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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, organizations, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Please subscribe to the mailing list for exciting updates. Thank you. Subscribe

––––––––

[image: ]


Author’s Website 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​There is no Answer
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IS THERE RACISM

In space?

Or is space one color, black?

Is it possible to be killed

With hate?

Is it possible to be hated

With love?

Red is the color of both passions.

Is there love

Between dying?

Or is loving the reason we die?

Is writing the beginning of poetry?

Or is poetry the clicking 

of tongue against decaying teeth?

Is there music

That cannot be played

Because it will be the beginning

Of our own silence?

Does the value of words end

When you speak them?

When you say, "I love you.

Is it still true?

Does life really end

With death?

Or like the mad dog eating his heart—

Is death the beginning?
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​Fiction
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I’VE JUST LEARNED THAT you are fiction, and I am fiction and what’s made up perpetuates the fiction of life everlasting or at least forever twenty-one. I’ve learned that plastic surgery can be undone by standing close to an open microwave. The Greek God Qualatious proved this theory in 4140 BC. Yes, there was radiation way before Franklin, Edison, Westinghouse, General Electric and an assortment of patent seekers.

Most things we believe can be debunked quick if we read with our eyes open. However, the blind enjoys being blind. They can walk through the world naked and no one will ever see their true selves. Max factor and Helena Rubenstein lived long before Covergirl. Even I and even Ai believed in the power of creams and makeup that adorned King Tut and Queen Nefertiti. Long live fiction!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Children of the Qorn
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THE BAKERY ON B STREET in DC is where they bake up stuff like cakes, pies, cookies, delicious Russian concoctions that help spies stay healthy, eclairs as long as porn-star dicks, and edible rubber donuts that double as cock rings. Also, the bakery produces, fruitcakes and a sweet candy of sugar, salt, and vinegar called Lying Tongue. Customers line up for blocks when Lying Tongue is in season every four years. When the cicadas drop from the sky, this candy is even more sought after. The rhythmic love making clicks clicks drive the Washington elites into a frenzy. However, in the back of the bakery in gilded cages rest the Children of the Qorn. Why they are there is a mystery. Some say the children are the ones running big swampy government. Politicians have been seen slinking into the back of the bakery on B Street and walking out with sheaves of policy papers that they throw into the Potomac and sit at their desks just to make up stuff. Thus, there are now laws governing the size of toilets in the desert, the cost of a submarine sandwich, or the kinds of bullets to use in Fifth Avenue shootings.

Lurchamuck, the world’s most notable investigator from Q was sent in to nose around and report. He became mesmerized by the eclairs. His finger got caught in the trigger mechanism of this gun and he shot his nose off to spite his face. Now his nose is used as a doorstop and broken winds are allowed to waft into the B Street Bakery. However, the back door to the hall leading to the Children of the Qorn cannot be pushed open so easily by the winds of norms and traditions. Fools are locked out. Knowledge is locked in. A fool is a tool, thus sayeth the Russians.

So, the ordinary citizen is left to speculate and gesticulate about this bakery across the street from a pizza parlor. Several congresspeople have vowed to look into Bakerygate. But when they go in, they come out with their butts stuffed with unfortunate cookies. The CIA knows and an investigator’s nose knows, but they’re not talking until 2057—one hundred and two years after Mississippi put to death a child caged in a fan cage in the Tallahatchie River. A woman lied on this boy and all black boys to come. Our history revolves around lies like Uranus revolves around the sun.

Q is on the fence. Is the glass half fooled or half witted? Read on for another QQ story. This book is full of them.

QUALITY ELECTRIC IS ON TRIAL

Story Originally Appeared in


The Jan 6, 2168 Edition of The New York Thumbs

Mistakenly in its Fiction Section









Quality Electric is on trial due to a malfunction of their Quality Electric Chairs.  First, a brief history of the Quality Electric Chair. If chairs were made from genetic material rather than wood and leather, one could say The Quality Electric Chair known a QEC is the great grandson of Texas’ Old Sparky which replaced the gallows and noose. Sparky was replaced by clean pristine chambers of gurneys, needles, and nurses in blue scrubs, cooing softly into convicted ears, “Please make a fist and relax. Hmm, I think I see a vein here. If I don’t find a vein, I’ll have to try your leg or your groin.” Well, leaping past all of that, the lack of medical supplies and needles caused by the hog guts virus led to an interest in efficient execution methods. Congress and the President vowed to take care of the homeless problem, and thus they are determined to keep their promises. The Landlord Lobby must be appeased. Electricity to the rescue!

QEC was touted to be light years ahead of his grandpa which in its most benign operation left burn marks around the scalp of its victim, and at its worst left the victim stewing in a steaming pool of shit and piss and burnt tongue. QEC’s electricity on the other hand was so controlled that it barely caused arm hairs to rise. Electricity flowed through bodies like warm water, like a soft warm massage that lulled the victim to sleep and then eternal rest. Most died with a smile on their faces and at worst a slight bit of red drool from the corners of their mouths, much like that of a toddler who takes a nap after a sippy cup of fruit punch. The chairs are noted to be extremely comfortable with the famous Your Pillow System cushioning bottoms and backs. Let’s not forget the beautiful cherry wood that came from the President George Washington’s personal forest. Majestic indeed. Plus, it was governed by wifi. All a few lackeys had to do was strap the hapless homeless victim into the beautiful chair, and a warden hundreds of miles away could click the chair icon on his or her phone, watch it pulsate, turn from red to burnt orange, to umber, golden corn, and then hard green to signify the poor sap sitting in QEC is longer on the earthly planet. All was going well. Guilt was removed from capital punishment. In fact, guilt had always been a thorny issue. Was the guilty really guilty and should executioners feel guilt over the non-guilty as well as the guilty? Ethicists, philosophers, and risk management people could never agree over anything except what wine went with braised monkey brains. But then Betsy Murphy happened. She has something to do with Murphy’s law which states: Anything that must be signed won’t be signed until someone breaks my arm.

Now the chair had been tested on African elephants and Australian kangaroos to much success. It took the kick out oof a kangaroo in three minutes and even broke off elephant tusks as the animal died a quick death. There was talk about using the chair in elephant harvests. Much money could be saved on bullets and saws, as well as African labor. Bonobos dressed in chino suits were even trained to operate the chair. The President hailed it as a great American achievement. He even awarded the company’s chairman the Medal of Treason at a fifty percent discount. So, what has caused the poor  chairman chap to be sitting in judgement and facing becoming a victim of his own apparatus? The President has even vowed to push the button during a tweet storm or a round of golf—whichever comes first. The chair had dispatched over a thousand souls to the great ether beyond the ethereal. In addition to hundreds of homeless, there was members of the off-white gang, who ate mixed race babies, a terrible opera singer who sang Aida in pig Latin, a press official from Little Italy Olive Company, and a golf cheater who wasn’t the President. A contract was in the works to allow late night comedians the right to select a random member from their audience to spend three minutes in the chair. The winner’s family received a nice gift bag of North Korean toiletries. That potent rice substitute cologne can drive a sex doll wild. What the Quality researchers failed to notice was a fine growth of hair that covered guinea pig African Elephants and Australian kangaroos. Where else are kangaroos from? This glaring failure of quality control has reverberated throughout the capital punishment world. Riddya SA is rattling sabers and bone saws. Vanilla Philippians are gnashing their bullets. The French are chopping off the heads of snails. The British umpires are calling foul. The latest batch of Quality Electric Chairs, instead of extracting or exacting justice is simply causing their customer’s hair to become permed in elaborate curls not seen since French King Louis the IVXIIMCIX lost his head. Blacks, whites, Asians, and those who suffer from alopecia universalis developed the most perfect permed manes. Of course, permed leg hair, and under arm hair is a slight inconvenience, but to those who suffered from baldness, such trivialities were well worth new and natural hair growth. The chair’s current even goes below the scalp to massage hair molecules of folks like Yul Brenner—well not him, but let’s say Montel Williams, Charles Barkley, Steve Harvey, and Ali Velshi suddenly look like Wolf Blitzer. The Quality Electric Chair became the most sought-after device in beauty shops, barber shops, and even funeral parlors. In fact, the hair growing properties was discovered by an employee of the Eternal Dreams Mortuary in Chicago. 
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