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my qod, it’s full of stars.

beyond gender Written/Complied byAItceMoore

As every unique combination of “male” and “female” emerges out of the
woodworkof our society, it becomes increasingly clear that two genders are not
enough.

crop circles an introduction to a modern day miracle

In England, they’re happening every day, drawing believers from all over the
world: circles of wheat stalks layed down so flawlessly that they shine, in
intricate, beautiful patterns. Where do they come from? Which are hoaxed, and
which might just be the most amazing supernatural occurances ever seen?

psubterranean underground pan carriveau

4 A full-length, five page feature comic!Lavender begins her surreal
- journey..

a macabre trance: poetry anna, ziggie, lice, chris Gist,

-and other poets
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A the troublesome adventures of
emlly gein Alice Moore

Emily goes to high school, dates, and listens to bad-ass music. Whee!
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a slideshow blackened and all mixed up
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the night comes down on ballerina toes,
a macabre trance; amnesia dance.

i see midnight with stars in her hair
with birds flying home that don’t even care.
(i see the moon with light in her eyes)
the stars all drown in the las vegas lights
the sky is screaming neon.
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everything moves at amphetamine speed

pop-culture always wants to feed
we're the excrement
of the american dream;
inconvenient side-effects
of Progress.
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history is not our own.
no way of life to call our own.
if you're white, you're all alone.
no brotherhood. no future.

no heritage to call our own.
(no messages on the telephone)
mother earth is dead.
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we're white, suburban and depressive
beautiful and non-receptive.
like VCRs that broke apart
on the assembly line.
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sometimes i think I'm going blind
(sines cosines and traffic lines)
mechanical days and plastic sunrays
fade to black.
(i want her back)
no longer know the meaning of cool. i
but i am the tool. i obey the rule. ‘
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@ The little girl chose you, solitary

// black balloon, in among the pinks and blues
of other children. She rejected their
y / /. tempting translucencies, seeing those bright

#,  thin skins were too weak to hold true beauty.

You were dark and rich as an oil slick,
absorbing all the wonders of the world.
The girl knew in choosing you she chose all
hues, hidden in endless obsidian.

All around her, jellybean music played.
She'd like to sink into your sunless depths,
escaping those who float by in plastic
orbs of yellow, purple sparkling splendor,
worlds tinted by stretched synthetic shells:
factitious wombs filled by dry, perfumed
air slowly suffocating those within,
each tiny child wearing a stillborn face.

The little girl chose you, solitary
black balloon, in among the pinks and blues
of sickly-sweet and simulated life.

Photo reprinted from unknown source.






