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The Pipe Line Stops Here ---------------------�!

	 Given the climate change happening with regard to the 
brazen and bold attacks on the non-whitebread citizenry of this 
country, we deem it important to take a serious moment and remind 
everybody reading this that every action toward a race war, is the 
oligarchy distracting the population from the fact that they declared 
a class war upon us all, regardless of race, and that they are winning.  
Are we to fight back or acquiesce to defeat?

ON TO THE RACES
	 We did not watch President Obama’s farewell (fair, well?) 
address (somewhere in Chicago, yes?), but we’d like to congratulate 
him on apologizing for the white phosphorus in Yemen and the lack 
of clean water in Flint, the pardoning of Edward Snowden and 
Chelsea Manning, and regretting not standing up for the Native 
Americans in their struggle against the Dakota Access Pipeline.  
We knew you had it in you, sir!

NO BRAINER

Although Not A Joiner, Trump Builds His Cabinet - A Great Undertaking
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Arts & Treasure

	 While we have introduced you to “Sunshine Guy” (see 
the upper left corner of page one), another mascot/icon/symbol of 
the ninety seven years of this magazine would be The Rooster you 
see at the right.  This drawing, was used as the magazine letterhead 
throughout its three and a half year run.  This drawing, which 
hangs in Poor Fish Studios, is, as a simple metaphor, the creature of 
the coming light of day, yet more accurately the creature that wakes 
up the world.
	 As we transition out of The Year of the Fire Monkey 
and into The Year of the Fire Rooster, it seems fitting that as we 
move into year two of this resurrection (at what point does the heat 
of the phoenix cool so that the bird is able to be touched or do the 
dropped feathers always burn the hand as a trade off for the skill 
and serendipity that radiates from within?) we wake another of our 
friends to join us in these pages again.
	 Our wands, while filled with whimsy, stem from the 
feathers of an ancient...so beware our spurs.  They are full of the 
sharpness of wit, the precision of sentencing, the poignancy of the 
quill and are known to draw, not blood, but confession.

Looking On to Some of
Our Founder’s Legacy

Small
Plastic
Ruler.

For every battalion that invades, you 
get two refugee camps that become 
your responsibility...as you move 
your armies, you must leave enough 
behind to care for and defend the 
refugees from other invading armies.

The winner of the game is the 
one who realizes that this type of 
imperialism cannot be won.

“It’s Like the Game of Risk, But With Refugees!”
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The Future of the Capitalist Class

“War?  War?  What
do you mean you
don’t want war?

You play a card game
called War, you play
cops and robbers as 
kids, you even have 
nostalgia for the film
War Games!

Don’t tell me you don’t
want war...”

The Pudd’n Heads
(The People Are Calling,

Senator Fred
And We Have Your Number)

	 “The cow has no word for hamburger...They wish we 
didn’t either...”
	 One page, from a children’s book we’ve finished creating, 
but never quite got around to publishing...
	 “In The Language Of The Rhinoceros” is a book of 
wordplay, wondrous creatures, and whimsy...
	 We’ll publish a few of the pages here in the magazine 
as well as on Sundays (as they are in color) in The Daily Good 
Morning - which can be found at http://www.facebook.com/
artyoungsgoodmorning
	 This is the second page to be run here in the print magazine.

IN THE LANGUAGE OF THE RHINOCEROS

More Favorite Products
Now Available Thanks

to the DARK Act
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Your Life Contains More than 140 Characters...
All We’re Asking Is That You Share One of Them...
Under the Pictorial and Literary Direction of

Mrs & Mr Garbanzo

Volume 6.08 - January 14th 2017

Published by seraphemera books in Bethel Conn.

www.garbanzoliteraryjournal.org - fb: garbanzoliteraryjournal
storyteller@garbanzoliteraryjournal.org
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I   ’ve heard people say that there is little if nothing to learn from 
literature
But I disagree, yesterday Charlotte Perkins Gilman thought me 
something very important;
That if we continue to build border walls between each other, these 
walls will be yellow-ish.
 
Not yellow like naturally yellow things
but yellow-ish. 
Not yellow like your toes under the sand at south padre, or like 
a spoon of honey con limon healing a sore throat, not yellow like 
tequila reposado 100% agave, or like tea leaves boiling under your 
bedsheets, not yellow like the ribbon round the old oak tree
Not yellow; but yellow-ish. 

Yellowish like a journalist’s notebook paper who is figuring out how 
to twist the news, (not subjectively) but into a straight out lie, or a 
straight out scandal 
Yellowish like a newspaper pile decaying each day with yellow-ish-
er news
Yellowish like greed, like fake gold 
Like the tubing of a liposuction surgery 
Like a street light that tells us we ought to drive more carefully 
Like gas in our tank on our way to nowhere
Like a spoiled apple, like a good thing gone bad

Yellow-ish

Not green like the smell of wet grass when your heart is at home,
Not blue like those jeans your wore on that suave good day
Not red like the heart that burns with a kiss of love, 
or like a feeling bleeding over the page
Not white like the transparent soul welcoming the world at the 
door.

But Yellow-ish
like the vanity of one whose concentration is lost in the mirror 

Yellowish like a brain that suffers from jaundice 
Like an idiot standing under the sun 
Like a dazzled eye staring at the phone screen all day 
Like an afternoon waiting for customer service 
Like your name on carbonless papers on a pile of contracts that got 
you on a knot
Yellowish like a heart turns from the weight of aging dreams 
Like a life of debt
Like one in anguish waiting to die

Yellowish like hypnosis
Like the hollow promises of a politician 
Like the saliva dripping from the fangs of the thirsty chupacabras
Like the face of a vampire seeking out blood 
Like 3D explosions in a super hero movie
Like a scream from a horror flick
Like Hollywood

Like a blister on the face of the earth

Yellow-ish

Not yellow like the lightbulb over the notebook on which you 
discover your best ideas
Not yellow like that shooting star you wished upon yesterday 
Not yellow; but Yellow-ish 
These walls, these border walls, are yellow-ish.

Yellowish like the eyes of jack-o’-lantern on which we draw our 
own paranoid sarcastic faces
Like the opinions under the comments link; so much sound, so much 
fury, ‘signifying nothing’ 
Yellowish like piss
Like a flu
Like a wannabe
Like the ‘mmm’ that comes after a bite of fast food

Yellow-ish

Not yellow like the lines that divided the road, but yellowish like 
the lines that divide friends and turn them to strangers
Not yellow like a school bus, but yellowish like short-minded 
teachers
Not yellow like enlightenment, but yellowish like ignorance
Not yellow like honor, but yellowish like always living as the victim

Yellowish like a wedding ring you force down your finger
Like living to fulfill the interest of others who care for no one
Like a voice that tries to speak across a yellowish tape crossed over 
the lips 

Yellowish, yellowish, yellowish
Here yellowish, there yellowish, all around is yellowish
Yellowish shoes, yellowish makeup, yellowish tattoos
Yellowish, yellowish, yellowish...

Yellowish like the feeling taking hold of me now 
Driving me to pour out so many of these yellowish thoughts
Like this feeling that is driving me insane 

Everything is so intolerably yellow-ish

I’ve heard people say that there is little if nothing to learn from 
literature
But I disagree, yesterday Charlotte Perkins Gilman got me thinking 
about something very important;

That these border walls we build aren’t torn down by those who 
want to get in,
But rather by those who are desperate to get out.

A Yellow-ish Border Wall
by Seres Jaime Magana

We’re looking for storytellers to fill the pages of Garbanzo Literary Journal here in Art Young’s Good Morning!  
Send your poems, stories, essays, political commentaries to:  editor@artyoungsgoodmorning.org - Each published 
piece is illustrated and we send you the framed original, copies of the issue, and a variety of other seraphemerabilia.
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www.artyoungsgoodmorning.org/Birdie_And_Bernie.html

“Birdie & Bernie: A Conversation”

#ForeverBernie shirts

IN PRINT: DIGITAL:


