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CRIMINAL 1K CHIEF

That Donald Trump always has taken
b pride in skirting the law has been appar-
ent throughout his public life. Why else
would he have been sued thousands of
times? He feels laws are for other people, the poor peo-
ple. Trump doesn’t care about the law, and he doesn’t
know the law.

Recently, when two of his partners-in-crime (Manafort
and Cohen) were either found guilty or pleaded guilty to
breaking the law, Trump whined that what they were
guilty of wasn't really criminal. Of course, Trump knows
the law better than anyone else in the entire universe.
His arrogance and ignorance are appalling. He even
bragged during the election about not paying taxes
because he was “smart.”

It is becoming more readily apparent that Trump and his
henchmen conspired to fix the presidential election in
order to get him elected. Now, | know Trump has been
caterwauling for months about “no collusion.” He spews
it out so much (often misspelled) that I'm reminded of
the scene in The Princess Bride where Vizzini keeps
saying “inconceivable” until Inigo remarks: “You keep
using that word. | do not think it means what you think it
means.”

Knowing Trump's limited vocabulary and aversion to
reading, he likely doesn't know “collusion” means
“conspiracy,” which is exactly what he and his underlings
did concerning the election. They planned, conspired, to
cheat during the election by employing the help of an
enemy foreign government, namely Russia.

The president of the United States is a criminal, a crook.
He has even started playing the role of a criminal even
more with his squealing about how his longtime lawyer
Cohen flipped. Now who uses the term “flipped"? Mob-
sters. Criminals. Crooks.

It is ironic that a criminal like Trump would squawk
about how “flipping” should be against the law. That
Trump is sounding like a mob boss is not unusual, given
his father's history with organized crime as well as
Trump'’s own squalid ties over the years.

The late Senator John McCain knew how corrupt Trump
is. Why else would the Senator request Trump not at-
tend his funeral? Of course, Trump has no respect for

. Senator McCain since he spent more than half a century

serving America instead of lining his pockets. Trump
despises military veterans like Senator McCain since
they serve the country instead of themselves like Trump
has always done. His treatment of war hero McCain is
disgusting.

So, a felon in the White House — what now? Luckily, we
live in a democracy where the wheels of justice turn,
sometimes slow, but they do turn. Trump was elected in
a democratic way, and he will be booted from office in a
democratic way. America survived a venal hooligan like
Nixon; it can survive a tyrant like Trump.

Finally, the Mueller investigation will go on; more indict-
ments would crop up; more Trump-lite criminals will be
heading to prison. Eventually, even Congress will have
to act to remove Trump from office by impeaching him.
Then, he can be charged with treason, among other
crimes against America. Whether Trump will ever do the
perp walk is an unknown, but we can dream about that
part. — MIKE L. DOWNEY



THE CONSEQUENCE

I'm pretty sure everyone around here is aware that Texas
A&M University Athletics left the Big 12 sports confer-
ence and moved over to the South Eastern Conference.
It was a big deal five years ago when it happened and, in
this writer's opinion, has helped to trigger the boom in
enrollment and national recognition for our humble little
farmers college. While it has made interesting impacts
on a variety of programs within the college, | believe the
move was done solely to allow our football program to
compete with the best of the best of the best. The last
five years have proved interesting for the football pro-
gram, from the rise and fall of Johnny Football Manzel,
the successes and challenges in the NFL for Ryan
Tannehill, the Bennett Brothers, and Von Miller, to the
celebrated hiring and controversial firing of former Uni-
versity of Houston head coach Kevin Sumlin. But it can
be said TAMU did not truly enter into the SEC until it
made its first major head coaching choice, the poaching
of Florida State University head coach Jimbo Fisher.

The Fisher hire had mixed reviews. Many stalwart Ag-
gies were excited to finally get a coach of national cali-
ber to lead their program. Some felt like Ag fans needed
to be more realistic in their expectations of their football
program. Coach Sumlin was 51-26 during his time at
TAMU. The recruiting was solid, aside from some inter-
esting quarterback mishaps, and TAMU had made some
key position coaching upgrades. Some felt it may have
been better to let the program build slowly. It is reported
that TAMU Board of Regents chancellor John Sharp
upon hiring Jimbo Fisher handed him a replica SEC
Championship trophy with his name on it sans a date,
expecting Fisher to etch that date in for realz. That's
some high pressure. Turns out that we have now seen a
tiny little bit of what that pressure actually looks like
when applied to the student athletes whose arms, legs,
and brains are expected to provide them w's for Fisher
and Sharp, all from the point of view of former TAMU
linebacker Santino Marchiol.

Late last month Marchiol’s allegations concerning illicit
practices and recruiting techniques came up as a part of
an NCAA transfer waiver request. Marchiol no longer
wished to play at TAMU and, having already red-shirted a
year, could not do a simple transfer without giving up
another year's eligibility. He needed to use an arcane
NCAA bylaw to request eligibility for playing out his last
year at University of Arizona. In order to accept a trans-
fer, the student athlete has to present “mitigating cir-
cumstances that are outside...the student athlete's
control and directly impact the health, safety and well-
being of the student-athlete” that would force the player
to leave a program and transfer to another. In essence,
in exchange for eligibility the NCAA turns the pleading
student-athlete into a rat against his/her current team to
let them out. In his claim, Marchiol attested that a.) he
was given hundreds of dollars on two different occa-
sions to show recruits a good time on the town (the
NCAA only allows a student host to spend $40 a day on
recruits during visits and never to give the money to
recruits...Marchiol does not claim he gave money to
recruits but he did pocket what he didn't use); b.) players
were required to attend unsanctioned offseason
workouts because the players were treated too gently by
the previous coaching regime; and c.) because of the
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attitude that the players were coddled
Marchiol was required to practice
through a significant foot injury
(Marchiol says he and other teammates
were constantly sworn at and torn down psychologically
and physically by position coaches).

Marchiol's concerns are certainly notable but the NCAA
won't think so. They will quite quietly grant Marchiol’s
transfer and sweep the other allegations under the rug.
Or a cursory investigation will occur and TAMU will
argue out of it or get slapped on the wrist and warned to
never do that again. And, of course, TAMU will comply
on the surface.

Aggies should pay very close attention to these allega-
tions. Not necessarily because they scrape the surface
of what other recruiting and moral violations the TAMU
coaching staff may or may not have committed, but
because it really is only a matter of time until Texas A&M
University, a school founded upon tradition and morality,
finds itself under the microscope of a legit for-reals big
time NCAA investigation. Whether or not it merits such
scrutiny is beside the point. When you big time sports-
ball on the sort of national scale that Jimbo Fisher and
the SEC operate on there is bound to be the sort of
hanky and/or the panky that goes along with it. While
that sort of thing may play out in other SEC schools it
will not stand here. It will bring forth the sort of moral
dilemma that old Ags will tell you got started when they
let “women and coloreds” in. The continued evolution of
the student body and the changed nature of what being
a Texas A&M Aggie is about can possibly be told in one
fable of how the chancellor and his buddies sold the soul
of the university and its millions of former students in
order to bring a big time sportsball trophy to Kyle Field.
Is it worth mortgaging what it means to wear the Aggie
Ring, to live by the Aggie Code of Honor, to declare with
love that one “bleeds maroon” just to put another name
and date up on the stadium’s walls? “You're goddamn
right it is worth that risk!” some will say. Look at all the
multi-million dollar investments in the school, its athlet-
ics, and the towns of College Station and Bryan. It is
Progress with a capital P, y'all. And for some that pro-
gress is worth the potential challenges it bears with it.
For some, it makes them wary because with big pride
can come a very, very big fall. Pray that TAMU's strong
commitment to ethics will play out in this instance a lot
better than it did for Hannah Shaw, the student who was
sexually assaulted by a member of TAMU’s swimming
and diving team. Her attacker was allowed to return to
TAMU after a semester’s suspension not only as an on-
campus student but as a representative of the University
through its athletics program.

TAMU has grown enormously in a very short period of
time. That growth is not without its challenges and
mistakes. When you big time, your mistakes are aired all
over the world on cable TV news clickers and social
media forwards. TAMU has a long way to fall with a
potentially very hard landing for the very reason that it
holds itself publicly to such high standards. Hopefully
Marchiol's transfer request will sound the alarm that will
trigger TAMU to begin policing itself in efforts to stop
such a fall before it occurs. — KELLY MINNIS



Outraged at the bursting pustules
of evil that are the Catholic abuse
scandals? Pennsylvania, Boston,
Dallas, Chile, Australia, nuns
abused by priests, ad nauseam.
We can take concrete steps to
break the monster's back. But
first it helps to know the monster
we're dealing with.

The Crowd-Control Monster

Faith is an encounter with the
heart of reality. For the hierar-
chical church, encounters with

control clutches is to recommend
8 Faulkner's masterful short story,
“Barn Burning.” Then you will see
the terror and beauty of letting
go.

The loss is real; the gain is your-
self. That's the way adventures
go! Institutions don't make our
identities; we make the institu-
tions and vest them with power
over us.

Six Steps to Break the Monster's

the Real are anathema ... because
those encounters make crowd
control impossible. The institu-
tional church encrusts the catho-
lic imagination with power, in-
trigue, and prestidigitation and so
draws abusers of dominion, sex,
money, and manipulation like
flies to a cow patty. Sound like
the Cardinal Sins? Theological
accusation is the hierarchy’s only form of confession.

The crowd-control Church wields a 1,600-year-old narra-
tive (dating from Constantine) that has shaped the
identity of entire civilizations. Like millions of faithful
over those centuries, | believed that g-d put people
(including myself) into a position to do hopeful, loving,
good things.

| left the Catholic Church in 1994 when the Diocese of
Dallas was mired in scandal. Even so, | just thought it
was the incompetence of Bishops Thomas Tschoepe
and Charles Grahmann. Returning to the Church in
2005, thinking its scandal had been fully unearthed, |
trusted the damage-control story that a few predators
had infiltrated the church. The so-called “Dallas Plan”
authored in 2002 by the Conference of Catholic Bishops
to address the clergy abuse scandal was not about
justice but an attempt to tourniquet the billions of dol-
lars the bishops have nonetheless since had to pay out.

What the plan couldn’t account for is that the abuse is
inextricably woven into the church’s narrative and the
weavers are the bishops themselves. Sadly, though we,
too, in the pews, are netted.

How We've Been Controlled

Crowd control is not “peer pressure”— It's systemic evil.
We do evil not because we think it evil but because
we've pegged the deed as necessary to the survival of
the institutions we mistakenly believe maintain our
lives. We therein deny our hearts —and the hearts of
others—in the name of righteousness. We think our
leaders act for the blessing of humanity, all the while
crucifying the truth standing in front of us. That's how |
failed to see that the organizational church was dys-
functional to the point of blatant evil.

None of this excuses me or you. The best way | can
describe the process of being freed from these crowd-
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If you, like me, are angry, here are
six concrete steps to break the
| monster’s back:

(1) If you feel able and so called,
stop gracing the door of your
local house of crowd-control.
Cease to aid and abet evil by
participation or passivity.

(2) If you believe you can effect change by staying,
withhold your donations to your local house of crowd
control. By all means, continue to fund charities that
ensure funds go to the causes they serve. But every
dollar given to a parish or diocese in some way funds
the bishops and lawyers who are sugar-coating the
organizational church’s evil.

(3) Call BULLSHIT when someone in the church—
especially bishops and spokespersons—tells you that
they have a plan to address the abuse or that “It's not
rape if the child isn't penetrated.”

(4) Per the wise words of Kevin Smith's Dogma, face
down anyone who treats God like a burden instead of a
blessing. Celebrate your faith in the face of the crowd
controllers who would have you mourn it.

(5) Mercifully, despite the worst efforts of the organiza-
tional church, | was rescued by the 5,000-year-old+
practice of contemplative prayer, which empowered me
to balance both the good and the evil of the church. |
saw that the institutional church is about identity build-
ing—beautiful and true identities, as well as hideous
ones. Contemplation keeps you from throwing out the
beautiful with the abused bathwater.

(6) To paraphrase Mark Shea, we laity run the police
departments, staff the courts, and run the jails. It's time
for the bishops to know public humiliation, removal from
office, and prison terms. Demand the extension of
statutes of limitations. We do not have to take this shit.

Blessedly, much of the laity know better than to sip the
false piety of this den of thieves. We —especially wom-
en—will see this through to a church that looks a lot
more like St. Francis’ Christ smiling at us from the dim-
ples of creation. Look there for the heart of faith and
identity. — BETHANY BEELER



It is rare these days that | drink enough “new” beer to
have a reason to hijack my erstwhile esteemed co-
editor's column inches but on my current Texas bonus
round | have managed to sample most of the wares of
four different Texas breweries in the last month and |
feels the needs to talks abouts it. Let’s do this in chron-
ological order.

| found myself in Austin one Sunday afternoon on an
errand with a friend that led me way down South Con-
gress. And | mean WAY down South Congress. My
colleague suggested we hitch our horses to the posts at
St. Elmo Brewing and so we did exactly that. It is a nice
post-modern industrial looking place on the inside with
lots of open space and white tile. There is plenty of
seating inside and out. St. EImo is a fairly new brewery
and has quite the lineup of beers with something for all
craft beer tastes, all named after people of some sort.
In my four hour epic stay | managed to down six differ-
ent pints, what my beer drinking companion that day
called “a big boy flight”. | started off with Bruce, a black
kolsch (5.1 ABV). | dunno how kolsch'y it tasted but
there was a nice steady char that any good black ale or
such should have. Next, | tried a Mahalo, a pineapple
pale ale (5.2 ABV) that rather surprised me. I'm not a
hop dude but the hint of pineapple rounded off the sharp
piney hop front and smoothed it out considerably. |
found it rather enjoyable in the 100 degree heat. | do not
see a name for this one, but | also enjoyed two different
hefeweizen styles with one being much more like an
American hefe (big ups on cloudy wheatiness) and the
other like a Euro hefe (big ups on banana and nut es-
ters). Carl, the classic kolsch (4.6 ABV) was a near AOR
style crowd pleaser “session” style beer. The last, An-
gus (5.1 ABV) was a rather dry and toasty stout in the
Murphy's vein. None of the beers knocked me out but
none of them were awful either. A good solid fare of
beers that tells me St. EImo is serious about brewing
beer for consumption.

| also found myself on a somewhat haphazard beer tour
of Dallas/Fort Worth, drinking at three different brewer-
ies over two days. The first was The Collective Brewing
Project. Their taproom has that nice “downtown” feel
with high ceilings, large windows, stainless steel, and
exposed brick. They offered a dozen or so beers, all in
the current sour beer trend. Goses, saissons, Berliner
Weisses, etc. And | mean every pour was a sour. Their
website is scarce on information so | can't tell you ex-
actly what I drank but I can tell you that if you are a fan
of this trend then you will love drinking here. If you are
not down with vinaigrette beer (and yours truly really
isn't), then it's gonna be a long lonely belly-up session at
the bar.

The next day we spent the better part of on afternoon
enjoying ourselves at New Main Brewing Company, an
Aggie owned and operated taproom in Pantego. It's a
weird but cool building. We couldn't figure out if it was
formerly a roller skating rink, department store, or small
factory with what had to have been the factory show-
room of a grandmother furniture outlet from 1978 in the
middle of the room. In either case, it was warm, friendly,
and their drink selection was the strongest I've seen

from any place I've been in Texas outside of Houston. |
had two flights to start out the afternoon. The day was
all about New Main's Nueces County Hazelnut Brown.
As some of you may know, | love brown ales. So few
breweries do them up though. Many beer drinkers have
had at least one stab at the style, Newcastle. That is a
muddy brown, soft nitro ale with a bit of nut dryness and
sweetness. It is probably the benchmark of the style for
most people in the world. Some other notable examples
hale from Texas (Real Ale Brewhouse Brown) and Mis-
sissippi (Lazy Magnolia Southern Pecan Brown,). It is
the latter of these two beers that | hold up as the pinna-
cle of brown ales. The roasted pecan adds that toast-
iness to the malt sweetness that | enjoy so much. Well,
Southern Pecan has now met its match. | was shocked
at first quaff of Nueces County by an intense malt
sweetness that had that syrupy alcoholic treacle that |
associate with beers much bigger than its 5% ABV, then
settling in to a complex nut bitterness mixed with an
almost créme coffee finish. It was an amazing beer on a
flight and was easily the best new beer I've enjoyed all
year. So much so that, even after another flight of
beers, | still managed to put two more pints of it away
and nearly sobbed into my collar when | found out they
didn’t have enough of it on hand to allow me to buy a
crowler or growler of it to take home. It knocked me the
fuck out, let's say that. Not that the other beers | had
were not enjoyable. New Main offers two different
hefeweizens brewed hard on orange peels, one faintly
sour with a hint of sugarless orange, the other like a less
complex and sour version of a European hefe. But the
legend of Nueces County Hazelnut Brown looms large.
It's a beer worth driving 150 miles to try out.

Our evening culminated in a trip to Division Brewing in
Arlington, a frequent destination for yours truly. Wade
and company deliver a dozen or so beers that offer a
variety of beers, but a good half or more of the fare
focuses on the hop bomb and the sour. | avoid that side
of the menu usually and am | always happy to turn to
Distant Cousin (4 ABV), a much more flavorful and less
bitter dark English mild. It is a good old fashioned pub
ale, like Bass that is a fine session beer. | cheated on it
with a taste of Udder Blackness (6.5 ABV), a whiskey
barrel-aged milk stout, that wasn't exactly the best
example I've had but definitely enjoyable, and because |
could not resist, a pint or two of Leon the Brute Brown
Ale (5.9 ABV). Now, if | had not had more than my fill of
Nueces County | may have been much more impressed
with Leon the Brute than | was, because the two beers
are not all that dissimilar, both being more on the malty
side of the brown ale coin. It does my heart good to see
such an interest in the Metroplex for the pursuit of
brown ale. Division rotates the taps out frequently and
often run small casks of new styles, plus they offer the
best selection of live dirtbag rock at the record/comic
store they run next to the brewery. Nothing like having
beer brewed on the spot to slosh all over some vinyl
while listening to some sweet metal punx and garage
rock trash.

This was only three different places. There are so many
breweries up there that D/FW operates a craft beer tour
with its own passport to be stamped. Check it out at
http://fortworth.com/aletrail/ — KELLY MINNIS



I've developed an affectionate affinity
for public bathrooms. Yeah, that's
probably one of the strangest sentenc-
es I've ever written. The thing is, | feel
it's a missed opportunity by most
businesses, but some have taken the extra step neces-
sary to add finesse to the experience of their patrons.
I'm hoping more businesses take advantage of this idea.
| mean, sure, we are a captive audience, so why waste
time on the details of sprucing up the bathroom? Well, |
feel it's like a ridged decoration on an otherwise boring
sheet cake. It's interesting visuals during the end credits
of a movie. It's a “versus” tip jar battle (you know, like,
who would win between Darth Vader and Batman, and
people “vote” by putting their tip in the side with their
choice.

So, | hope you need to go to the bathroom when you are
out drinking or eating or trying to get laid or whatever.
You probably will notice bathrooms from now on. Good.

Most of these are men’s bathrooms. | don't make it a
habit to peek into women'’s bathrooms, but I've been
known to do it. <shrug>

The George is a hotel/bar/restaurant close to the Univer-
sity. Super interesting decorations around the lobby.
Sheep that get moved periodically, a wall of colored
books, etc. The bathroom area is a trip. First, there's a
sign on the floor that takes a bit to decipher. Then you'll
notice that the bathrooms aren't gender specific. It's
almost a puzzle that you think is gonna be hard, but then
you are like, | got this. You just pick one that’s vacant.
You can tell because of the little airplane type sign that
says “vacant” or “occupied” in red or green. | love the
wallpaper in there.

Mad Taco has amazing tacos and margaritas. Their
decor is artsy and sugar-skulley and bright. The bath-
rooms are fairly normal, but the art and feel bleeds in
from the rest of the restaurant. Their “gender signs” are
fun.

Urban Brick has tasty pizza. I've only been there once as
of this writing, but it's a fairly large pizza for a great
price...and you can pile a ton of shit on it...like a Free-
birds, but with pizza. Anyway, | didn’t go into the bath-
room here, but my Alzheimer's dad did when he was
visiting. In fact, he went into the girls bathroom, which |
think is hilarious, because | was even kinda confused
whether it was the girls bathroom or not. One of the
bathroom doors has a slice of pizza, and the other has a
whole pizza with one slice missing. My dad went into
the one with one slice missing. This is apropos for my
forgetful dad.

Yogurtland is a family favorite. We are so happy that it's
still here, | mean, we all remember the Frozen Yogurt
explosion a few years back, right? Their bathroom is
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actually kinda boring, but the hallway to the bathroom is
what | love. It's pink. L ike, ALL the walls are pink. It's
very surreal. | like walking to the bathroom there.

Harvey Washbangers has saved us many times when our
washer or dryer has shit on itself. So many beers. Super
tasty food. Awesome idea to have a restaurant and
laundromat. Someone should make a coffee shop with
the same idea. Anyway, the gender signs on the bath-
room doors are fantastic. I'm not even gonna tell you
what they are...you gotta go see for yourself. Go eat a
burger...or their Porkaholic fries.

Revolution Bar is one of my favorite places ever. It is for
a bunch of people. Their bathrooms are some of my
favorite bathrooms in town. Not because of anything
else other than the graffiti. People write shit on all the
walls in there, and it's (mostly) just so clever. Bands
throw their stickers all over the walls in there too. It's
like a living, ever-evolving history of music and drunken-
ness. There’s a stencil artist in town that every once in a
while leaves a little of his magic in there. Also, those
bathrooms are not gender specific, so you can experi-
ence a different type of cleverness each time you gotta
go.

Chuy's is just a cool place. The bar area is also the “dog
room”. Look on the walls. There’s a little secret that you
can bring in a framed picture of your dog (or just “a” dog)
and get a free appetizer. Maybe it's not a secret, but not
everyone knows about it. Anyway, you walk through the
dog room, and get to the bathrooms with cool art on the
doors, and inside it's fun, quirky and interesting, with
vintage looking flyers and ads all over the walls. Oh, and
the floor tiles are cool too.

Proudest Monkey has such good food. Their Chorizo
burger is the bomb, and don't miss their yucca fries and
sweet plantain sides. The Yuppie fries are amazing as
well. Then go to the bathroom. Neon, TV in the mirror,
chalkboard and chalk so you can leave a message. So
fun. Ilike to write messages to people who | came with.

Village Cafe is a funky little restaurant and art space.
They really take the time to smooth out the details, and
there’s art in their bathrooms. The last time | was in
there, the girls’ bathroom had a bunch of “art bras” hang-
ing in there. Yeah, like “art cars”, except bras.

So, get over your weird aversion to going to the bath-
room in public. Maybe it's fear or germs or you need
your privacy. Whatever it is, there's a world of beauty
out there that you might be missing. Sometimes the
smell is just part of the experience, you know?

Suggestion: turn off the camera shutter sound on your
phone. It's way awkward to hear a picture being taken in
an otherwise quiet bathroom. — JORGE GOYCO
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It started as a weird thing on reddit. Then it became an
app. You download it after all your friends do it first and
you pretend it's as cool as you think they think it is. The
app asks for permission to use your camera and con-
tacts and who knows what else and you accept because
at this point, fuck it all.

You open it and log in through Facebook, because who
honestly wants another profile and password to remem-
ber. The app prompts you to take a five second video of
whatever is directly in front of you. You record five
seconds of your desk at work. Another on-screen
prompt appears.

"Hey new user! Congrats on your first video! Now add
something!”

You stare at the screen blankly, not understanding, but
your friend — peeking over the cubicle wall — comes to
the rescue.

"Just say anything, it can figure it out,” Tilden says.
"Like what? What should | say?” you reply.

"Doesn't matter. Just tell it to add a rabbit or something
to your desk.”

"Ok. Put a rabbit on my desk?"
"Like this?" It replies.

The video you took of your workspace auto plays. It is
the same, except now there is a white fluffy rabbit sit-
ting on your desk. It looks perfectly real. As if it had
been in the original video.

You laugh and are mildly impressed. Deep down you
know you should probably be more impressed, but you
don't really know enough about technology to know how
impressed you should be. You decide to be as im-
pressed as everyone else seems to be. After all, it's just
an app.

At lunch the next day, someone takes a video of you
while you are talking and eating. Everyone looks at their
phones and laughs. You ask to see, and chuckle when
you see your head replaced with Abraham Lincoln's. It
looks like a video of Lincoln saying what you said with
your voice. While you are smiling, you feel mildly un-
easy but you won't know why. Not yet.

A few weeks later it happens. The video circulates
through the office in hushed tones and stifled laughs.
The boss having sex with Shiloh in his office. You laugh
like the rest, but you feel mildly anxious and for the first
time in a long time, moderately curious.

"Who did this?" you ask.

"I don't know, but isn't it hilarious?”
"es."

Demonstrating a zeal you rarely feel for your actual
work, you find out who made it.

"Tilden, how did you do it?"

"It's pretty fucking easy. | just pretended to have sex
with a blow up doll while Michael was out of his office.”

"You got naked in his office?”

"Fuck no, you kidding me? With Jake fucking videotap-
ing me?”

"l don't understand.”

"Have you even used the app? | fed it pictures from
Michael's Facebook, all those horrible shirtless pictures
from Cabo right after his divorce. Threw in a few pic-
tures from Shiloh's Facebook, too.”

"That's all it took? It filled in the rest?”

"Well | fed it a few videos from a certain website, of
someone that kinda looks like her. Just to get all the...
details in. But yeah, it spliced perfectly. Really only took
me like ten minutes.”

The next day a meeting is held, and the app is banned
from the workplace. A few days after that everyone in
the downloaded it.

Several nights later when you're bored and mildly lonely
you have an idea. In truth, it isn't the first time you've
had the idea, just the first time you've let it out, acknowl-
edged it. You hesitate. Try to distract yourself. You
send a text to Jake. Ask if he wants to hang out. He
doesn't reply.

What's the harm?You ask yourself.

You download a video from a certain website. You visit
Shiloh's Facebook page. You open the app.
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A few minutes later you feel mildly guilty. But then Jake
replies, and you forget all about it.

You spend your evenings making videos. Mostly alone.
Sometimes you invite the guys over and you make funny
videos. Different from the ones you make alone. Tilden
says that he spends all his nights making porn of the
other women in the office. You laugh politely but look
down at your phone. You don't want them to know.
You're not like Tilden.

You arrive at work. Sit down at your desk. Check the
news. The president's been assassinated.

You click to unlock mature content and watch the presi-
dent's head get blown off. You check the comments to
see if it's real, but no one knows.

You open another news app. It says it's fake. You feel
only mildly relieved. Everyone else in the office discov-
ers the news seconds later. You don't react, because
you already know it's fake. But you don't say anything
either.

You watch your friends' reactions quietly.

The next day the app is taken off the app stroes. But
they can't wipe it off everyone’s device who already had
it. The software exists.

A video of you fucking a rabbit circulates around the
office.  You don't laugh—not even politely. Shiloh
throws up. You don't know how to feel about that. You
wonder if she finds you disgusting now.

You report Tilden.

Tilden is fired.

You arrive at work, saying hi to Shiloh on your way in.
She smiles. You smile back. Michael calls you into his

office.

"I fired Tilden because of the video he made of you.”

"Thank you.”
"Shut up. What is this?”

Michael turns his monitor around so you can see. It's

security footage of you and Tilden in the stairwell. You
are telling him to make a video of you fucking a rabbit.
You tell him that it will be funny.

"That's fake.”

"This isn't the fucking app man. This is security foot-
age.” Michael nods at the security guard standing in the
corner. You didn't see him before. You gather your
things and leave. You don't say goodbye to Shiloh.

"How did you do it, Tilden?" you ask him at the bar. He
laughs. He doesn't know you're recording him.

"It was easy, took like ten minutes. | walked into the
security office when the guard was out and input that
video."

"l don't understand.”

"Why don't you think for once in your life. You think the
app is the only way to access this software? You think
I'm running my website through the app? God, how
dumb are you?”

"Not as dumb as you."”

"l know you're recording me, dumbass. You think a re-
cording taken on your phone is going to hold up any-
where anymore? You think Michael is going to let you
into his office to show him the video on your phone? I'm
outta here, man. I've got my site to run. That shit prints
cash.”

Later that night you start a video recording. You
livestream it to Facebook. You lean your phone against
the bathroom mirror, and make sure the camera can see
you. You have a lot you want to say but you don't know
how to say it. You shake for a few seconds. Then you
put the gun in your mouth and pull the trigger and send
your brains and blood all over the shower curtain.

The first person to see your video reports it.
One friend leaves a comment on the video. Their com-
ment says: "fb buys the app today and already im seeing

ths fake shit on here jesus..”

The video is removed. — STARKNESS
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Ygnwie Malmsteen - 8/8/18 Proof Rooftop Lounge
Quiet Riot — 8/23/18 Proof Rooftop Lounge

No musical genre has
musicians and fans that
more completely and
vehemently ignore their
“due date” than Heavy
Metal. Despite having
careers that effectively

Quiet Riot had their heyday in 1983 with the album
Metal Health. They became a textbook example of
power of the relatively
new MTV to promote
bands. After selling
millions with that album,
§ they slid out of fame
relatively quickly, out-
paced by the likes of
Motley Crue, excessive

ended over 30 years ago
and revolving band mem-
bership lineups as large
as the army of a Latin
American country, the
likes of Ygwie Malmsteen
and Quiet Riot still slog
on. They are rewarded
for their perseverance
with a small, but devoted,
fan base who are every
as myopic/devoted to the
music as their metal
heroes. Though I got in
thanks to Proof Rooftop
lounge giving away tick-
ets for free, the “VIP”
section immediately in
front of the stage was
reasonability full at both
shows. At VIP prices
starting at 75 dollars for
the privilege, the devo-
tion of these fans isn't in
doubt.

Yngwie Malmsteen plays a brand of heavy metal that is
heavy on flashy guitar hero solos. Actually, “heavy” is
an understatement. All of his songs are one long guitar
solo. He had a huge stack of Marshal Amplifiers behind
the band. | stopped counting after | reached 16 and I'm
guessing that all of the amps had a volume that went
well past “11". As | waited for Yngwie to go on (no open-
ing act presumably because no act is awesome enough
to open for Yngwie Malmsteen), | wondered what would
come out from behind the wall of amps: A winged Pega-
sus or Dragon? A big wall of fire? Large Viking? Vikings
fighting a fire breathing dragon? Alas, it was none of the
above; just Yngwie playing one frantic guitar solo after
another. Ironically enough, there where technical diffi-
culties with the amps, confirming mu suspicion that at
least 15 of the 16 amps were empty shells. If you really
had 16 working amps and only one went out the show
would go on. Snarky remarks aside, Yngwie Malmsteen
does what he does very well. He does a very impressive
Stevie Ray Vaughn impersonation and played the “Star
Spangled Banner” bit Hendrix did at Woodstock note
perfect. Yngwie is a fine musical craftsman but after
about an hour | got bored with the guitar solos. Perhaps
the Viking or Dragon appeared after that. | guess | will
never know.

partying, and shot in the
foot by their vocalist
Kevin DuBrow who seem-
ingly never passed up an
opportunity to trash other
metal bands very publi-
cally. The rock and roll
lifestyle caught up with
Mr. Dubrow, who passed
in 2007 due to a cocaine
overdose. Live by the
- sword, die by the sword.
Despite diminishing re-
turns, Quiet Riot contin-
ued putting out albums
and touring with a revolv-
ing door of members (for
the story of Quiet Riot's
rise, fall and revolving
door membership, watch
the surprisingly good
documentary Well Now
we are Here now. There is
no way back). With all
that being said, no matter
how far down Quiet Riot might have slipped, their hits
“Metal Health” and “Cum on Feel the Noize" are classics.

As of 2018 the only remaining original member of Quiet
Riot is their drummer, Frankie Banali. Their vocalist,
James Durbin is the fourth or fifth vocalist since Du-
brow. Durbin could hit all the notes but his cheezy
audience interaction verged on unintentional self-
parody. He sang his in between song banter. “Say Hell
Yeah, if you are having a GOOOOOOOOOD
THINNIMMMMEEEEEE....." Durbin sang/screeched be-
tween the third song. | sang back in response, “I'm OK
but the drinks are EEEXXXXPEENNSHIVE!!!”  This
raised the ire of a 50sh year old bourbon whore standing
in front of me who was none too pleased with my levity
or displeased my attempt at vocals; I'm not sure which.
Said individual was getting ready to slap me so | relent-
ed. Metal fans aren’t known for their sense of humor.
The rest of the band played note perfect renditions of
the hits with Banali's drumming being particularly
strong. As expected, their set relied heavily on songs
from “Metal Health” but they did play a few off other
albums such as Condition Critical and QR //l. Of course,
they played the big hits last. When does musical perse-
verance becoming tilting at windmills? Who knows.
Quiet Riot, however, was able to please their fans and
their fans weren't complaining. — RENTED MULE
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Shortly after falling in love with
Riverdale on Netflix, for reasons | still
can't quite fathom, | became ob-
sessed with Archie comics. And |
literally mean “obsessed”. | bought
every available Jumbo Digest varia-
tion of Archie or World of Archie or Betty and Veronica or
BV and Friends or Archie and Me on our local news-
stands, deeply reading each issue with a faux-scholar
eye towards which digest offered the best, most com-
pelling storylines and character exploration — only to
draw conclusions I'll keep to myself.

The irony here is that, to anyone who has never read
Archie Comics, these grocery store Digest anthologies
of three to five page Riverdale High School based sto-
ries will appear pithy and vacuous. And perhaps they
are. My obsession remained rather intense for a few
months until | found certain ideas and punchlines being
retread through newly glossed narratives with a sepa-
rate set of characters. Still, even as the intensity of my
Archie passion has cooled, | remain amazed that a small
three page “story” can feature an entire narrative arc
hosted by characters now entering their seventh decade
in print. That fact alone speaks both to the enduring
love of comic book nerds and to the strength of the
Riverdale characters. Archie Andrews still attempts to
embody the honest, often unfortunate reality that all
American heroes have an imperfect, unpolished side.
Betty Cooper remains the loyal, trustworthy girl-next-
door. Veronica Lodge sees only the greatest opportunity
available to herself in any given moment. And Jughead
Jones, the epicurean blue-collar rascalian, has spoken a
street-smart, hard-won wisdom for generations. The
archetypes of these characters speak to something
recognizable — even redeemable — concerning the
plight of American youth, while also emphasizing the
need we never outgrow for earnestly committed friend-
ships. | do not read Archie comics with a nostalgic eye
towards my own youth as much as I read for the joy of
seeing my own current foibles illustrated on the page,
juxtaposed — a mere few panels later — by reminders
that true friendship weathers, and even celebrates, such
foibles. It's a cheesy muck that draws me back repeat-
edly, and which | will speak to again later in this piece.

In 2016, long-time comic writer Mark Waid re-introduced
the classic Riverdale gang with a new series simply
titled Archie. Now spanning five graphic novels worth of
collected serials, Waid explores the relational intricacies
in the Betty-Archie-Veronica love triangle, while also
giving back stories to traditional pinch-hit players such
as Jughead Jones, Reggie Mantle, and Dilton Doyle.
Waid manages to offer a more dynamic nature to char-
acters (and impulses) that have, until now, seemed
overly-simplistic and two-dimensional. His approach to
the Betty-Archie back-story, as well as Cheryl Blossom'’s
origins, is reason enough to recommend the full five-
volume set. But that's not my primary aim here. Still,
just trust me. Get thee to Amazon and, yeah, just trust
me.

About five years ago, Archie comics took a dark turn.
The charge was led by Glee creator, Roberto Aguirre-
Sacasa. A lifelong Archie fanatic, Aguirre-Sacasa had
been actively engaging the Archie universe for the better
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part of a decade. In true Glee fashion, he even wrote an
Archie musical that was declined by Archie editors.
However, a few years later, Aguirre-Sacasa approached
the editorial team again with ideas concerning a horror
line of Archie. His idea was to put the Riverdale gang in
the midst of a zombie apocalypse, which was very hip
circa-2013. Recent New Look Series efforts to boost
sales of Archie had not flourished. However, copies of
The Walking Dead were flying off shelves like undead
heads in a shovel store. Aguirre-Sacasa’s proposal was
given the green light, and soon, with the partnership of
Italian dark comics artist Francesco Francavilla, Afterlife
with Archie debuted.

The zombie outbreak backdrop of Afterlife with Archie
sounds a bit thin and overdone until readers crack the
covers. Immediately noticeable is Francavilla’s quite un-
comic artwork. The gory panels of blood and viscera,
washed in various darkened shades of orange and pur-
ple, cue readers to realize few things here will end well
or with a chuckled zinger. Combine those images with
Aguirre-Sacasa’s storyline, which features our young
Riverdale crew thrust into the kinds of trauma that call
for tough choices, including self-sacrifice for the greater
good, and readers find themselves plunged into an oddly
emotional literary situation, which is not to be expected
from either a zombie-apocalypse (with fine exceptions)
or Archie comics. That being said, I've read Afterlife
with Archie: Volume One several times, and it's proved
surprisingly rewarding each time.

So did Aguirre-Sacasa’'s dream of a darkly twisted
Riverdale succeed economically for the company? It
would appear so. As of today, the Archie Horror line has
added three new titles, each dedicated to a different

Riverdale character. (Not to mention, Aguirre-Sacasa
went on to create and produce the CW's Riverdale series.
So I'm predicting Archie Comics may rethink that musical
number.)

The first order of business for Archie Horror, obviously,
was to resurrect Sabrina the Teenage Witch in a modern,
more grown-up fashion. Roberto-Aguirre Sacasa again
penned the story, this time with the help of horror-artist
Robert Hack. The Chilling Adventures of Sabrina: The
Crucible is far darker and complex than Afterlife with
Archie. (A friend even said to me, “That new Sabrina
comic is too dark to live in my house!”) Shortly after the
release of Sabrina, Jughead received his own horror title
— Jughead The Hunger — in which Jughead becomes a
werewolf. Penned by Frank Tieri and primarily featuring
the artwork of Joe Eisma, The Hunger is thus far the
weakest offering in the Archie Horror line. This may stem
from the fact that Tieri went more for the horror than the
larger, more engaging themes horror is capable of explor-
ing, and which are on grand display in earlier Afterlife and
Sabrina titles. (More on such themes later.) However,
this past summer Greg and Meg Smallwood released
their own tongue-and-cheek Archie Horror title, Vampiro-
nica, featuring self-obsessed Veronica Lodge as both a
vampire and a vampire hunter. I've only seen two issues
of Vampironica, but the artwork rivals Francavilla’s in
Afterlife and the writing is just sarcastic enough to ex-
plore Veronica’s new identity with enough winks to make
it all quite fun. I'm looking forward future installments.

As in the grocery store Jumbo Digests of juvenile Archie
Andrews adventures, Archie Horror has a heart of its
own. And in the midst of all the nastiness and trauma
brought about by undead risings and coven rituals and
Jughead Jones feasting on Ms. Grundy, Archie Horror
poses questions that are unique to this particular uni-
verse of characters. As mentioned previously, the
Riverdale gang has been around for seven decades. Their
archetypes are profoundly set. Even novice readers
quickly need no introduction or reminder to who these
characters are and how they interact. In that manner, the
Riverdale gang operate in these panels like our own
intimate relations. With that in mind, Archie Horror, as
silly as they may appear, does what all good horror
should do: it asks difficult questions of its audience. In
this case, what do we do when the people we love be-
come something monstrously other than what we ex-
pected? This, after all, is the great terror of puberty —
both towards our peers and even the adults in our life.
However, as a 40 year old man, | still find this question
worth consideration. Even in the adult world, careers
change, family dynamics grow or diminish, our roles
within our communities shift, and, with that, we our-
selves transform. So what happens when the family or
friends we've kept for decades suddenly shift or slip
away? How do we approach the emotional and relational
grisliness of such changes? These are the questions |
found myself asking as I've read Archie Horror, as I've
seen these characters I've grown to know and love be-
come something rather appalling on the page. And I've
wondered, several times, how often | too have become
something rather appalling to those reading my pages.
Good stories — both solid horror and cheesy muck —
take us to those places, reminding us to consider wel-
comed revisions before the ink of any final conclusions
has officially dried. — KEVIN STILL

4 THINGS TO TRY IN AQGIELAND

Here are four suggestions to enrich your experience
while you are either a new college student, or you are a
local trapped in a rut. And don't try this all in the first
week:

1.) Give the restaurant chains a rest.

Try the local food places. Now | know it's great to al-
ways get that safe meal at Burger Clone or that steak at
Cows-R-Us. Heck, my oldest friend was in some 64
countries, but he would have given his right arm for a
Taco Bell when working at the embassy in Algeria.
However, it's the local places that give a city its charac-
ter — people don't go to New Orleans or Seattle or Miami
to eat at Chili's. Give the area cuisine a chance. Expand
your palate.

2.) Get away from the Texas A&M campus.

If you are a new student or a senior or a grad student or
an employee, don't leave and die by what happens in
and close to campus. Northgate is not the end-all be-all
of the college experience. And if you're in your thirties
and still trying to pick up Aggie coeds, shame on you. If
you've been here awhile or not, don’t neglect the obvi-
ous. | visited a friend who lived decades in San Antonio,
and we went the Riverwalk as I'd hoped — she con-
fessed it was her first visit. See the Bush museum, try
Washington on the Brazos, do the Queen downtown
Bryan. Heck, Taylor has one of the top barbecue places
in the nation. Explore.

3.) Take advantage of Texas A&M University.

No, this is not contradictory. Any major university is
going to offer a wide spectrum of opportunities for its
students, and most of them are free to the general pub-
lic...and don’t whine about paying a few bucks for park-
ing. For nothing, | saw Kinky Friedman, experienced an
electronic music light show, shook hands with W.P.
Kinsella (the “Field of Dreams” author), heard dozens of
musical acts, viewed an centuries-old Shakespeare
document, and more. And if you want to spend a bit,
there are even more events to enjoy (comic Jerry Sein-
feld, for example) from art to music to sports and be-
yond.

4.) Support local live music.

Shut off Spotify or whatever spoon-fed streaming goop
you have, and get out to hear live music. Whether you
like singer-songwriters, country, electronica, punk, clas-
sic rock, metal, Americana, rock and roll, jazz or indie,
you can find something in Bryan-College Station to go
hear. Stretch your music listening; try something off the
beaten path. Don't be sheltered; you never know what
might tickle your fancy. Get sweaty and stand shoulder
to shoulder with someone different. Again, don't just hit
the places around Northgate; go to downtown Bryan and
elsewhere. Also, buy their music and merchandise - tip
the bartenders too. Make an effort to fill your ears with
live music. — MIKE L. DOWNEY
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2. VR \RX PDGH LW RIIl WR BPROOMHIEB \RAKRKX VWXII

XQSDFNHG LQ \RXU WLQ\ GRUP URRP ZLWK WKH VPHOO\ URRP
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ODGLHVZ H<RRW \RXU ERRNV \RX NQRZ IRU WKH PRVW

SDUW ZKHUH \RXU FODVVHW DHEQEXW \RX GRQ
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EDFN\DUG <RX VHH LI DOO \RX GR LV VWD\ RQ 8QLYHUVLW\ 'U RU
7TH[DV $YH W&HQHWXU NQRZ WKDW %U\DQ &ROOHJIH
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OHJHV ZLW-RRXWGIXOW UHVSRQVLELOLWWHUEDMWHQHUWIIRNHY RQ WKH IRUPDW SQRM\DSKRSWVRWILRWHUHRVWHEB JILNL ®ODW MXHNOBQ RO QGC/BSKRWRIORBUM B GEM\UDW K
GR SURYLGHGWLWLGBHWRYX RU VRPHERKHUNOR® WDISODLWK D FURZOHU SUHWWHORU @'DRRQJKDXQGW WR JR DQG WKH\ SDW RXW RQH RI @/&H EHWY W L
SUHWW\ PXFK EH H[FXRKGWXIDN ZDV MXVW P\ E\ KDQG ULJKW EHIRUH \RXU H\HV

FUD]\ FROOHJHQWRM\UMN EHFDXVH LW ZDQ@AIDVV \RX E\ (VNLPR +XW
TXLEN %U\DQ &ROOHJH 6WDWLRQ LV IX6®O&RDOOHPR WBYHY 204\WRQ J KWWS HVNXDPRRRW®W oU & 3L]JHULD
WR KDSSHQ 7R OHW WKHP JR WR ZD¥WHWLR IZBR UO/RHF WK D/HFDHWM. QFUHDW EHHUW WHO\HFW L RQ O Q R QHH 6RN DWKLHR Q KWWS 72z7Z JRWRPUJV FRP

&KHPLVWU\ | &XOXDQWH 6 1RUWKJDWH GRXFKLQHVYV JUR]JHQ ERR]\ GULQNV WR JR DQ H[FHOOHQWVKH®OW FWILRQ®I FUDIW
EHHU LQ FDQV DQG ERPEHUV DQG WKHREHR®WOSIUHFWR RDR LMURRBSOHWH ZLWK
SUVHQDO 7DWWRR '‘HVLJQ &ORFNZRUN *DPLQJ ILBS LQ WRZQ MRLQW D®GEWWRXUV ‘H UHFRPPHQG W
KWWS ZzZZZ DUVHQDOWDWWRR FRP KWW S FORFNZRUNJDPLQJ FRP

WK 6W %U\DQ +DUYH\ 5G &ROOHJIJH 6WDWLRQ

;I \REXH ORRNLQJ WR JHMWAHOQINFHHG L @/ Kl BEIWRLQJ VKRS DQG UHIXJH RZQHG DQG RSHUDWHG E\




































