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But first...

A letter from The Editor.

I swear to God if you fuckers skim the articles
like some shallow, bottom-feeding cretin of the
internet, I will strangle you. I have spent way
too much time editing this unintelligible garbage for it to be “glossed over.” This incompetent collective of monkeys at typewriters would
be absolutely nothing without me. I would love
to know what doddering old geezers attempted to
educate these fucking children so I could slowly and maliciously carve punctuation into their
flesh. Their spouse will be bound and witness the
mutilation unfold; slowly chipping away at their
will to live and using the pieces to sculpt the
guilt they should’ve felt sooner.
SIGNED

Anyways… Enjoy the show!

Why is Football Lame?
by Nick Stout

American football as we
know it today is riddled with
limitations because of concerns for
the health and well-being of the
players, yet we celebrate this sport
that uses physical violence as the
main entertainment value and attraction. Acknowledging these inconsistencies in values, I can’t help
but wonder if perhaps the institution of the sport is limiting itself.
What potentials in entertainment
could football reach if most rules
concerning the well-being of the
players were discarded?
Just imagine. If players could
modify their physiology with steroids and other muscle enhancing
drugs and if they were allowed to
make technological modifications
to their bodies as well, they could
push themselves past the mundanity of human limitations. And
with these professional athletes
getting paid astronomical amounts
of money, they must risk both
psychological and physical repercussions, including death. But
of course each player would be
completely aware of the risks and
sign waivers acknowledging them,

much like the process that Football players go through currently
to participate in the sport.
The players would now be literal
monsters on the field and would
be capable of ripping an average
human limb from limb. It would
only make sense to pit them
against worthy adversaries. In this
version of the sport, the humans
would be playing against of a team
of robots designed to be a worthy
match for the human abominations on the field, thus providing
a new dynamic of team/fan relationship. Fans would now have the
opportunity to support either their
fellow mortals or teams of mechanical miracles that serve only
to demolish humans.
I assume resistance to this sport
would come in many forms.
Critics will say, “This is worse
than Roman Gladiators!” But one
could argue that there are much
worse things going on in the world
today being profited off on both
on the internet and television that
have been accepted by society
with open arms. I believe we have
devolved to a point so much worse

than the Romans ever could have
imagined, even though we like
to pretend that we are righteous
when compared to them. If we
are going to live in a society that
willingly takes part in destroying
our world’s atmosphere, we might
as well lean into the hedonism and
have some fun with it.
Humans will eventually all die.
And much quicker than we all
thought, if we continue on this
current path. If, billions of years
in the future, an intelligent race
stumbles upon the long forgotten
remnants of our feeble existence,
would you want them to find
evidence of a sport with arbitrary
rules which were held onto to ease
the conscious of the irrelevant
masses? No, you wouldn’t. You’d
want to leave a memory of a proud
race of creatures that did sports as
hard as they fucking could.

Do you want good Karma? Well we have quite a
deal for you! For a one time/recurring fee of good
will and environmental awareness, you can recieve
this in full!
T.W.W. Restoration Society is looking for individuals who want to help clean up litter
in the Middle T.N. area.
Check out @twwrestorationsociety on Instagram or email
twwrestorationsociety@gmail.com for more details.
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Going gonzo #4 Pt. 1
by Anonymous

Today I, anonymous drug abuser #4, will
regale you on an adventurous time in my
life. A time of struggle, strife, love, loss,
lies, and misfortune. Best buckle up, this
is a mildly bumpy ride.
I was 16, a Sophomore in high
school and undoubtedly at the peak of my
existence. I went to parties, got a bunch of
high fives in the halls, and I was a douche.
I had an ego the size of the obesity rate
of my southern town, and I felt invincible (as most people who haven’t had the
pleasure of life shitting all over them do).
It was a great time, and at this point in
the story Spring Break was almost here.
Spring Break was a time in which the
entirety of the county I lived in, relocated
to Florida; basically, it was the underage
drinking equivalent of manifest destiny.
It was a glorious holiday and my buddy
had a beach house with alcoholic parents
to supervise (a deviant’s dream). But the
anticipation and monotony of public secondary education was getting to me, and
when my friend said, “Yo, there’s a party
tonight” I sent up the shaka (I told you I
was a douche).
This party was to be an interesting one. Firstly, the party was in an apartment. Secondly, the people who owned
the apartment were out of town. And
finally, third, the party was supplied by
beer shoplifted from the local Wal-Mart.
Despite all these red flags and the overall
sketchiness of the event, I went with the
intent of utter mental obliteration. The
party started finely mediocre. There was
a speaker, teenagers drinking and a few
hotboxing the bathroom (I was of the
few). Around 7 pm, more people showed
up. At this point there were about 20
people crammed in the 2-bedroom apartment. And about 12 of those teens were
feeling the after effects of rapid shotgunning (a common ailment of wannabe frat
pledges). It was rowdy getting rowdier.
Round abouts 830, I stopped
remembering what time it was. Shortly
following that, a few drunk teens got tired
of waiting for the bathroom and decided
to hobble out the front door of the apart-

ment and wet the grass. This was around
the same time as a noticeably startled
senior citizen was walking her dog. She
promptly went inside, and not 20 minutes
later (not saying she called the police or
anything, but) a few of the boys in blue
were knocking at the door. I was the first
to hear the knock, so I looked through
the eyehole. Seeing the death of my
freedom, I responded to onlookers asking
who it was as “I don’t know.” Everyone for
themselves: Darwinism 101. I then made
a quick retreat to the back of the apartment.
A few of my friends followed
me sensing something was wrong. I told
them the deal, and we devised a genius
plan: break the fuck out. I opened the
window to the apartment (we were on
the first floor), but the screen was nailed
in. Being the genius I was, I delivered
a very audible kick the and one by one
we filed out through the window. The
adrenaline high of potential escape was
soon thwarted by the vision of one of
my faster compatriots being tackled by a
large officer. I then noticed to my right, a
short, bulky cop running adjacent to me.
He was on the other side of the building
and I could see him matching my pace
when we ran past the apartment hallways,
until he disappeared. After disappearing,
he quickly reappeared in front of me
yelling “Stop! Or I will fucking taze you!”
I conceded and was cuffed.
After my surrender I was escorted and sat on the hood of a cop car.
While there, a female officer was going
through my things making comments on
the contents of my pockets. “What’s this?”
she asked accusingly. It was my container
of marijuana; and seeing as I was already
caught, I figured what was the harm in
telling another lie? “I don’t know.”
“You don’t know what this, an object you
had in your pocket, is?” she retorted. I
nodded in affirmation and she proceeded to try and open the container. For a
second I thought divine intervention
would save me, but after a little struggle
she opened the container. She looked at

me and I shrugged trying to shake off incrimination. She didn’t buy it and added
‘simple possession’ to my list of charges.
We then waited for the other officers to
round up the drunk and high youth.
While I sat, hands cuffed,
slightly buzzed, adrenaline high, on a cop
car, I decided to ask the officer meant to
babysit me a few questions. I asked her,
“Did you ever do this stuff?” (referring to
drugs/alcohol/idiocy) “Yea, but I didn’t
get caught.” This stuck with me for the
months to come, and made me want to
test out that methodology once I got off
probation. . . (to be continued)
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Love Me Tinder
by Anonymous
After years of swearing off the damned
thang, I finally downloaded Tinder.
Though I enjoy the dopamine release of
each left swipe, the conversations that begin from the occasional swipe to the right
can be fairly taxing. Not because they
take any real energy to reply to. No, no - I
just find it difficult to not roll my eyes as
far back as humanly possible at some of
the messages I recieve.
And no, I’m not exaggerating.
Once, I was asked what my spirit animal is - classic icebreaker.“I’d say a mix
between a bat, komodo dragon, and unicorn (unicorns are real, and I WILL fight
anyone who disagrees)” is my reply.
“Hmmm why would you choose those
three animals?” Casual, right? Great
question. I reply and ask him the same
question, “what is your spirit animal?”
This dude responds (I shit you not) with
“I’m whatever spirit animal fucks a bat/
komodo/unicorn.”
FIRST OF ALL, SIR, BEASTIALITY IS
ILLEGAL. Needless to say, I was done-zo
with that conversation. HOWEVER, the
laughs I get from that story will hopefully
reverberate throughout all of eternity.
Another time when I responded
to one individual (who I have saved in my
phone as “xXButtholeGuy69Xx”) with a
classic ‘down with the sickness’ reference,
he simply texted “pulls out meat scepter”
I guess it doesn’t take much wit to get a
dude horny nowadays. And here I was,
thinking I had to work for love! *wipes
sweat from brow* My encounters with
this particular individual don’t stop there.
Oh, no no no. We will now fast-forward
to about two days ago when I opened
my phone to an unsolicited dick pic and
meme from said individual. While I
appreciated the meme, I didn’t appreciate
a penis staring at me. He followed this
picture with “I regret nothing. The audacity. I mean I guess I should have expected
it. After all, it’s fucking TINDER.
These events brought me to the
realization that I was on an app that is full
of sadbois and girls looking for a good
fuck, and it got me thinking. Why are any

of us are on Tinder? I’ve met a couple of
really sweet guys on the app, but all of
them had just gotten out of a relationship
and were CLEARLY looking to fill the
void their now ex-significant had left
them with. This honestly sucks for someone like me who has not been in a serious
relationship in a year(ish).
Prime example of sadbois on Tinder:
I was seeing this guy V casually when,
on our third hangout, he revealed to me
that he’d just gotten out of a relationship
in December and wasn’t looking for
anything serious. This was totally cool
because, hey, neither was I. BUT the week
following this lil convo, the dude basically started phasing me out, which hurt.
Though I’m not looking for a soulmate,
I still FEEL SHIT. I’m not a robot, ya
know? Anyways, this cat Tinder-dumps
me. Then he un-dumps me about a week
later due to being horny.
I’m so perplexed as to why we feel it
necessary to fill our voids with meaningless sex. Is it because it feeeeeeeels like
love due to the level of intimacy? Is it just
a way to avoid masturbating alone? I’ve
had a couple dates where I asked, “So are
you basically just masturbating with a
girl’s body?” The majority of replies have
been a blurted and resounding “yeah,
basically.”
I’ve had to really assess why I swipe right.
Perhaps I just want affirmation that I
am, in fact, desirable. The other reason is
DEFINITELY because I am a lonely sadgurl who identifies more with the color
black and a sad river otter than anything
else. A good conversation - even if that
conversation leads to the inevitable “so…
you wanna bone?” - provides me with the
temporary fulfillment that I otherwise
cannot seem to find as a full-time babysitter with like 5 friends. And finally, the
reason that I really don’t want to address
because it makes me look like everyone
else on Tinder (and as a type four on
the enneagram, I hate being like anyone
else), is that sometimes I just need some
vitamin D ~ if you know what I mean
*wink wink* ~

Currently, as I write this article, I may or
may not be tipsy and wearing a bright
blue hat, lion king t-shirt, and no pants.
I am wondering if I am perhaps just your
average Tinder slut. And, if there was a
modern-day scarlet letter, it should either
be a giant-ass ‘T’ or the Tinder logo. Regardless of each of our motives for being
on dating apps, I think that our search for
love is being severely handicapped with
each swipe. I find myself growing more
emotionally detached with each of the
fellas I meet. I find myself looking less for
a meaningful relationship and more for
something to simply make me feel okay
for a few hours a week.
Will I regret being on dating apps if I ever
find ‘the one’? I wonder if, one day, I’ll
be having the best sex of my life only to
have a flashback of a one-night stand and
the whole moment becomes tainted. Will
this detachment I am experiencing now
bleed over into a serious relationship?
What the actual fuck is going to happen
to me when I find someone who loves
me for more than my nice ass and biting
humor? It’s a tad scary and almost makes
me want to quit this dating app drug haze
altogether… almost.
My Tinder days aren’t quite over, and I’m
sure I will have a few more fun stories
to share with you in the future. But
writing this article has allowed me to
become more introspective about both
my current self and what I want from
dating down the road. And I am not sure
if I (a hopeless romantic deep down, as
someone so affectionately pointed out)
can continue with the dating app scene.
In the meantime, I will continue to hope
that my person is out there somewhere.
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A Love Letter To Assholes

Dear Assholes,
I’d like to take this opportunity to show my appreciation for everyone who is able to pull off the task of being a lovable asshole.
We all love assholes. In most of our lives we’ve gotten frustrated with the assholes we know. But much like when one sees something
so cute that it actually elicits emotions of anger, we get mad at the jerks in our lives and there is a part of our brain that enjoys it.
Think about when you describe a friend that you love and, with a smile on your face, you say: “they’re such an asshole”. You aren’t
trying to insult this person; the description is showing affection. As people, we like it when people are dicks in charismatic and
charming ways. Narcissistically, we all view ourselves as “good people”, and shame ourselves for doing things that don’t line up with
that image. Assholes provide a mental security blanket for our subconscious, further reassuring us that not only is it normal to fall
short of that standard, but it can also be attractive to do so.
It’s no coincidence that the current President is one of the biggest, orangest assholes to ever grace U.S. politics. Assholes tend to
carry many leadership qualities and oft-entimes land themselves in positions of great power. Although I have no affection for him,
enough of the populace did at one point to elect him— allegedly. Historically speaking, assholes get shit done and are amazing at
tricking people into thinking they know what they are doing. Many of the biggest, most world changing figures in history were huge
assholes. Imagine trying to explain to Napoleon that invading Russia was a dick move, or to George Lucas that the prequels were
garbage.
This is all to say that I appreciate those in society that are brave, stupid, and courageous enough to move history forward when it
needs to be done. I appreciate a good asshole.

Mesothelioma

-Nick Stout

by Henry Brownell

I found out recently that me or a loved one had been diagnosed with mesothelioma
I wasn’t upset, at first, I was just, you know, in shock.
Our family was always healthy, ate our teeth, brushed our vegetables, the whole 12 yards.
We couldn’t imagine something like this could happen to me or a loved one, much less me or a loved one.
We didn’t have a backup plan, we didn’t look for options, we just waited and hoped for the best. We didn’t even know that we were
entitled to financial compensation, we just…
Anyway, it wasn’t long before I or a loved one was in the hospital, sick as a cat from whatever the symptoms of mesothelioma are.
And did we have any recourse? Anyone to turn to? Any financial compensation? No, I or a loved one was on my or their own.
And through that hard time, do you know who was there for me or a loved one? Me or a loved one. And I or them will never forget
that.

Five Ton Faces new 4 song
EP “Waitin’ On The Day” is
streaming on all platforms
March 8th.

click here for
a sneak peak
Come out to the EP release
show March 16rh at
The Mockingbird Theatre!
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The Band Wagon: The Criticals
by Sydney Joy

Parker Forbes dropped out of school in
9th grade. Why? Because he knew where
he wanted to go in life, and he understood what he needed to do to get there.
While peers were sitting in classrooms
and socializing in the halls between periods, Forbes devoured all things music,
developing his skills in multiple instruments and understanding of production.
But it all eventually led him back to his
dream which had manifested as a mere
toddler: he wanted to sing. Therefore, we
were blessed with the birth of the Criticals and the release of their first single
“Kate Moss” in September 2017 followed
quickly by “Guns” in October.
The first time I experienced
the Criticals was at their debut show at
the Eastroom in November of 2017. The
lineup that evening was an incredible
example of what young musicians in
Nashville are capable of, and I was blown
away by each set: Nordista Freeze, Rocky
Block, Hank Compton and, of course,
the Criticals. Forbes was a force upon
stage and the energy behind each song
was contagious. I have yet to see as many
people dancing in that venue since that
night. A memorable first impression,
even surrounded by some of the best
talent in Nashville and our notoriously
tough crowds.
“Nashville is 100% the hardest
place to make it” says Criticals guitar
player, Cole Shugart, in a recent interview. “Imagine Nashville as a cup of
water: and the country music scene is a
big blob of blue dye and you put a bunch
of that in the water. The pop scene is red,

you pump a bunch of that in there. The
hip-hop scene is yellow… and you have
punk, the alt scene, the indie scene, the
rock scene…. all of the sudden you have a
glass of black water that is impossible, no
matter how vibrant your color is, to stand
out in.” Strategic development becomes
so important for Nashville bands because
of the high concentration of artists, and
that is why the Criticals have let themselves take their time. As Forbes puts it
“Time becomes your best friend.”

Cole Shugart
& Parker Forbes
After touring in L.A. in December, the band went into a developmental
stage in 2018 with only two releases, “Copacabana” in March, and their latest song
“Belmont” was released in September.
Though they still made significant appearances at “Spudbash” in January, and
“Freezefest” in April, it was May of 2018
that proved to be the most critical month

Think you can hop on the Bandwagon?
Do you think your band has what it takes to be interviewed by the
daunting, Sydney Joy? If so, send us your s@#!.
info@thiswonderfulworld.org

for the band (pun intended). Why? Because they holed up in their small studio
in Savannah, TN for a week, figuring out
exactly what they wanted their sound to
be and recording seven songs. Forbes:
“We worked literally sunrise to sunset. off
grid, no phone service, it was great. We
got some really cool tunes from that, but
there were also some that just didn’t feel
right…we took away two or three songs
that we really liked” Shugart: “Sometimes
it just doesn’t click, no matter how badly
you want it to or how attached you were
to the idea”
For the Criticals, the feeling
behind the music is very important. “We
track the songs until they feel good…
it sounds corny, but we put our fucking
heart and soul into these songs (Forbes).”
The band wasn’t afraid to drive to the
studio to fix one guitar part or a single
moment in the vocals if it didn’t feel
quite right to them. Forbes: “There’s no
excuse… why the fuck would you not fix
it? Because one day you could be 30 years
old, realizing that you could be living the
life you had always dreamed of, but you’re
not [because you cut corners]. That is
literally my biggest fear.”
After spending the year in development, it was time for the band to make
some bigger moves. So, what exactly
can we expect from the Criticals in the
coming months? If all goes as planned,
the band will be signing with an (undisclosed) indie rock label based in New
York City and will be releasing their new
EP very very soon.

You can follow The Criticals
on Instagram here:
@thecriticals
Or view their music videos on
YouTube:
https://www.youtube.com/
channel/UCpnk9hplHY_Tz5J9BOVHbEQ
(Music Streaming Everywhere)
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In The Valley Of Sneezes #1
by Nash Hamilton
“In The Valley Of Sneezes” will be a series of short stories/poems attempting to capture my childhood growing up in middle Tennessee. The name comes from the Cherokee’s nickname for the Cumberland Basin, due
to the awful fits of allergies they were subject to while hunting in the region. All douchey sincerity aside, I
hope you enjoy this first installation. -Nash
Tick tock
Tick tock
There was Tocking in my head
I awoke to find the clock,
It was the watch beside my bed
I laid back down and looked up
Time to get up, I said
I didn’t however
For in my mind
I found it hard to find
A reason to get out of such a comfy bed
*Knock Knock Knock*
I ignored it and remained staring at the ceiling. I found that if I looked at the chips in the paint thoroughly enough, they seemed to
move.
“You gotta get up”
“I am up” I said smartly. Considering I was, in a sense, ‘up’.
“You’re going to be late for school.”
“I don’t want to go” I droned back.
The door opened, but only a crack. My father then placed his face up against it, just so his mouth and nose could be visible. He was
a unique bird.
“Do I have to go tell Mom?”
“I think I’m sick. I better stay home.” My father then walked back down the hall from my door, leaving it ajar. “Mom!” he yelled,
“Shit.” I thought. You see, in my house my mother was the enforcer. Whatever my father couldn’t get me to do, her lack of remorse
for my bullshit excuses could. She came to the door, opened it fully, and I could see her standing in an unamused slouch. She wore
her white nightgown, with a furry looking black robe over it; this was her morning uniform.
“You’re going to be late for school.”
“I don’t want to go.”
“I don’t care. Get up now.” She put an emphasis on the ‘now’ that sent a shiver down my spine, so I quit my protest and waddled to
the shower.

To any and all persons who have
unanswered questions:
Ask us, and may you have answers.
Send your questions to info@thiswonderfulworld.org
and they may end up getting answered in the next issue!
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Instant Carma
by Bailey McClendon
Here’s what you need to know about
Karma. It doesn’t just knock you off your
feet, it pegs you in the ass, while simultaneously reaching around and ripping
out your heart. My run-in with Karma
is a recent experience. Fresh tire tracks
and the small piece of my bumper that
remain on that empty stretch of roadside
in Thompsons Station still serve as a
reminder.
Rewind to October. My faithful 1997
Buick LeSabre bit the dust. Turned out,
it cost more to repair than it was worth.
It was undrivable.I sold it for scrap and
started looking elsewhere.
Fast forward two weeks. My mom and I
were in the middle of a heated conversation on the way to a dealership to pick up
a 2007 Honda Accord we found. She was
also shopping for a new vehicle and was
contemplating getting the Accord for herself and selling me her 2003 Buick LeSabre. My response to her offer still rings
in my ears: “There is no way in hell I’m
doing that! I love ya Mom, but this car is
a piece of shit!”. She relented, but looking
back I wish she’d put her foot down. Had
I seen what Karma had in store for me,
I would’ve bought her Buick then and
there. It’s somehow always clearer in the
rearview.
I did buy the Honda, and for a month
things were great. I had a good job, a
reliable car, was smitten with an absolutely beautiful girl. I wrote her a song and

was planning to play it for her when the
moment was right. She was on my mind
that night when I ran into Karma on that
long stretch of back road.
You see, the funny thing about cars is
you need to be awake to operate them
successfully. I had drifted off, and when
I woke up to the sudden jolt of my new
Honda plowing into a deep ass ditch.
It landed solidly wedged and perfectly
upright in that ditch. I was five minutes
from home.

Attention/Cuidado!:
This Wonderful World
is looking for artist
submissions in various
mediums! So, if you make
something that "looks
pretty", send it our
way.

During the impact, I had two thoughts
I still can’t shake. Thought number one
was: “SHIT! This is how I go out?!?” The
second thought was, “I never got to play
that song for her.” Shortly after realizing
that I wasn’t dead, I can recall saying:
“That wasn’t so bad. I bet I can get my car
outta here!” Followed by the realization
that my $120 a month money pit had
grown into a $7000 sinkhole.
So, after two weeks of hitchhiking to work
and regretting all of my life choices, my
mom gifted her (earlier ill-mentioned)
2003 Buick LeSabre to my undeserving
ass. I’m still driving it at the time of writing this piece. So, allow me to leave you
with this: you call something a piece of
shit, you’ll end up driving a piece of shit.
Karma will see to it.
Mom’s Car = Car-Ma.

Wow. Your business/brand would look great publicized here.
Email info@thiswonderfulworld.org for rates and information.
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The Grieving Traveler
by Sydney Joy
Sometimes all a person needs to
navigate through grief is a reminder that
they are still living. It is easy to overlook
the reminders of life that surround us
when we have fallen into a pattern that
does not surprise or bring about wonder
and curiosity. People are more susceptible
to becoming stagnant after a loss or other
traumatic event and especially susceptible
if they cannot be reminded of the value
of their own life. Therefore, I believe that
both traveling and reflecting on those
travels can be useful tools in navigating
the emotions that are brought about by
grief. For me, it was the loss of a mother;
but grief can be felt at the loss of nearly
anything, from the death of a loved one,
or loss of a job or pet to breaking up with
a significant other. All these changes can
be traumatic, and the emotions that come
along with these experiences can be very
confusing.
In my recent trip to Minnesota I
navigated difficult emotions through both
travel and the subsequent reflection of
my experience. Why I decided only a few
days before we left to spontaneously go
on the trip still escapes me. If I am being
honest with myself, perhaps I would say
that I was trying to escape reality or maybe even pretend to be someone else for a
week. But that would be admitting that
I was unhappy with my life and perhaps
still am. Now that I stand on the other
side of the trip and look back, I am glad I
had the opportunity to explore the world
and my own feelings about life. I am glad
I found things to write about at a time
when life seems lifeless.
Though it is important to have
intention for your travels and an idea of
what you want to get out of your traveling
experiences, it is much harder to outline what you want from an experience
when you are struggling with grief. My
intentions for my trip to Minnesota were
unclear at the start other than the need
to escape my current state of mind and
the fact that I wanted to eat some damn
good food. My traveling companions,
Nathan, Jared, Chelsey, barely knew me,

which brought me an odd comfort. I
learned about three things that I believe
should be kept in mind when planning to
travel following emotional trauma or loss:
explore someplace new, treat yourself to
the things that bring you life, and pursue
the things that make you feel closer to
yourself.
Once I was on my trip, I told
myself that no matter what, I needed to
get out of bed and refuse to stay behind
while my traveling companions explored.
I also told myself I would allow reflection
of emotions that I seemed to believe that
“real life” had no room for. This is when I
began to focus on making each morning
of my travel a memorable one. I forced
myself to be observant each morning and
was surprised with the amount of gratitude I felt through this exercise.
I awoke my first morning in Minneapolis and the air mattress I slept on was
so deflated that my hip pressed into the
cold, hard floor. I crawled awkwardly out
of the floppy crinkly fabric, trying my
best not to wake Nathan. It was 6 in the
morning. I knew I wasn’t going to be able
to fall back asleep so I wrapped a blanket
around myself and sat cross-legged at the
coffee table to do some schoolwork. The
house was quiet, and the large bay window slowly filled the sitting room where
our mattresses lay with light. Nathan
would stir occasionally and even open
one eye to look at me across the room
and smile softly in my direction before
sinking back into slumber. The house began to wake up after a few hours. Coffee
brewed, and the sound of slippers sliding
across the cold kitchen floor echoed in
the old house as Rueben, Nathan’s uncle,
cooked. Soon, the table was filled with
bacon, chocolate chip pancakes, and
sunny-side up eggs. I talked eagerly with
Uncle Reuben and Aunt Amy about their
lives as artists and teachers and pondered
on what I might do someday. The day had
only just begun, and I already felt so full
of life.
Later that day we visited the
Walker Art Galleries, which I quite
enjoyed despite the vivid reminder of

a painful experience that one art piece
brought. As we began to walk through
the final gallery, I rounded a corner to
be shocked by a real-size replica of a car
from a fatal accident. I stared at it. The
driver’s side and front end of the car were
smashed in. The detail was incredible,
and the sculpture was completely gray
to create a “ghost” of the real car it was
modeled after. The artist, Charles Ray,
had created the sculpture as a “memento
mori,” an object serving as a reminder of
mortality. My travel companions thought
it was cool, but quickly moved on to the
next room. However, I was unable to
move, being carried back to months prior,
when I stood in sandals on the wet gravel
of the impound on a rainy night in May,
staring somberly at the car from another fatal crash. This one was no replica.
Broken glass sparkled across the car, and
the driver’s side was so much more violently smashed. The car was folded into
itself so horrifically from the impact that
it seemed to be swallowing itself whole.
An anger reflecting that which I had felt
that day consumed me as I continued to
gaze at the sculpture. I realized that these
painful emotions now felt more familiar
and muted under the thick skin I involuntarily received through the numbing
experience of grief. I realized that I was
scared of this numbness. Tears began to
slide down my cheeks as I turned away to
find myself staring emptily at the faceless
black and white photos that smiled unknowingly at me until I forced the tears
to subside. Then I moved on to the next
room.
Allowing myself to break in
that moment gave me a better awareness
of what the emotions I felt through my
grief were. This, in turn, gave me the
opportunity to start building my “story”
for my trip and better understand why I
went on it in the first place. Sometimes
those emotions are incredibly difficult to
face but traveling can be used as a time
where you can allow yourself to break
and to explore the even more complex of
emotions. I think it is important to avoid
searching for pain though. Search for life,
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and if you come across painful emotions
in the exploration of life, then take them,
feel them, ponder them, and write them
down.
I woke up on the third day of
my trip to the sound of my companions
(Jared, Nathan, and Chelsey) discussing
donut flavors. As soon as they began
claiming which ones they wanted, my
eyes popped open and I was out of bed
before Jared could finish saying “blackberry honey glaze.” Nathan had brought
back a big box of the most beautiful
donuts I had ever laid my eyes on from a
local bakery. I ate three.
On the last night of our trip,
my companions and I sat together in
the garage, talking about our traveling shenanigans. I was surprised at my
sudden awareness of the anger lying
beneath every swig of whiskey and at
the hiss of every cigarette put out by our
black boots. We were four kids who were

simultaneously angry at this world and
trying to become a part of it. This was the
most alive I had felt in a long time, yet my
heart still ached with the knowledge that
these people did not know me. Maybe
we all felt that way. Halfway through
our drive back home, Jared demanded
that Nathan take a break from driving.
Chelsey took the passenger seat and Nathan and I slipped into the backseat. Nathan fell asleep in the backseat of the car
on our way back. His head rested in my
lap and his body sighed with each breath
of sleep. I laid my hand on his head and
gently stroked his messy brown hair. He
looked like a small child there in my lap.
His face, which had been shadowed in
pain throughout most of the day, softened with the peace of sleep. And I was
stunned now by how gentle and child-like
he appeared. I knew he was going to miss
his family deeply. I knew exactly how difficult it is to say goodbye. I realized that

he feels alone, just like I do. We were all
hurting. And I was wrong to think I was
alone at any point on our trip. They stood
beside me the whole time despite the pain
I felt.
And that is what I learned on
this trip, that we all go through painful
experiences, but that we all must keep
living. Perhaps I would have spent most
of my week in bed, but instead I went
on this trip and was awakened each day
by a reminder on life. The cold floor, the
smell of donuts, Nathan tickling my feet
or gently shaking my shoulder, a toddler’s
finger aggressively poking my face, and
the anticipation for exploration pulled me
from my bed each morning. And for that,
I am thankful.

model. Supply and demand operates
within the media landscape as much as
with any industry, and if the people want
it, may the powers that be grant them
as many web-slinging reincarnations as
they please. Production companies have
come to understand the risk of rebooting
a franchise, and it’s up to them to burn
their money on films like Terminator
Genisys that no one wanted to begin
with.
That notion leads us to the crux of the
current media debacle, as I see it– no
one is asking for any of these reboots,
remakes, and sequels coming out, yet
people are still spending money on
them. Instead of supply and demand,
it’s become supply and “Eh, I guess I’ll
wait until it comes out on Netflix…” or
is that just me? I know people who have
loved the modern Disney remakes, such
as The Jungle Book and Beauty and the
Beast, and have been eagerly waiting the
new Lion King in 2019 (personally, I’m
intrigued to see how Disney will tackle animating a hyper-realistic meerkat
dressing in drag and doing the hula).
There’s also nothing wrong with bringing
back these classic stories to a new generation of children– that is, after all, how

stories have always evolved to become a
part of human cultures.
However, we’ve come to a point where
I find more and more people complaining about how we don’t need a new
Star Wars, Toy Story, Jurassic Park, or
hopelessly plot-mangled reboot-sequel
like Fantastic Beasts the Crimes of Grindlewald (which has three more sequels
planned by Warner Bros, by the way).
Yet, all these franchises have sequels in
the works by their studios. Why? Because
they project enough revenue to make it
worth their while. There’s enough people
out there who are going to see these films
because, hey, maybe they’ll get it right
this time and it’ll re-ignite the feeling
we all felt from the originals. How many
times is J.K. Rowling going to write a bad
screen or stage play before the public
stops giving her money for it? How many
more cash-cow franchises are going to be
milked dry before people just stop showing up on opening weekend?
I guess I’m trying to say, as for 2019,
I’m boycotting anything that looks like
garbage. It seems like a simple solution,
but we all know how rare common
sense can be. If you’re like me, and you
complain about this trend of rehashing

Rehash Crisis
by Jaden Tabb
Have you caught yourself thinking, “Did
they really need to make another one
of those,” lately? I can’t be the only one,
right? It seems like a new trend in media
has taken off in the last decade, and as a
cultural enthusiast, it’s begun to worry
me. Whether it’s television or cinema,
producers have been exponentially
pumping out newer versions of older stories, yet Americans don’t seem to care– at
least not all of them.
Rebooting a franchise, the tenuous art
of defibrillating a dead or dying series,
has become something of a norm. A
few common examples are superhero
films such as the Sam Raimi Spider-Man
trilogy, or the Christopher Nolan Dark
Knight series, whose lead characters have
had the restart button hit on their stories
and their faces swapped out like old TV
remote batteries. In both cases, each
franchise and storyline had outlived its
time as an active part of American media,
but out of the love for those characters,
a demand still existed to see them on
the silver screen. Some studios succeed
at trying to give the people what they
want, while others failed (Ben Affleck
as Batman, are you kidding me?). In
theory, there’s nothing wrong with this
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old ideas in movies and television, don’t
go see it. Don’t even watch it on Netflix
when it comes out. Just stop, cold turkey.
Otherwise, these companies have no way
of knowing whether we truly want their
product or not. And, who knows, maybe
this will increase the risk studios take in
reanimating the corpses of dead franchises and give new ideas some space in
the media landscape. Because, as of right
now, it’s much safer for companies to give
people something they know you already
love than risk showing you something
you might not care about. Here’s another
radical concept for you; if you hear about

a film that has an original concept, and
looks halfway decent, go see it! Give it a
shot. Support new ideas coming into the
cultural forefront. Maybe try out Captain
Marvel, Gemini Man, Serenity, or Ad
Astra, (all of which cast top-notch leading
actors) instead of one of the twenty or-so
sequels and reboots on 2019’s horizon.
Maybe there will be some hope for the
next decade’s batch of stories, and maybe
less of us will be left complaining.

How to possibly become a part of the
TWW family: a four-step program
1. collect a portfolio of your greatest
accomplishments/pieces of writing/photos/artwork
2. email your portfolio to info@thiswonderfulworld.org
3. anxiously yet confidently await our
reply
4. bask in pride when we tell you that
we think you are amazing OR bask in
pride for stepping out of your comfort
zone regardless of the fact that we didn’t
respond

Antidepressant Withdrawal:
Experiments In The Human
Condition
by Luke Martin

Hi my name is Luke. I suffer from major
depression and multiple anxiety disorders
as well as an up in smoke Manic Depression diagnosis. I’ve been taking a cute
little antidepressant named “Effexor” for
about a year or so now. For some reason
my doctor messed up recently and didn’t
send me a new refill for it. I tried calling
and leaving a message with my Psych
Nurse, but I never heard back. Like any
stupid piece of shit writer would do, I
decided to go cold turkey because fuck
my doctor for putting me in this fragile
position and fuck myself for allowing this
to happen in the first place.
The first two days were weird, to say the
least. I realized my laugh had become
more hardy and felt more natural. My
mind was something else. I was experiencing constant brain zaps, feeling like
I was drifting out of my own body, and
monstrous talks with myself in my own
vivid dreams about the nature of reality.
In my mind, I was revisiting my abusive,
meth riddled childhood, but this time
as an adult trying to save other children
in that situation. But I failed to save

said children. The addict parents smile,
knowing they will always have some sort
of dominance over their, even if it means
keeping them in a neglectful, horrible
home. Jesus Christ.
I’ve been dealing with these waves, what
feels like vibrations echoing in my head
and moving the entirety of my mind.
Stuttering my thinking and my mannerisms.
I didn’t stay up to date on this and I’m
sorry.
I really should’ve tried to continue updating, but my conditioned worsened a great
deal. It’s been a few weeks and I’m still
having some withdrawal symptoms.
I wouldn’t ask for what I have felt on my
enemies. For the first time in over a year,
my suicidal thoughts have returned. But
instead of thoughts, they’ve developed
into urges. I’ve found myself struggling
daily not to not throw myself in front of
a bus or succumb to the urge to overdose
on my three month supply of sleeping
meds.
I won’t lie, there have been some positive

benefits though. I’ve felt like a human
again. But with that I have also felt the
human condition. I’ve felt hopelessness.
I’ve felt the crippling weight of society
on my back. I’ve realized our generation
has been fucked by older generations.
I’ve realized that if I did decide to go
back to school for what I want to pursue
in life (Archival Work) I’d have to get
my masters in library science and would
have debt for the next few decades, but
my salary would be close to what I make
working as a delivery driver full time.
I’ve found loneliness and solitude to be a
beautiful double edged sword. It is both
my comfort and the very thing that is
slowly killing me inside.
Please don’t attempt this little experiment
as I did.
It’s not worth it.
If you choose to get off your antidepressants, please consult your doctor and
taper off appropriately.
Thank You.
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The Death Of Cafe Coco
by Sydney Joy
Café Coco has been a refuge for Nashvillian weirdos for decades now, but the last
few years has brought a lot of change to
the quaint West End coffee joint as our
city has continued to rapidly grow. And
in the wake of 2019, a dramatic turning
point for the establishment has pushed
away many regulars and definitively
altered many opinions on the business,
leaving us mourning a once beloved sanctum. In a recent interview with one of
Coco’s more consistent regulars, I learned
more about what exactly went down.
The death started out as a slow
one almost two years ago “First, they
changed the menu… and almost everything went up three dollars” says our
anonymous regular “they seemed to be
trying to push the lower class clientele
out, and trying to bring in more yuppy
soccer moms. I can’t stand yuppy soccer
moms”
Next to change were the hours. The once
24/7 establishment was now open only
three nights out of the week, closing at
midnight the other four nights. This significantly changed the role the business
had for people in the Nashville night
scene. And the venue was subject to even
more change when it was recently sold by
the new owners, who seemed to lack an
understanding of the significance of the
consistent patterns that Coco had provided regulars for decades. It was also discovered later that someone, who is now
in the upper echelon of the Cafe’s staff,

had been in trouble for embezzlement
in the past (allegedly, they stole money
from Little League Baseball, which is a
non-profit organization) “They could
have chosen better people to sell to.”
Everything came to a head at
the wake of 2019. Emotions were high,
“he was burning people.” (not literally
unfortunately) Many employees had
been let go, others had quit. One night,
around the first of the year, current and
past employees as well as a few regulars
met at Goldrush bar, “It was a kind of
impromptu holiday party…It was great,
we got to see a lot of people.” Our anonymous regular had decided to leave the bar
around 10 o’clock so he didn’t hear about
what happened until the next morning.
“Apparently, a drunken group of them decided to go raid Coco around midnight. It
was a Saturday night and the new owner
was there. They were running around,
being rambunctious, and there’s a rumor,
that someone, I don’t know who, mooned
their ass (pulled their OWN pants down).
Also, a couple people went behind the
counter, and someone ended up getting
punched (he could not mention who,
because there’s currently a lawsuit). There
was a bunch of shit that went down and
then, supposedly, all the people involved
that night were banned [from Coco] for
life.”
After this dramatic night, things
began to come out of the woodwork.
“Former employees started coming out,

saying that they were abused, harassed,
and even ripped off when they got their
paychecks.” Even the new guy, who was
supposed to take over managing the open
mic nights after the usual guy retired,
ended up walking away from his new job
because of the uprise and for fear that it
could affect his professional reputation.
Our anonymous regular decided to cut
ties as well, “I can’t go there anymore and
support those people.” Many regulars followed suit, refusing to taint their reputations and remaining loyal friends to those
who had been banned.
Will Café Coco sink after these
events? I honestly cannot say. What I do
know is that the thing that Coco has been
for many people for many years has now
died, leaving something nearly unrecognizable in its place. And the people that
had once been going there nearly every
day for years are now scattered about
Nashville, finding new places to spend
their time “many of us are hidden in plain
sight.”
“It was cool to have a space for
us freaks, but it was just a space. We will
be freaks no matter where we are.”

This space is left blank for
introspection
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Politics, Why It Matters.
by Nash Hamilton
A question I’ve heard a lot lately is, “Why
should I care about politics?” and considering I have a platform to berate you with
my personal opinions, I will give my two
cents on the subject.
Politics has always been considered
dirty business. Whether it is charlatans
wearing suits, or crooks in red and blue
ties, Americans generally don’t take
kindly to politicians. This is historically
justifiable, American’s haven’t made the
best political decisions. (nine times out
of ten our foreign policy has been, “I’m
big scary America, I’m taking this.”) Most
campaign promises get broken and many
politicians work closely with companies: it has been a shit show. The thing is
though, many who distrust the government and hate politics try to avoid them
altogether. This is a foolish plan, and this
is what leads to demagogues.
The reality is, we live in a Republic
governed “by the people” (sorta). This is
an awesome deal and nearly checks all of
the boxes on my list of an ideal nations;
however, it can blow up in our faces if we
allow it to. Have you ever put something
in the oven? Don’t you keep that oven
in your vision or at least on your mind?
You set a timer, check the food to make
sure it isn’t burnt, you’re careful. America
is like an oven, and it’s our job to turn
that fucker off when it gets too hot. The
founding fathers believed this, and this
is why we are considered a democratic
nation: because each and every one of

you has beliefs and rights that need to be
adhered to.
Politics, also, isn’t just old white dudes
shouting over tariffs. Politics is the roads
you drive, the price of the gas you buy,
the taxes you pay, what you can and can’t
consume, and what you’re entitled to as a
citizen of the United States. The government dictates your life in a lot of ways,
and when they do it poorly it is our job to
fix it. And if you don’t believe in the system itself, protest it. The first amendment
literally eggs you on to do so. If you’re not
an activist type but still want your voice
heard, vote damnit! And if you say, “my
vote doesn’t matter” you are saying that
not only your opinion, but that your voice
doesn’t matter (it takes like fifteen minutes to vote, c’mon you freeloader). Do
you like nature? Vote for a politician who
advocates green legislation. Do you want
equal and fair taxing? Vote for a politician
who’s policies line up with your beliefs.
And if the politician you chose lied, or
you don’t believe in any of the available
representatives: make it known that they
are wrong, yell it from the motherfucking
rooftops. Freedom of speech baby. And if
you’re really angry, and really looking for
a change: run for office! (If you do this,
I beg you to educate yourself and think
about what your potential constituents
might want)
So next time you drive on a local road
with car debilitating potholes, remember you can fix it (theoretically). The
next lie you hear coming out of a poli-

tician’s mouth, first do your research to
make sure it is in fact a lie, and then let
everyone know. By voice, by mail, by
tweet (our President does it), make your
message known. For the shy individuals,
all you have to do is vote and no one can
give you any guff. If you don’t however,
don’t try to deny that it’s out of laziness
and not out of pointless protest. Other than taxes, this is the only payment
required by the citizen and if you think
the taxes are too high: vote them down.
So to conclude my raves and rants: do
your damn civic duty, politics dictates
all aspects of your quality of life(even
who you marry), and start caring about
what goes on in your state and country
capitals, worse comes to worst we may
have to fight and die for them. Oh and if
you don’t want to fight and die for your
country, vote for an anti-war politician!

Movie Reviews
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Lights, Cam, Action
by Sarah K. Rodden

I

sa Mazzei’s debut film hit Netflix in
November of 2018. Cam is full of sex
positivity, female empowerment, and
terrifying online doppelgangers that take
over your identity and ruin your career.
The protagonist of the film is Alice,
played by the extremely talented Madeline Brewer, who some of you might recognize as Mercy from Orange is the New
Black, is a strong and ambitious cam girl
who is desperately trying to work her
way to the very top.
Camming, for those of you who might
not be familiar with the term, is a type of
live sex show put on by both women and
men. Typically, the performances are
solo, but there are often collaborations
between two or more performers as well.
As the viewer watches Alice’s story unfold it is easy to forget that she is not an
average woman with a run-of-the-mill
job who has the drive and desire to be at
the top of her field. While a movie about
a cam girl may make many horror fans
take pause, Mazzei herself worked as a
cam girl for many years and was ready
to craft a narrative that shines a positive
light on the profession.
In an interview on the podcast Switchblade Sisters, Mazzei delves into details
about the autonomy Brewer was given
over her own body while filming Cam.
While it’s inevitable to have nudity in
a movie about sex workers, it quickly
becomes clear that this is not a movie
made simply for straight men to sit on

their couch with a bottle of beer and ogle
at the actresses while ignoring the larger
plot. Brewer was in complete control of
when she was and was not naked on set,
and her comfort is totally evident in her
performance.
Horror fans are no strangers to the allegations of misogyny and sexism within
the genre, and there is of course truth
to that stereotype. However, the same
can be said about comedy, drama, and
science fiction. Cam is a shining example
of how horror can be utilized to flip
stereotypes on their head and use them
to the advantage of, in this case, women.
Alice is a complex and three dimensional
character, with a family she is scared of
disappointing and a career goal that so
far seems completely unattainable.
In Meagan Navarro’s article In Defense
of the Modern Slasher Film and Female
Horror Fans, written for Bloody Disgusting, she discusses the ways in which
horror fans, particularly female horror
fans, are looked down upon by much of
society because of the stereotype that
horror is inherently sexist. Cam, while
not a slasher film, takes the power back
and gives it all to a female protagonist–
much like the “final girl” trope in the
slasher genre. The concept of the final
girl has gotten a bad reputation, Navarro points out, even though in films like
Halloween, Texas Chainsaw Massacre,
and the more modern Happy Death Day,
the hero is a female protagonist who
triumphs in the end.

Cam is not here to give viewers a cautionary tale about premarital sex, like
many early horror films were prone to
do. Instead, Alice and the other women
in the film are sexually liberated, and in
complete control of their performances.
If there is major gender condemnation to
be found in this film, it is of the men that
come to these sites and leave thinking
they have a sense of ownership over the
performers because they, at one point,
have paid them for a service. Because of
this shift in stance, Alice is fast on her
way to joining the ranks iconic horror
characters such as Lauri Strode, Sally
Hardesty, and Nancy Thompson.
You may be asking yourself: “Okay,
but where’s the scary?” The horror of
Cam comes from the look-a-like Alice
awakens to find taking over her channel
one day. She is perplexed by why her
exact duplicate has taken over, and how
it is surpassing her in everything that
she has spent her time working for. Alice
is tormented while trying to get to the
bottom of what sinister entity is lurking
within the cam site where she has built
her career, and the film works its way to
a shocking and frenzied ending.
For fans of horror and female empowerment, Cam is worth the devotion of one
hour and thirty-four minutes of your
life. If you’re anything like this horror
fan, you will go back for a second, third,
and maybe fourth viewing.

Sarah Rodden is a writer, blogger, cat lover and horror fan.
For more horror movie reviews, you can check out her blog at
wickedlittleblog.net
And follow her on Instagram @wickedlittleblog
And you can listen to a short story of hers at https://www.thenosleeppodcast.com/episodes/s1/1x12
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Velvet Buzzsaw Review
by Nick Jude Stout

T

his review contains spoilers, so
don’t read on if you want to experience this awful movie on its own.
This brand new Netflix Original
movie entices its viewers with its
A-list actors like Jake Gyllenhaal,
Toni Collette, John Malkovich, and
Natalia Dyer, and the glamour of this
list initially hides the film’s true face
as a poorly written, B-grade horror movie that even the best acting
would only be able to carry so far.
This film attempts to set the stage of
an eclectic world filled with interesting artists, critics, and institutions
that operate at the top levels of a
prestigious art community in Los
Angeles. An unknown artist suddenly dies, and writes in his will that all
of his art be destroyed. A character
in the story finds the abandoned art,
immediately steals it all, and starts
attempting to sell it and introduce
it into this High-Art world. The art
is cursed by the artist’s last wishes being deviated from, and this
causes each person involved with it
to be murdered by a vengeful spirit.
While I was initially interested by
the performances of the characters,

it didn’t take me long to realize that
this movie suffers from plot and
characterization issues.
In traditional B-movie horror format,
the film allows the audience to see
exactly what the threat is, and what
it is going to do from the onset of
its introduction, removing any sense
of mystery from the spirit and its
intentions. Halfway through the film
it feels as if every major character
begrudgingly takes turns acting out
their death scenes, robbing all suspense and importance to each death.
Certain plotlines are abandoned, but
still partially appear in the movie in
order to allow certain actors more
screen time. John Malkovich plays
an aging artist who lives off the
fame he built for himself as a young
tortured alcoholic. This character is
interesting, and Malkovich’s portrayal allows the audience to become
somewhat invested in him. His character is unable to create new work,
and there are multiple scenes in the
first third of the movie hinting at
the importance of this. And after the
death scenes about halfway through
the film start, I don’t think he even
appears in the movie again.

The hierarchical art society introduced at the beginning of the movie
suddenly disappears into the background, as characters
start being killed without any real
long lasting consequences. My
biggest critique of this movie is the
handling of the character portrayed
by Jake Gyllenhaal. His is the only
role that is able to see what is happening and actively tries to do the
right thing. This ruins the movie’s
motive of the spirit, which was initially introduced as taking vengeance
upon those attempting to profit off
the cursed art. Gyllenhaal’s character
was going to be killed even though
his character arc had been fulfilled
and he had changed as a person. At
this point in the film, I realized that
it might as well had stopped at the
45 minute mark and just said, “And
then everyone died”. In summation,
this movie feels unfinished, and is
honestly an embarrassment to the
actors who were cast in it.

Check out the newest episode of Writer’s Round!
In this installment Nash interviews local singer/songwriter
Sam Morris in The Unit.
Click to check it out!

Video
Podcast
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Wind River Review
by Ryan Wilson

W

ind River is Taylor Sheridan’s
3rd installment of Neo-Western
films. Having premiered at Sundance
Film Festival in 2017, it would soon
gross $45 million against its $11
million budget. Wind River is made
exceptional by its deeply invested
cast, featuring Jeremy Renner and
Elizabeth Olson. Other contributors
include Ben Richardson as cinematographer, and Nick Cave and Warren
Ellis, who composed the score.
Wind River begins with a classic
western motif– a woman running, at
the mercy of the landscape. This title
shot for the movie sets the tone well,
with the tall mountains of Wyoming
standing bare under the moonlight.
We see a tiny figure struggling to run
across the deep snow, foreshadowing
the symbol of the land as a character.
The film continues by introducing
the character Cory Lambert, played
by Jeremy Renner, who is a service
tracker that hunts predatory animals
that disturb livestock on the Wind
River Reservation. The audience first
sees Cory hunting wolves, which
characterizes him as a general badass
while including more foreshadowing.
Richardson then includes ominous
shots of coming storms to draw the
audience to the Wind River Reservation. Here is where we are first
introduced to the allegorical land,
paralleling the historical Wind River
Reservation and the indigenous
crime problems in the mid-West.

The landscape continues guiding
the story as Cory Lambert discovers
the body of a young woman named
Natalie. It is apparent she was raped,
and Western law-enforcement officer
Jane Banner, played by Elizabeth
Olson, is summoned. After an hour
of exploration, the audience is shown
how lawless the reservation is. Local
law enforcement ends up at a camp
of oil workers, finished for the winter; the motif of the western outlaws
manifested by the off-season workers. In a shocking turn of events, a
shootout begins between the law and
criminals. The officers are gunned
down, and as Jane lies bleeding in
the snow, a shot rings out from the
distance. From the tree line, Cory begins hunting the predatory outlaws,
just as he had been seen hunting
wolves earlier in the film. Cory eventually finds Pete– Natalie’s rapist.
In one of the most powerful scenes
in the movie, Cory asks Pete, “You
wanna talk?” After Pete willingly
confesses to the crimes, Cory tells
him “You’re free to go…I am a man
of my word, you told the truth so
I’m gonna give you a chance…I’m
gonna give you the same chance she
got.” Cory frees Pete, takes his shoes
and tells him if he can make it to
the highway, he is a free man. Pete
is speechless. Cory asks him “You
know how far that drill camp was
from where I found Natalie’s body?
6 miles. Barefoot. That’s a warrior.
That’s a warrior.

You, you may make it 600 feet…you
better get going.” We then witness a
powerful shot of Pete running from
the mountain. The land takes another
victim as Pete’s lungs freeze, bringing the process full circle, with the
land as a neutral, unforgiving character in the story.
The film features incredibly powerful
cinematography and draws deeply
on the actual Wind River Reservation, speaking to the injustices that
ran rampant on indigenous land.
Under the Obama administration, the
United States government created
the “surge” program. The goal of
the program was to reduce crime on
infamous indigenous reservations by
supplementing law-enforcement resources. The program brought crime
down over 65% on all reservations
except Wind River. At the Wind River Reservation, crime went up 7%,
creating a lot of questions about how
the problem could be solved. Sheridan does an incredible job speaking
to the violence in that area, and its
effects on a largely oppressed culture.
In one of the most beautiful films of
2017, the audience is made aware of
the social issues often overlooked in
the United States.
To learn more about writer
Ryan Wilson, check out his
Intagram: @rgabrielwilson
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Xiu Xiu – Girl with Basket of Fruit
Review
by Hayden Goodridge

T

he first time I felt truly terrified
by a piece of music was on the bus
in 7th grade, when a particularly
sadistic friend showed me Suicide’s
1977’s anti-hit, “Frankie Teardop.”
The story of a factory worker who,
beaten down by poverty, murders his
wife and child in a snap of insanity
cast a chill through my adolescent
body. This was not the Beatles, man.
It turned everything I had known
music to be on its head and proceeded to kick the ever-loving shit out of
it. The chugging drum machine…
the utter lack of melody…Alan Vega’s
deranged yelps…all facets of a song
that began my strange infatuation
with the bleak world of industrial
music.
Spend any amount of time in a
northeastern steel city and you’ll
learn that the industrial landscape
is one that’s completely indifferent
to the humans that suffer in it. It’s
filled with cold, calculated machines
that eclipse the sun with smoke and
silence the birds with their callous
hum. There’s no room for life, for art,
for anything but forward progression
in the name of capitalism. Or so it
seems.
But in the corners of these godless
factories is where industrial music makes its home. With enough
time, the chugging drone of that
hungry plastic press sounds oddly
rhythmic. There’s steam billowing
right alongside the manufactured
tempo. Faceless welders contribute
their ear-piercing leads to the whole
swelling cacophony. It begins to take

shape.
Here—some four decades after
Suicide laid the foundation for
industrial— is where the California duo, Xiu Xiu (shoe shoe), have
become the modern torchbearers for
an underground musical movement
that mimics those grating, hellish
factories. Here is where music breaks
down, where convention gets spit on,
and it repulses as many listeners as it
intrigues.

guest is the schizophrenic man who’s
spent the last two weeks crafting ritualistic symbols out of his own feces.
Much of Girl with Basket of Fruit is
sonic lunacy. The repetition of metallic sampled drums over the opening
track begins to feel like a ritual as
vocalist Jamie Stewart rapidly spouts
off wild nonsense like “The cutlass
is a more excellent guest,” and my
favorite, “A flock of erect dicks on bat
wings / Pee-pees into her sleeping
face / And pointlessly tries to fuck a
blue sky.”
I really wasn’t exaggerating about the
symbolic feces.

Want to know where you fall? Spend
ten seconds with the title track of
their 11th album, Girl with Basket of
Fruit, and ask yourself whether you
would rather to shove scissors into
your ears than keep listening, or if
shoving scissors into your ears would
heighten your listening experience. If
the latter sounds like you, keep going
(but consider locking up nearby
sharp objects).
Let’s be candid here: this album is
disturbing. In fact, it’s wildly so.
Imagine attending a slam poetry
event put on by your friendly local
insane asylum where the featured

If nothing else, Xiu Xiu’s appeal
comes from being so batshit crazy
that you—being the inwardly disturbed human that you are—can’t
fight off the intrigue. But my job is to
make you understand that Xiu Xiu is
more than just shock-value. There is
art to be found in the absurdity.
The moments of creative brilliance
show through when the music
becomes so uniquely disturbing that
it makes you consider sleeping with
every light in your house on. One of
such moments comes with “Amargi
ve Moo,” a song that uses sparse instrumentation to unnerve—a lonely
bow scratching tortured notes across
a violin, which turns deeper, more
ominous throughout. Stewart’s vocals
utter phrases like “I am not ready
and I cannot accept,” then descend
into a blubbering of utterly sinister
tongues. It’s as if just listening to it
will curse you.
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Then there’s “Mary Turner Mary
Turner,” with its especially awful
story of a pregnant African-American
woman who was lynched—burned
alive with baby still in belly—after
defending her husband who had been
lynched days prior. Even worse, the
story is true—happened in good ol’
Georgia in 1918.
I’m going to let the lyrics speak for
themselves, but they give the perspective of Mary’s unborn child, reportedly cut from its mother’s womb
during the lynching. “Reaching out,
the first and only loving touch it

receives / The falling ash of its mommy’s hair on fire.”

listening to John Mayer and pretending that life is just peachy.

After the grisly narrative, Stewart
closes the song with a simple, but
embittered political mantra, “Fuck
your guns / Fuck your war / Fuck
your truck / Fuck your flag,” which
seems a pretty damn fitting response
to the story.

But Xiu Xiu is important for the
same reason they are disturbing.
Girl with a Basket of Fruit shows
us the other half of music, the half
that exposes humanity, not glorifies
it. Occult rhythms, discordant noise,
loathsome lyrics—all shedding light
on humanity’s secret darkness. Instead of normalizing the machine to
the point invisibility, Xiu Xiu is the
machine.

Xiu Xiu isn’t for everyone. These
songs, these stories, they’re twisted
and maniacal and are going to make
people look at you funny if know
you spend your free time willingly
subjecting yourself to them instead of

And they show us how truly black
the machine can be.

Hayden Goodridge is a journalism student at Middle Tennessee State
University and has fully conceded that he will never make any money
with a journalism degree. He keeps writing anyway.
Instagram: @haydengoodridge
Twitter: @haygoody
Blog: infinitespinblog.wordpress.com

Boogie - Everything’s For Sale
Review
by David Beatty

F

or many young people today, the
biggest stars of the past continue to
fade and fade into memory rather
than the spotlight. In the rap/hip-hop
community, figures old as Ice Cube
or a someone a little further on even
such as Eminem are in general, still
very respected, but no longer the
center of everyone’s attention. What
some of these people have managed
to do, however, is make sure to use
their position to keep pushing the
genre forward. This is certainly true
of the latter, Eminem, and although
Shady Records has been mostly
under the radar for this newest wave
of rap, one act in particular has

managed to break out this year with
one of the most striking records in its
category. I’m talking about

“Everything’s for Sale”, from Compton-based artist Boogie.

The album is produced almost entirely by artist Keyel, with the helping
hands of others along the way, and
right of the bat the tone is set with an
intro containing extremely jazzy but
melancholy chords and groove. Similarly Boogie sets the tone lyrically,
touching upon the concept of “Reflections”, used as a play on his own
reflection illustrating his battles with
himself, as well as breaking the expectations by placing the reflections
first in the lineup, a process usually
seen as near the end of a journey. He
tells us that these reflections will the
journey itself as we continue through
the record, and it does. Throughout
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this tale we hear Boogie reflect on
past relationships, encounters with
other women he’s either maybe
seeing or observing from a distance,
memories of specific places, drives,
and what he did there, and it creates
a very unique and personal perspective for us to look through. For
example, on “Swap Meet” Boogie
creates a very specific lens for viewing that we subsequently pick up
ourselves, reflecting not only on the
past, but how he saw the future from
the past, and how he thinks about
it now from the real future he once
looked towards. All of this is done
in quite a short song, with a short
lyric count, and it goes to show the
power of his careful and obviously
thoughtful writing and execution.
While this album does keep its
jazzy, soulful emotions on the forefront, Boogie still comes through
with the energizing hits everybody’s looking for at the same time.
“Soho” features a high energy beat
with Boogie and featured artist JID
matching the energy of the instrumental with their performances.
“Rainy Days” features a similarly
exciting beat, with Boogie shouting honest truths about his life, he
sounds confident with himself. This
track also features a verse from la-

bel-head Eminem himself. Personally for me, this verse is the low point
of the album. Eminem doesn’t seem
to bring anything new to the table
flow wise, and the verse content
seems out of place standing next to
Boogie’s rich and detailed verses
not even on this track but the whole
album itself. That being said, for
existing fans of Eminem this verse
is certainly going to just be more of
what they already like, so It could
go either way.

While Boogie does maintain
a constant level of confidence, and
the high energy tracks definitely
keep you awake, the meat and bones
of this album is rooted in highly
introspective writing and the jazzy,
soulful sounds early mentioned in
the review.

Songs like “Skydive”, “Skydive
II”, and the previously touched
on “Swap Meet” feature beautiful, bright guitar melodies placed
perfectly on soft but commanding
drums, while cuts like “Live 95”
and “No Warning” bring you down
into the dark and melancholy of
Boogie’s mind with moody, cutting
piano chords and subdued drums.
All of this, however you might want
to describe it, never comes across
as amateurish or poorly executed.
It is very apparent how hard Boogie has been working to build up to
this point of his debut album, and it
shows through his attention to detail
and extreme proficiency in the basic
of his craft; rapping, lyrics and flow.
The album comes to a conclusion
with “Time”, and it very much
encapsulates all of the major sounds
and ideas of the record into one,
condensed finale. The bright guitars,
the driving energy are present here
but have been colored in melancholy
and nostalgia, and it just seems like
the perfect soup of everything Boogie has done right on this album up
until the end. While i wouldn’t call
this an instant classic, it definitely
marks Boogie with huge potential,
and I cannot wait to see what his
next efforts bring us. 8/10

Need more Jazz in your life?
Don’t worry, we’ve got you
covered. Jonah Raymond is
releasing one composition a month
through T.W.W. for your Jazz fix.
Check out the latest Jazz
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Better Oblivion Community Center
Review
By Nick Jude Stout

T

his album completely caught me
off guard. I’ve been a fan of Phoebe
Bridgers’ latest solo album, and her
work with the supergroup Boygenius,
but this album captures something
different that neither of those projects have been able to accomplish (as
much as I love them). The other half
of this collaboration, Conor Oberst
and his band Bright Eyes, have been
on my radar for a while, but I have
never paid this much attention to
him until now. This partnership reflects an effortless flex of songwriting
talent and music industry relevancy.
The outcome: a collection of truly
amazing songs.
If you’re like me, when you heard
Phoebe Bridgers’ breakout hit ‘Motion Sickness’, all you wanted was an
entire album full of songs that sport
that same magical full band arrangement. In my personal opinion, this
album completely delivers this and
more.
On multiple tracks Bridgers’ vocals
are used as sort of synth pads with
intricate stereo imaging coupled
with the unique tonality of her voice.
Oberst provides a very grounded and
unique vocal delivery that gracefully compliments Bridgers’ ethereal
sound.
Tracks like “Forest Lawn” highlight

the unique qualities that this album
brings to the table as well as the
expected notes that it hits. It provides
a lush soundscape that showcases
beautifully mixed percussion and
reverb laden shakers. The lyrical
content delves into the topic of losing
ambition and how hard it is to see
your friends lose sight of their goals
over time. This topic really speaks to
me, and I believe it speaks to a lot of
people who have pursued any creative field for an amount of time.

I really appreciate the time that went
into making this track which allowed
it to standout from the rest of the album, and I believe it says something
as to what this project will be capable
of in the future.
I am a huge fan of the sonic quality
of this album. It perfectly exemplifies contemporary Americana

Singer-Songwriter full band arrangements, put through a cutting edge
Los Angeles production process.
Analog synthesizers are tastefully
placed in most of the songs, and an
inventive use of sampling and delay
heighten the musical content. Occasionally, some of the guitar leads can
feel somewhat out of place, but my
opinion on that could change with
perhaps a few more listens.
I would have loved to have been a
fly on the wall during the writing
process of this record. The tone of
some of the songs remind me of
mid-2000’s Christian Contemporary
songs (and surprisingly not in a bad
way). The songs flow effortlessly
out of the singers and capture a
pure songwriting style that expertly
weaves meaning in between charmingly non-sequential phrases.
This album accomplishes the great
feat of creating a brand new sound
from two artists who have been
wildly successful doing that in the
past. There’s a lot to be said for an
artist’s ability to do this. Many artists
have attempted side projects similar to this this and were unable to
evoke the same level of emotion and
inspiration.
Please go check this album out, and
give it a couple listens!

Hey!
We think you’re cute.
(give us money)
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Blank Range - In Unison Review
by Nick Jude Stout

I

n their sophomore album release
Blank Range holds true to their
traditional songwriting style, while
producing experimental sounds, and
production techniques, that defy
the boundaries of ‘Nashville Country Music’. Although this release
doesn’t reach much further their first
album in scope, it is still a collection
of great songs that are worth a listen.
Blank Range was one of the first
bands that I saw when I moved to
Tennessee, and they showed me
a side of country music that I had
never seen before. The lead singer
(Jonathan Childers) has a scraggly
crooners voice that‘s sculpted for
classic country hits. Although he
doesn’t allow himself to be confined by this stereotype, and allows
various creative influences to flow
freely throughout the music. The
lead guitarist (Grant Gustafson) further defines the sound of the band,
by writing guitar lines that sound as
if you were to get a seasoned Jazz
guitarist to play in a country band.
Although many other genres influences can be felt throughout the mu-

sic, I feel as though the dichotomy
of these two members push Blank
Range past the label of ‘just another
country band in Nashville’.
This album really does feel like a
continuation of their first release
(Marooned with the Treasure), aside
from a few standout tracks that
intentionally subvert the listener’s
expectations.

The songs hold up on their own, and
continue to impress me with their
quality from both a songwriting and
production standpoint. But I can’t
help but feel as though this album
shares a lot of the same feelings and
emotions as their previous release.
This has to be the harshest criticism

I have of this album, as a fan of the
band who is watching their trajectory and can’t help but comment on it.
Aside from the wonderful assortment of songs that I was expecting, songs like “Haunt You” and
“Change Your Look” provide a
unique energy that resembles Nashville’s Indie Rock Scene more than
anything else on the album. This
change of pace caught me off guard
on my first listen through. And
although I like the songs - I feel they
either; deserve more development
on a seperate project, or the style
should be more thoroughly explored
and represented on the rest of the
record.
It really is a pleasant experience listening to this album. There has obviously been an enormous amount of
effort and time put into the production of each song. This coupled with
the ever present quality of songwriting, makes each listen-through more
interesting and enjoyable.
I really enjoyed this record, but can’t
help but compare it to their previous
release. Listen to it and decide for
yourself!

Unknown Mortal Orchestra - Sex & Food
Review
by Nick Jude Stout

T

he latest project from New
Zealand based group, Unknown
Mortal Orchestra, marks an interesting change of direction for the band.
This record is filled to the brim
with psychedelic jams, and airtight

bangers. Straying farther from the
lo-fi quality featured in previous releases, this album makes a statement
in the quality of each song’s production. Whether minimalistic, or
immensely complicated, it’s obvious
that the band’s creative lead (Ruban

Nielson) has achieved mastery over
the studio and is willing to flaunt his
talent over the audience. This album
was one of my favorite releases of
2018 and definitely deserves a thorough listen.

Before the days of digital record-
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Think we'd like your newest release?
Want someone to write an in depth
review of your hard work?
Send us your music and if we like it we'll give it a review.
It's that simple.
info@thiswonderfulworld.org

ing, multitrack tape was the only
way to record and create music for
mass production. Since the advent
of digital recording, there has
been fragments of the music industry that believe that the sound
of a tape recording process is
superior to digital recordings. Unknown Mortal Orchestra heavily
uses tape, and a large part of the
band’s ‘sound’ is achieved through
the unique qualities of tape recording. It has been utilized in
previous UMO albums to give the
music a ‘lo-fi’ quality that resonated through nostalgia, but added
something new through inventive
songwriting and performances.
In Sex & Food the presence of
tape recording serves a purpose in
much the same way that it did for
70’s era Daptone funk records. The
drum sound on these old funk
records are not pristinely perfect
quality, and even distort in a lot
of frequencies. But they inspire
you to move because they sounded good. These infectious drum

sounds are exactly what Sex &
Food brings to the table.
Aside from my ramblings about
the production of this album, I
also very much enjoyed Nielson’s
songwriting. There seems to be a
concise quality to the lyrics that
speak directly to a point, rather
than storytelling through ambiguous symbolism.

There seems to be more experimentation on this album, and real
exploration of who Nielson is as
a songwriter, which I very much
appreciate.
Track’s like “Hunnybee”, “Every-

body Acts Crazy Nowadays”, and
“How Many Zeroes Do You Need”
stand out as the funkiest bangers,
not to discredit the quality of the
other songs on the album. These
funky ‘radio-friendly’ songs are
what UMO is known for, and
they have achieved most of their
popularity through them over the
years. Songs like these are what
casual fans of UMO are looking
for, and I’d be lying if I said I don’t
want an album filled with only
songs of that quality. It’s important
to realize that those aren’t the only
songs UMO has to offer, and the
dynamic quality to the other songs
on the record make the hits even
harder when they do happen.
This album has great pacing, and
is really a joy to listen through
all of the way through. But if you
are looking for the widely-known
UMO hits, there may only be four
or five songs for you to add to
your favorite playlist. Please give
this album a listen, and release
yourself to the funk!
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Games While You Read #1

Which one is
Different?

Comics by John King a.k.a. Cartoon Headcase.
Check him out on Facebook
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The Tides Of March
We need more beer
A 12-pack I suppose
Maybe a little weed?
Let’s pick up some rillos
Don’t speed
Let’s only break one law at a time
So when we get caught
We only have to deny one crime
Bleached white sand beaches
Cans bobbing up and down in the waves
We work hard for our money
Just to watch the remnants float away
“This week will be fun”
We say in a mocking joke
But by the end of our run
We know we’ll be Spring Broke

Where’s Waldo: Immigrant
Detention Center Edition
i.c.e.
detention
center

T.W.W. P.S.A:
We Do Not Condone Children
Just For Kids! 26

Art Gallery
Mark Johnson (Top Left)
Luke Martin (Bottom Right)
Instagram: @guccibagguts
Sierra Torres (Bottom Left)
Intagram: @menial_diety_art
Would you like to see your art here?
Send us your creations and we can make it
happen!
info@thiswonderfulworld.org
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In Living Color
by Luke Martin

The welts that blister your skin change hue.
Everything changes hue, nothing stays the same.
You, even you in your blissful state will change color.
You have your blues, you have your greys, but sometimes you become an indescribable color.
That’s not to say there isn’t a color for this state you sink into, I just don’t know the name for it.
It’s an offshoot of blue, with a touch of a pale yellow that radiates the core.
You might be able to describe this color, but I can’t.
You get into these moods, neither good nor bad, but consisting of a touch of good and bad.
The doctor, (or) psychiatrist, and (or) (possibly) (even) therapist might attribute these moods to
depression, but
the antidepressants flowing through your bloodstream refuse to allow you to sink into that beautiful blue
depression.
So you have this twilight mood, an in between emotional state.
It weighs you down like a log, but the current carries that log.
So this is you, this is your color.
It illuminates behind your eyes, deep within your skull.
This is your color and it’s living.
It’s living, it’s breathing, and it’s feeding.
It’s feeding on your thoughts, your emotions, and your time.
Your color needs to feed on you, like a parasite.
You let it feast on you, because that color is what’s best for you.
It looks good on you, honestly.
That color is extremely flattering for you, you should be thankful for it.
Would you rather have a more brash color?
A deep blue that mimics those depths of the ocean that man is afraid to venture.
A volatile red that springs when you’re bottled up, like blood and coca cola.
Those don’t suit you, they’re too lively.
Take your color and be happy with it
or as happy as you can be, in your given circumstances.
You’ve learned the art of mimicry, the art of decieving and (in return) recieving.
Parchment, gifts, and small porcelain trinkets.
You love setting the porcelain trinkets on your porcelain shelves in your porcelain home.
You never asked for the porcelain home and you never asked for your color, they were given.
Oddly enough, everything was given to you.
Slowly.
Over time.
You amassed a small collection of everything.

Chimaera
We are hybrid creatures.
Paupers and Princes,
Serfs and Kings.
We dine on gold,
Sleep in dirty sheets.
Counting quarters,
Driving cars.
Metal behemoths
With fire in their bellies,
Exploding them into the world
To the nearest McDonald’s.
We watch electric signals
Burst across a pane of glass,
Painting with colors more brilliant
Than the concrete world around,
While drinking two dollar beers.
We are lords of our own shit
Sitting on porcelain thrones
Devouring the world.
Are we more like gluttonous rulers
Gorging themselves at Royal feasts?
Or like the ravenous beasts
Starved of truth and fed with lies
- Jaden Tabb

Untitled #1
The creators of tomorrow
Are in the kitchens of today
Walking out exits
In back alleyways
Driving cars
Tending bar
Or whatever else pays
But we unlike you
Don’t regret the few
Chances we take
And even though
We haven’t made it yet
You bet your ass
We can’t wait
- Nash Hamilton

La Santera Más Amable
It’s not often a stranger sends a smile
Let alone spare a passing glance,
But your subtle grins and open lens
Foster faith in calloused hands.
Coarser still, a corset binds
my rib cage to my lungs.
But the knots unlace in your embrace,
and let me sing my songs unsung.
Encumbered in a silky suit
of false and fragile test,
My frail disguise of woven lies
Supersedes what’s in my chest.
But you? You’ve found a strand astray.
Yet, not a thimble on your thumb.
You slyly spy with owlish eyes
that which could be undone.
No worries and no matters,
like two chitter-chatter boxes,
Exchanging words that feel absurd,
but always yield catharsis.
I’m not one for prayers,
but I feel bless’d all the same.
There grows on Earth a budding mirth,
that Towers a Saintly name.
- Julian Chun

My Roommate Says I Use Too Simple Of Words In
My Poems
So introvert it hurts (2. agonized, damaged).
Redemption from my work (2. endeavor, undertaking).
No attention span (2. Hit up the function on my phone).
Worth nothing when I can’t steady my hands (2. metacarpus, hold).
Please kill me now this release I demand (2. identity is bullshit, distinctiveness).
- Jaxxon Wynn

I Only Call My Family When I Am Obsessively Freaking Out
About Something
No matter how strong you become.
No matter how loved you are.
You will be the only one who owns your pain.
When the waves come you will have to swim through your blood alone.
Security just means two paths cross, does not mean they morph into 1.
- Jaxxon Wynn

The Skeptic in Me
The Skeptic in me thinks we should not be here.
The Skeptic in me thinks we should not have fun!
The Skeptic in me thinks we should turn back now.
The Skeptic in me does not trust anyone.
The Skeptic in me thinks there is trouble near.
The Skeptic in me has never liked that stuff!
The Skeptic in me thinks we should not be here.
The Skeptic in me does not trust anyone.
The Skeptic in me would like to know one thing.
The Skeptic in me would like to ask again!
The Skeptic in me began to hate that sound.
The Skeptic in me would like to check on you.
- Ian West Horton
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