the $entury. she'd hooked up with the 
sunglasses selling people the week before, and I went with her to the 
next show. the ride there was a trying experience. we had to listen to 
a character named dan the bagel man whine the whole way. we stopped in 
Connecticut somewhere so we could play a few slots at a casino (i'd 
never been to one before), and in about an hour he blew close to a 
hundred dollars. we kept commandeering his radio, playing the dead 
boys and David Bowie and gg allin doing "don't talk to me." I don't 
think dan got it, tho. I found a job working for a guy named mark, who 
gave me spped and then told me what a hard worker I was. it was kind 
of strange, not eating meat, but being surrounded by leather all day. 
that was what mark sold. one day I put on a pair of chaps over my 
jeans, and a vest, rolled up my T-shirt sleeves and wore my bandana. 
arriel said I looked like a biker chick, and all of the biker guvs 
kept hitting on me. I got a lot of tips that day. Arriel's boss had 
gotten a hotel room, and we stayed there with her. there was a piano 
in the lounge, and arriel would play songs for me when we were down 
there. there was an indoor/outdoor heated pool too, and it was weird 
to be swimming outside, in Pittsburgh, in February. one night I stayed 
in Pittsburgh with some kids I knew there, and the last night we work­
ed, we hung out with Arriel's friends cheez and Dmitri. arriel got 
quite angry with ms on the ride home, cos I got drunk and passed out 
and left her to deal with the bagel man by herself.

cheez didn't seem to remember me when I saw him in Pittsburgh later. 
Arriel and Dmitri got kicked out of canaduh this summer.

the next snow was in providence, so the drive wasn't too bad... just 
about an hour. but we stayed at arriel's house in boston and had to 
make the trip three days in a row. I worked for Danny the watch guy, 
who she'd worked for in boston. he was a nice guy, gave me beer and 
sodas while I was working and let ms smoke in the booth even tho he 
could have been fined if any of the cops had really cared.

the last week that I worked at the $how was in DC. that week I work­
ed for the useless shit guy, who sold calculators and vibrating brush­
es and stuff. he was a jerk, but DC was ok. we ate at food for thought 
a couple of nights, and I had the best vegan chili dogs in the world. 
i've heard that they've either closed down or become a bar since then. 
we also had a very cool androgynous wait person. androgynous people 
fascinate me. I really dig tough-looking grrls and pretty boys. on the 
way to DC, we'd stopped in new York and ate at the dojo on saint marks 
...i'd eaten there, at the same table, with the scabs a few years ago. 
they have a lot of good vegetarian food too. we stopped there again on 
the way home, bought roses for my crush and arriel's boyfriend at a 
stand. we bought books from tables set up on the sidewalk, visited ABC 
no Rio and annoyed their dog, and went to Shapiro's wins next door. 
the guy gave us dixie cups of wine and told us that we'd missed their 
tasting/brewery tour the night before. he let us take a picture with 
him too, but later I lost the film. I got a hugs bottle of grape wine 
and ended up with horrible stomach cramps after I drank it.



SHORT VINE

we went from Pittsburgh to Cincinnati, where we were supposed to 
meet up with will and his girlfriend. we went straight to short 
vine, where they told us to look for them, but there wasn't much 
there except a lot of cops who looked like they were in navy uni­
form. we all walked around aimlessly for a while, ducking into 
bars and the like, but nobody knew will. I found a bar where they 
let me use the bathroom and talked to a metal head, and the dready 
guy at the piercing shop was nice, but that was about it. the way 
Cincinnati was set up kind of reminded me of Portland... anyway, we 
decided to keep moving and found a well-lit ATM to scour our maps. 
when we were just about out of gas, a really nice chick at a gas 
station somewhere in Kentucky gave us gas and food money. before 
crashing, we acquired a half-dozen burritos and rolling tobacco. 
it wasn't such a bad night after all.

the next day we found ourselves in bowling green, once again out of gas. we stopped at a liquor store so I could ask for directions to the salvation army, and the good ole' boy behind the counter let out a whistle and said "yer not from around 

here, are ya? what choo doing in bowling green? take off yer hat, lemme see yer hair..." eventually we found an I got a gas voucher from a baptist church while Scotty and Steph spare changed for beer, then we all at alot of spaghetti and filled up the tank. the baptists seemed real happy to see us off.
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OVER IN THE CLAMSHELL...

I don't remember why we decided to stop in Nashville. I think 
that we went there for the cheesy rock n' roll hall of fame, which 
we later found out was actually in Memphis. none of us knew anyone 
there, but I used to distro some 7"s for the fun girls from mt. 
pilot, who’re from that area. i'd since lost their address. some 
people we ran into told us to check out a record store downtown, 
but it didn't open until 8 or 9 at night, so we found our way to 
centennial park and hung out there. the park was beautiful. there 
were rad wooden swings scattered throughout, and a big, dried-up 
fountain shaped like a clam shell, and the liquor store was only 
half a block away. perfection. so we mostly hung out there the 
first couple of days, sewing and reading, telling jokes for change 
to buy cheap vodka. while bumming change for booze we met Thomas, 
who had once dated one of the boys from the fun girls. he didn't 
know how to get ahold of them anymore, tho. then Scotty and Steph 
met it, who let us stay at his haus when it was raining one night. 
Chris and I were fighting again, so things were weird and it was 
hard to fall asleep. the next day, after making apple butter sand­
wiches and getting kinky in the park, Chris started crying and 
told me that he was falling in love with me. for more than a month 
he'd been afraid to call me his girlfriend. things were definitely 
getting more and more confusing.

a t  s o m e  p o int while we were in Nashville, we were hanging out on 
one of those wooden swings in the park, and a park ranger rolled 
up to us, said we fit the descriptions of people who were suppose­
dly being raunchy. people had made complaints. but he said it did­
n't make sense in the open, where we were. he said he'd expect 
that "over in the clam shell"... when we saw Scotty and Steph later 
they said it was them, fucking not 50 feet from where we were... in 
broad daylight, over by the clam shell. ha.

so after  the night at jt's and the funny shit in the park,  we 
found day labor at a car wash for a few days, so we wouldn't have 
to panhandle in new Orleans. we found the kids, told them what was 
up, and then went to the clam shell to read and cuddle. a little 
while later it started to rain, and when we went back to where the 
car was parked, it was gone. at first Chris thought it had been 
towed, but I laughed at him. when we'd first met Scotty and Steph 
i'd thought they were shady characters, but I swallowed it because I 
didn't want to be an asshole and Chris thought they were cool. I 
guess I should've followed my gut instinct, tho, cos it usually 
does me right. they'd definitely taken the car, along with all of 
our clothes, music, my address book and zine originals... between 
the two of us, we had a couple of books, the clothes we were wearing

, and a blanket, all of which was getting soaked. they could 
have at least left us our packs! our little storm turned into a 
tornado, knocking down trees all over Nashville like so many domi­
noes.

eventually we went to the holiday inn across the street, determ­
ined that we'd sit out the worst of the storm in their lobby. but 
they sure showed us... they didn't want a couple of filthy kids in 
their lobby all night, so they gave us a free room. we got to take 
showers, have sex in a bed for the first time, and even made a pot 
of coffee in the morning. it was nice until we remembered how we'd 
gotten there, with our shelter and transportation gone. Chris 
called his mum and we took a bus to Baltimore, where his sister 
picked us up the next day. there was a guy on the bus with a dread 
Mohawk who looked sorta like this cat scooter I used to know... he
had avoided us the whole ride, thinking I was his exwife, til we



nailed him down at a truck stop and talked to him. the whole thing 
was pretty funny.

and that, folx, is how I ended up in Maryland for four months. 
we staved with Chris' parents for about three weeks. his mum was a 
total sweetheart, bought me new underwear and socks and made sure 
we had lots of tofu and veggie burgers, she even made us vegan pan 
-cakes for breakfast when she wasn't working. we went to the lib­
rary often and drank gallons of coffee at Denny's, and Chris spent 
hour after hour playing video games. I read a lot and hung out 
with his mum. once in a while, we'd have a good night... one time 
we got beer and went to this creepy, beautiful place in the woods 
...wishing rock, I think it was called. he held my hand while he 
led me up the path in the woods in the dark, and we sat on a gar­
gantuan rock in a big clearing for a while, talking for once, 
drinking boh and sharing the occasional comfortable silence. we 
told ghost stories and tried to scare each other and I was as 
happy as i'd been on the roof the night we first hung out, only 
less inebriated. most of the time, tho I just felt weird because 
we were at his mum's house. sex was strange when every noise made 
us jump, wondering if she was gonna walk in on us. and I just did­
n't like feeling stuck in that town and having to depend on people 
but I wasn't at all ready to say goodbye to Chris yet...

THE LAFF N' SPIT

during our stay together in that little town Near Baltimore, we went to one 
show at the laff N' spit. it was a really fucking cool place, everyone just 
kind of hanging out, seeming to get along. I didn't even Notice anyone going 
out of their way to trash the place, which used to be a big problem in Boston 
sometimes. ochlocracy and objection to oppression were the two bands i'd really 
wanted to see, but it's been so long and i'd drank so much beer that I couldn't 
tell you who the other bands were. I wish I could remember, tho. I hate when I 
end up doing that at shows. we ran into Justin, one of the kids i'd met in 
Boston when Chris showed up... and I mat a rad grrl Named bri who had the same 
piercings as me. all of the Baltimore kids were super Nice, and after the show 
we went to Allen's haus, where there was gonna be a party. but we were tired, 
so we drove back to the haus. I later found out that the laff N' spit closed 
down soon after. it's too bad that we hadn't made it to another show there, or 
at least stuck around for the party, because Chris hadn't really known many of 
those kids either, and they had totally welcomed us with open arms.

we went to ocean city for the weekend, to look for jobs and get away for a 
few days. we ran into his friend John, who had a haus around there and said we 
could stay with him. we both got blisters walking forever in sweaty feet, 
first looking for work and then looking for his mum's van because we couldn't 
remember where exactly between 1st and 12th we'd parked it. ocean city was 

Nice to look at, but only if you ignored all the Snooty, sunburnt tourists. I 
could tell it was going to be an interesting summer... we finally got jobs at
the jolly Roger, the only amusement park in oc where they'd trust you to run a 
ride if you had piercings and funny hair...
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SPARE
SOME
REMOTE
CONTROL?

IF  Y O U  

D O N 'T  H A V E  A  

H OM E YOU  CA N  

A L W A Y S  L IV E  

IN  Y O U R  M IN D

B U T  D O  

YOU HAVE 

A MIND OF 

YOUR 
O W N ?



THE OCEAN CITY SAGA BEGINS.

we went back to the Baltimore area... we left again a week later, driving the 
car that Chris had owned before the one that got stolen. his dad had given it 
back to him when we went crawling back to Maryland. she sure was a beauty... 
the sunroof glass was missing, driver's side window wouldn't open, one of the 
locks seemed to be possessed and worked only when it wanted to, the transmission

was on its deathbed and there was a huge crack in the windshield, but it 
ran. it got us back to ocean city that second time. for almost a month, we ac­
tually lived in Salisbury, a fairly sleepy town about half an hour's drive from

OC. that was at John and Jason's haus, where we'd stayed the first time we 
ventured down. we worked 5 or 6 days a week, from 2:00 til midnight, running 
rides at the jolly Roger. OC's pretty tame for a resort town... there was real­
ly nothing to do when we got off work except hang out on the boardwalk, and 
that lost its appeal pretty fast. after a week there, I already felt like i'd 
experienced everything OC had to offer. we fell into a rut. mostly we'd just 
go home after work, drink beer if we had it, and Chris would play video games 
while I cooked dinner or read. the 24 hour grocery stores and late night sex 
shops quickly became two of our best friends.

a few weeks into working at the JR, I was running the log flume and it was
slow, so I was letting people stay on as long as they wanted, hoping my skin

flint boss wasn't watching. tickets were really expensive, my pay was really
low, and that was also a good way to get tips... so this sweet grandma started 

talking to me while her daughter and grand kids were o n the ride for a while
and she turned out to be pretty hip. before they left, she gave me the phone 
number for a friend of hers who had an efficiency apartment for rent. her namewas vee, she said that frank better like me 

despite my bihawks and piercings, because SHE liked me... haha.

I called and spoke with Frank a few days later. he seemed like a Nice guy and 
had a slight Southern accent that was sort of charming when you first heard it 
we had a bit of a long conversation, and I must have passed that first test, 
because he invited Chris and I to look at the apartment the Next day. of cour­
se it was small, but Not too bad for OC. the bathroom was huge. the kitchen 
was tiny but came with all of the dishes and appliances we could possibly Need 
...there was a washer and dryer in the garage, which our bathroom opened on at 
one end. there was a tv, vcr, and a turntable in the bedroom, which had a cou­
ch and doubled as the living room. it was decorated in that cheesy tourist 
style, mostly pinks and blues with seascapes on the walls in cheap plastic 
frames. it was late in the season and the $200 a week they asked for rent was 
almost cheap by OC standards, so add that to the fact that the half hour drive 
twice a day was getting extremely tiresome, and we were more than happy to 
sign on the dotted line. Frank said we’d have a place to stay til labor day... 
we got paid that Thursday Night and moved in Friday afternoon. we finally had 
something to call our own, a place to keep our records and have sex whenever 
we wanted without worrying about being too loud, a situation where we only had 
to depend on each other, no one else...



A 1/2 GALLON AND BURNT PIZZA

a fte r going grocery shopping a few nights a fte r we'd moved in to  Frank's place on 
12th  stre e t, we realised on the very home  that we'd forgotten to  buy a  sponge to  
wash the dishes, so we  stepped a t the 7- 11. there  was a cute guy working behind the 
counte r who  had some pie rcin gs and n ice tattoos. I  re a lly  needed to  hang out w ith 
someone  othe r than Chris  and he was the mos t interesting person i 'd  bumped in to  
there. . .  so a few nights  la te r when Chris and I  were tweaked ou t and wandering the 
streets  o f OC, I  le f t  him on the boardwa lk  conspiring to  steal beer  and went  to  the 
7-11 to  see i f  mr .  punk guy had any  personal i t y . . .

his name was James. business was slow, and we talked for a while, 
mostly me yammering on at him for a good hour or two before I zipp­
ed back to the boardwalk to find Chris and mike with a gallon milk 
jug full of beer pilfered from an outdoor beer tap. James had a lot 
more personality than i'd anticipated... I think I hung out with him 
more than anyone else this summer, maybe even more than Chris. he 
actually listened to me and contributed to our conversations, even 
when I was hopelessly drunk or rolling and could barely stand up.

whenever I ended up downtown at night, i'd always u p  talking someone into walk 
to the 7-11 with me. one night I brought about a dozen pilfered pizzas back to this 
cat Lloyd's haus. I figured I could slip up  once and eat it, since it was free and 

even stolen from a stupid corporation. with all the vodka i'd consumed, I left one 
of the pizzas in the oven til well after the cheese had turned brown and I don't 
think anyone was brave enough to eat it. Lloyd lived downstairs from my friend Milo 
who worke d  at the JR. when we were hanging out that night, Milo just up  and disappeared 
i n t o  thin air. Lloyd's door was open, so I offered to share my half gallon if 
I could chill there. the last thing I remembered was being downstairs when I woke 
ip  at Milo's in the morning. some mysteries are better left unsolved...

i'd lost touch with him far a while, but recently i've been talking to James on 
the phone. because I always voted until midnight and he usually went to wo rk at 
the sane time, the only place we ever saw , each other was at the 7-11 or at the JR 
once or twice when I hooked him up  with passes. we made plans a few times, but it 
seemed like one  of us (usually me) always overslept and didn't make it. I miss our 
late night conversations at the store and it seems like OC would be a much nicer 
place in the off season. i'd like to step back there to fuck shit up again.



PUNK ROCK LOVE
the last few weeks that Chris and I spent together were chaotic... wonderful, horrific, painful and sweet. we were really fucking alive then, 
seething with raw emotion and energy. we were together most of the 
time, at work and at home, but we didn't talk much. we did yell a lot. 
after telling me for months that he loved me but didn't want to be  in 
a relationship, he informed me that he wanted to start dating this 
grrl from VA who had stayed at our place while she was visiting OC. I 
was outraged, Not because he was choosing her over me or some such 
juvenile bullshit, but because he'd been completely misleading me all 
summer... "if I did want to date anyone it would be you, but I'm too 
fucked up to have a girlfriend right now..."...he'd also told me sev­
eral times that I was more than a girlfriend a n d  m e n t o r  a l l  like his mother, little sister, best friend, girlfriend and mento r  all 
in one. someone who knows both of us later guessed that he was pushing 
me away because he did care about me a lot tut he knew that he treated 
grrls like shit and didn't want to do that to me... do guys really 
think like that??

at the beginning of august, I think, Chris quit at the JR. it was thesame Night that he d told me about the other grrl. I flipped out on 
him, cried and screamed and wanted so badly to just punch him in the 

face and make him hurt too. for once I thought he was actually listening 
to me and we talks about our friendship and a lot of other things ...things maybe weren't looking so bad right about then. he wanted to 

beer store and I asked him to wait for me to get dressed so 
I could take the walk with him. but he was afraid that the store would 

close and left without me. I waited up for him, drinking tea and reading. 
he stumbled in after sunrise, shitfaced, bringing his obnoxious friend with him and I got upset again and saw no point in trying to 

get anything through that thick skull of his, except maybe a baseball bat.

I got home from work the next night, saw that Chris was still out, 
and poured myself a big cup o' space bag. he got home shortly after 
and following a few minutes of meaningless "how was yer day?" small 
talk, he got all serious and told me that. he'd decided to go back to 
Baltimore two days later; he had a bunch court dates for old parking 
and speeding tickets and they were gonna put warrants out for him if 
he didn't show. when Chris was teaching me how to drive I had crashed 
his car, so he couldn't stay in OC and make the court dates. his mum 
had offered to help him take care of all of his fines and everything 
if he went home... I felt like he was deserting me. I had two days to 
find another roommate or get kicked out because I couldn't pay rent on 
my own. if i've ever been utterly speechless in my life, that was it. 
tears just started pouring down my face and my voice wouldn't work. I 
couldn't even focus my eyes on anything. I was a fucking mess... because 
he didn't know what else to do and thought I was being selfish by feeling 

hurt, he walked out on me when I Needed him the most. No hug or 
apology, just "see ya later."
we talked a little when he got home, whenever that was. by the next 
day we'd both realised how much we were going to miss each other. we 
both had our faults and knew it and we decided to make the best of
those precious few hours we had together. I went to work; when I got 
back, soaking wet because it was raining out, he was half Naked and 
drunk, sitting in bed. i'd stopped on the way home to get two bottles 
of mad dog and he wouldn't let me take a sip or even uncap a bottle 
until he had gotten me out of those wet clothes. that night, we had 
the raunchiest, sweetest sex ever. I had to get on top in order to get 
drunk cos he couldn't keep his hands off of me long enough for me to 
take a few swills. we shared our hopes and dreams and apologies and 
kissed a hundred times to make up for however long it was going to be 
until we met again. we crammed so much into a day... he packed in between 

bouts of wrestling, drinking, going to the movies... we smoked 
some crazy pot and went to the theatre hopelessly stoned. it was a bad 
movie, but we were so scared we held each other's hands until they 
nearly bled. we ran a ton of errands the day that he left, and when we 
parted ways so he could get on the bus and I could go to work, I didn't 
believe it was really happening. I half expected to see him there 
smiling his precious dopey smile, when I got home.

my  last month in OC was mostly a blur. I worked 6 or 7 days a week 
and drank myself silly every night to try to prevent the hurt and
confusion from ruining me, but I did a good enough job of that myself anyway. 
I  still cried myself to sleep more often than not. so this was 
love... I was taken in by the local band of nocturnal party kids, who 
made things more bearable sometimes... at least I wasn't always drinking 
a l o n e . I missed them w h e n  I  f i n a l l y  l e f t .BUT NONE OF THEM EVER WROTE



T h e  P a t c h

There's this feeling you might get 
sometimes that you're part of 
something much bigger and greater than 
yourself. I'm not talking about a 
higher power making decisions about 
your life for you, I'm talking about 
something that's partly your creation, 
that you have a role in building. I'm 
talking about connections and people 
and life in the underground. The 
feeling's not something you have to 
define with words but it's something 
you know is a part of you and will be 
a part of you wherever you travel and

whatever situations you find yourself in. It's not necessarily somethingyou claim allegiance to, like a soldier would fight for country - I'm
talking about an unspoken bond between people - a code that changesform and face through time and however you mold it yourself, but has

the same core - is rooted in something timeless. Sometimes you can feel 
it when you're with a bunch of your friends - a big group working 
together on big things. Sometimes you catch glimpses of it in small

things, what might be just a funny coincidence but you know it can't be. That s when the feeling hits and you remember.
One!

night during the Austin leg of the festival I ended up talking to this 
train hopper kid Jeff who I'd never met before. Jeff was from Olympia, 
Washington and had been on the road for a while and was decked out in 
the nearly universal traveling punk uniform - boots, black encrusted 
and sown up jeans, black denim jacket covered in spikes and patches, 
face piercings, dirty dreadlocks. I have kind of this habit of checking 
out the patches on traveling punks' attire cause in the past few years 
anarchist groups and bands from all over the place have been printing 
and distributing patches and you start to see the same ones after a 
while. If you have an eye for it and you're pretty up on the different 
scenes around the country, it's pretty easy to tell where people have 
been or where they're from by the patches on their clothes. It's a 
whole little underworld of symbols and hidden meanings really only 
meant for a small group of people.

It might seem uninteresting to most and for good reason, but I have 
this funny history with patches that started when I was fourteen and 
coming of age in the punk scene in New York. Back then there was this 
woman who sang for one of the local anarchist squatter bands who I was 
totally in awe of and respected almost to the point of worship and one 
day this woman gave me a silk screened canvas patch with her band's logo 
on it that I'd only ever seen people in her band wearing. These were 
the days before patches were all over the place and everyone was making 
and distributing them, so it was a big deal to an impressionable kid 
like me. I sowed it in a prominent place on my punked out jacket and 
wore it proudly until it faded and eventually got so dirty it was 
unreadable. It was a powerful thing, that patch, because it meant I was 
hooked into the scene I'd only watched from afar, and it made me feel 
like I was a part of something real for the first time in my life.



Anyway, that memory stuck with me and when I was sixteen I took a high 
school print making class and cut out my first silk screen. It was a 
simple two color rectangular design - the black and red Anarcho
syndicalist flag from the Spanish Civil War with the silhouette of a 
figure holding a rifle in the background. My art teacher, Mr.
Leventhal, told me it was a good example of crude talentless propaganda 
and I'd be better off making linoleum blocks of cows because they had 
more soul. Nonetheless, I was really proud of it and found a strip of 
painting canvas in the back of the room and cut it up into little 
rectangular pieces to make my first patch. I printed about fifteen of 
them before the screen died and I gave them out to a bunch of my 
friends. I figured if I could give something to people around me that 
would inspire them nearly as much as that patch the woman had given to 
me I couple years earlier, it would be totally worth it.
Skipping over a lot of time, about four years later I was playing in a 

punk rock band myself and practicing at C-squat, playing shows around
the neighborhood and getting 
ready to do a small tour in 
Canada. We decided we wanted to 
print up a bunch of patches and 
shirts for the tour, so my 
friend who silk screened for a 
living and had a whole shop out 
in Brooklyn, hooked us up with 
his light table and taught a
couple of us how to do it. We 
ended up stealing a whole lot 
of ink from a big art supply 
store in the city and 
dumpstering a bunch of shirts 
and the whole thing cost us 
next to nothing. It was cool 
because we could print right 
outside our shows, straight on 
to people's clothes for free 
and it was a good way of 
getting our name around and 
also showing people that 
silk screening was really easy 
and didn't have to cost a lot 
of money.

Around the same time I got really into printing patches and made up a whole bunch of screens with different people's artwork and went aroundgiving 

out patches all the time to my friends. I liked the feelings that I was 
printing this underground currency that had no value in theoutside world, but was priceless in the circuits I traveled. Cutting up rolls of canvas into pieces and 
reproducing these powerful symbols,giving and exchanging gifts without the use of money. Not ever being too good with my hands or feeling like I was very 
artistic, it was thefirst time I was ever making something concrete and solid and it feltgood to see people all over the place wearing stuff I made.



Eventually I really needed money and I 
started selling them on the street for a 
dollar and actually financed a journey 
across the country almost entirely from 
that money, showing up in towns and 
laying out my goods in the main square. 
I'd always end up giving away a bunch of 
patches to cool people I met, but 
surprisingly I got pretty good at 
selling them to almost anyone from frat 
boys to old ladies. Taking something 
from our scene and marketing it seemed 
pretty sketchy to me, but it was really 
small time on the street and we're not 
talking about something with mass appeal.

anyway, just a handy means of survival for a 
traveling guy such as myself. Anyway, that's my 
story with the patches.

So with that all out of the way, we're back at the 
Church in Austin last summer and I'm talking to 
Jeff the train hopper kid and checking out the 
patches on his jacket cause there are a bunch I've 
never seen before. One of them strikes my eye 
because it’s two colored and I move closer to get 
a better look at it. Suddenly I’m thrown into this 
state of amazement and disbelief and I get even 
closer to make sure I’m right. Usually when I meet 
someone who's wearing one of my patches it's a 
cool little reminder of hew tight-knit our scene 
is, but this was too strange.

"Where... where did you get that?" I manage to 
get out of my stunned mouth because I know 
I'm right but it doesn't make any sense. “Oh, 
that. I traded it with this girl I was 
traveling with from the East coast, but I 
don't know where she got it from. I think 
it's really old." We never even figured out 
how it happened or where the connection was 
and in the end it didn't really matter 
because the whole thing was so beautiful and 
mysterious we didn't need to know. Here I was 
in Austin, Texas - talking to a guy from 
Olympia, Washington who somehow ended up 
wearing one of the fifteen old Anarcho
Syndiclist patches I printed when I was 
sixteen years old in New York.



A HUNDRED FUCKING DEGREES

Marcia was the cute blonde grrl who worked on the bumper boats at 
the JR. I don't even know where to begin talking about her... I first 
met her through Chris, and all of the other grrls he'd introduced me 
to down there seemed young, dumb, and generally uninteresting. so I 
sort of dismissed her as being like the rest of them. but then we 
started hanging out at each other's rides on our breaks, and the 
Next thing I knew, we were friends. one day we were at work and she 
came up to my ride, said "you look hot bri." I wiped my sweaty brew 
with my bandana and replied "it must be a hundred fucking degrees out 
here..." "No, I mean you're wearing eyeliner and it looks good. i've 
Never seen you wear makeup before." OUCH. grrls scare me. around 
cute ones, I often exhibit signs of foot in mouth syndrome. she came 
to our place for the first time that Night. she played guitar for me 
while we sat around drinking boh and singing Janis Joplin songs. she 
abhorred punk music, and the only music we had that she wanted to 
listen to was patsy Cline, the beastie boys and dead milkmen. I wal­
ked her home later. I couldn't get up the Nerve to kiss her goodn
ight. I really felt like a shmuck for not at least asking her, givin
g it the ol' college try.

when Chris left town, Marcia saved my ass by moving in with me. the 
next morning we were kicked out, without reason. I spent two hours 
banging on Frank's door before he would come out and talk to me, the 
fucking coward. he also made it pretty clear that if we tried to stay 
he'd make our lives hell, and I don't think squatter's rights hold 
up very well in OC, so we trashed the place and packed up our meager 
belongings. Marcia moved back into the rooming haus she'd just left. 
I left some of my stuff there, and some with the kid Dan who lived 
behind our back yard. I called vee and found out that Frank's daugh­
ter had come to visit and Needed a place to stay and that's why the 
bastard had given us the boot.

I spent the next week or so staying with Marcia. they weren't all
owed to have guests, so she snuck me in and out through the back

door. we sat up all hours of the night talking and drinking, having 
long grrl talks. when we did E it took every drop of my strength notto hit on her, because I was horribly afraid of fucking up what was 

becoming a very sweet friendship. she met a new guy and told her boy 
that she was dumping him for me. after a short time I moved in with
the old Carrie guys from the JR who lives right behind the park. I didn't have to 

wake up for work till 1: 30, and I didn't have to sneak in to go to bed.

one night it was raining hard and we got 

off work early, so I went to the movies with Paul, one of the carnie guys. we drank one fifth of Jim before the show and brought a second with us. by the middle of the move I was talking a bit too loudly and laughing when you weren't supposed to laugh, and the guy in front of us 
turned around and asked me why the hell I didn't just shut up, so I stood up and advised him to takes his own advice and for some reason 
he did. whenwe got home and told the other guys, they wondered why Paul hadn'tstood up for little 18 year old me, but i'm bigger than him 
anywayand much braver when i'm drunk. I had to go back to the theatre afew days later and watch the movie again, because I couldn'tremember the end.

Marcia started spending a lot more time with her new boy and didn't 
show up for work much anymore. she disappeared from my life almost 
as quickly as she's stepped into it. but i'll never forget her... 
people come and people go, but it sure was fun while it lasted.



SIXX

Chris and the guys at the haus in Salisbury had told me about their friend 
sixx... they'd spent previous summers in OC with him. I heard lots of stories, 
and I was sure he was the same sixx i'd met in my travels a few years before. 
he called the haus one Night and I talked to him for a bit and he thought that 
I could have been a bri he met remembering in NYC or somewhere once upon a 
time. I was really anxious for him to visit so I could solve that great myst­
ery, as I couldn't put a face to the Name. one morning, very early, when everyone

else was asleep, I was sprawled out on the couch and heard someone in the 
kitchen looking for a beer

"you must be sixx..." "yer not the bri I know." 

"no shit, yer not the sixx I know..."

so the mystery was solved. he d brought someone else with him, and we talked 
some more. they left a few hours later, or maybe it was the Next day. I was 
kind of disappointed... he seemed like an alright guy. he came back a few weeks 
later, though, and hung out a lot longer. he and John stopped by our place one 
night. we had some other cats over too... some gutter hippy kids who followed 
us to the food lion to talk to us and some grrls that Chris was flirting with 
because he was mad at me or somethin'. anyway, the hippy kids got on my nerves, 
especially the stupid grrl who picked up my snuff tin, said "what's this?" and 
before anyone could answer, spilled it all over the table. so sixx and I (and 
John, when he wasn't sleeping) sat up getting hammered and trading travel sto­
ries and bad jokes all night. Chris kept half waking up and grumbling, so even
tually sixx and I went down to the boards. we made the mistake of taking his 
van and it took us 45 minutes just to find parking so we could sit at plim 
plaza and drink free coffee. nobody really cared if we were there drinking the 
yuppies' free coffee and eating their food, as long as we didn't tease the 
tourists too much. we were hot and sweaty, tired and irritable and figured we 
were going to have horrid hangovers whenever we finally passed out and then 
woke up, but we had fun. I was supposed to work that day, so he dropped me off 
at home after coffee and drove back to the haus in Salisbury. Neither Chris 
Nor I made it to work that day.

one night, after I had moved in with the carnie guys and sixx had 
been gone for a while, I bumped into his exgirlfriend at the 7-11. 
she gave me his grandparents' number back in PA, where he's from. I 
had a pilfered calling card, so I called him right away. it was
Wednesday night... I told him that if he could drive down for the
weekend, i'd give him gas money to get home and he could stay with me if 
he wanted. he said he'd see what he could do and would try to show 
up Friday or Saturday. so, just imagine my surprise when it was nearing
clo sin g time at the JR the Next Night and the fucker showed up 
at my ride!! I met him on the boards after I got off work, got a few 
bottles of mad dog... the Salisbury kids were going outta town that 
Night and the boardwalk in OC isn't very exciting (as I may have
mentioned before), so we ended up on my porch, drinking with donny, my 
crippled roommate. (he was tearing down a rollercoaster when part of 
it fell on him and knocked him out. he'd had to get a shitload of 
stitches in his head and leg and couldn't walk without crutches for 
a long time.)

the guys all went to bed pretty early that night, and 
it was rainingpretty hard, so we moved the part out to sixx's 
van, listening toblatz and patsy Cline while drinking beer. 
once again we wereup until after the sun rose, hosting our own 
private party, and makingvague travel plans for some unknown 
date. I was really glad he'dcome to visit, but when he eventually 
drove off that morning I didn'tsee him again. true to form, he 
abruptly left town. he does write tome though, and i'm supposed to be mutilated in a graveyard in a horrorflick he plans on making with some friends of his next summer...



W H I L E  I  T R Y  T O  A V O I D  T H E  N A M E  D R O P P I N G  &  P R O V E R B I A L  
COCK S U C K I N G  T H A T  S E E M  T O  G O  A L O N G  W I T H  T H A N K S  L I S T S  
& SUCH, I  W A N T  T O  T H A N K  A R R I E L  &  C R U S T  F O R  B E I N G  T H E R E  
WHEN IT H A S  C O U N T E D  &  I N S P I R I N G  M E . . .  T O  C H R I S  F O R  
MAKING ME R E A L I Z E  W H A T  T R U E  L O V E  I S ,  E V E N  T H O  I T  H U R T  
LIKE HELL... T O  S I X X  &  J A M E S  &  E V E R Y O N E  W H O  M A D E  O C E A N  
C I T Y  A  B I T M O R E  B E A R A B L E . . .  T O  E V E R Y O N E  W H O  S H A R E D  A  
B E E R  O R  T H E I R H O M E S  W I T H  U S  W H I L E  C H R I S  &  I  W E R E  O N  
T H E  R O A D . . .  T O  A L L  O F M Y  T R U E  F R I E N D S  I N  B O S T O N ,  W H O  
H A V E  M A D E  I T  S T A R T  T O F E E L  L I K E  H O M E  A G A I N . . .  T O  R  &  

A FOR THE WONDERFUL SEX & EVERYTHING ELSE... TO DMITRI 
F O R  M A K I N G  M Y  D E A D G I R L  M O R E  C O N T E N T  T H A N  S H E ' D  B E E N  
IN A REAL L Y  L O N G T I M E . . .  T O  A N Y O N E  W H O ' S  E V E R  G I V E N  M E  
A  B E E R  O R  A H U G  W H E N  I  R E A L L Y  F U C K I N G  N E E D E D  I T . . .  T O  
M I K E  F O R  O U R D I N N E R  A T  C H A R L I E ' S . . .  A N D  T O  Y O U  F O R  
R E A D I N G  M Y  D R I V E . O H ,  T H A N K S  T O  M U M  T O O ,  F O R  B E C O M I N G  
M Y  F R I E N D  &  T O J O H N N Y  F O R  L O S I N G  T H E  R E S E N T M E N T  T H A T  

SEETHED IN HIM FOR SO LONG. A FEW MORE THINGS -  I RUN 
A SMALL BOOK/ Z I N E / R A N D O M  S H I T E  D I S T R O .  A  F E W  B O O K S  I  H A V E  
FOR SALE A R E  C A R N I V A L  O F  C H A O S  ( $ 8 ) ,  F L Y ' S  C H R O N !  I C !  
R I O T S !  P A !  S M ! ( $ 1 0 ) ,  S C U M  M A N I F E S T O  ( & 6 ) ,  &  T H O R E A U ' S  
C I V I L  D I S O B E D I E N C E ( $ 1 ) .  I F  Y O U  O R D E R ,  P L E A S E  S E N D  A  
B U C K  F O R  P O S T A G E . . .  A  S T A M P W I L L  G E T  Y A  M Y  M O S T  R E C E N T  
L I S T .  B E  A N  T O W N  Z I N E T O W N  3 ,  " Z I N E  F A I R ,  A R T  E V E N T ,  &  
P A R T Y  I S  H A P P E N I N G A T  M A S S  A R T  M A R C H  1 9 T H ,  W I T H  S O M E  
BANDS & O T H E R  S T U F F  G O I N G  O N  T H E  N I G H T  B E F O R E  Z I N E  F A I R  

BEGINS O T H E R  S T U F F  G O I N G  O N  T H E  N I G H T  B E F O R E .  
ZINE FAIR BEGINS A T  1 P M ,  S H O W  S T A R T S  A T  8 : 0 0 .  I F  Y O U ' D  
L I K E  M O R E  I N F O ,  C O N T A C T  R I C H  M A C K I N  I N  A T  P O  B O X  8 9 0 1
A L L S T O N ,  M A  0 2 1 3 4  O R  E M A I L  R I C H M A C K I N @ E A R T H L I N K . N E T A N D  

H E  W I L L  S E T  Y O U  S T R A I G H T .  I  H O P E  A  L O T  O F P E O P L E  
S H O W  U P  T H I S  Y E A R .  I F  Y O U  H A V E  A  C O M P U T E R  & S O M E  F R E E  

T I M E ,  C H E C K  O U T  D O R K Y  P H O T O S O F  M E  &  M Y  
FRIENDS (LOTS OF PICS OF ARRIEL, THE HOT CHICK 

INSIDE THE FRONT COVER)... GO TO BRIEFCASE. 
YAHOO.COM/THEWORLDIS BROKEN. [IT'S ALL ONE 

WORD, YO.] OK, I GUESS THAT'S ABOUT 
IT. SEND ALL LOVE LETTERS, HATE MAIL, 
BOOK ORDERS AND STUFF TO:

THE WORLD IS BROKEN
85 SCITUATE AVE
SCITUATE, MA 02066 

BURLY_GIRL@HOTMAIL.COM

EXTRA SPECIAL THANKS TO MICHELLE.
SHE WORKS AT KINKO'S. 'NUFF SAID.


