




GOOD MORNING

“No uh, humans.”
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“Get Me Some
Murder, Now!”

	 What is the process of a hurricane forming and what are 
the items which keep it from becoming a monster such as the type we 
saw multiple times this summer?
	 The first protection of the winds spinning up to higher 
speeds, is wind shear - that which pushes against the swirling around 
the eye.  Against these storms, there was little to no wind, to help 
dissipate the vortex.
	 The second, is a moving front - so that the storm consintues 
its journey, and goes as quickly as possible from ocean to land - 
where there is no longer energy supplying the storm.  Against these 
storms, was little weather movement, causing the storms to sit over 
water and land, longer.
	 The third, is the temperature of the ocean - and in this 
season, the temperatures have been abnormally high.
	 Whether or not one wishes to agree on a cause, the fact of 
the matter is undeniable - that the ocean temperatures which feed 
the storms, have had more fuel to add to the cyclonic fire, than in 
most seasons.  Why would this be the case?
	

LIMATE - FOR WE HAVE TAKEN THE SEA

	 Also known as Command Line Interface.
CLI

	 A tea-like drink that is popular in Argentina.  Much 
cleaner and healthier than coffee, but with the same caffeine buzz.

MATÉ

We Haven’t Had A Bloody Lead In...

0 1 2
...days
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	 “So, you think we capitalists don’t believe in Climate 
Change?  Nothing can be further from the truth.  That’s simply 
our public stance.
	 In private, we believe in it.  We believe in it so much 
we’ve invested more than most.  We’ve invested with the 
knowledge that our return on investment is going to be superb.
	 We’ll keep extracting the oil, selling water, raising 
electricity rates in the summer months when the failing middle-
class can turn up the air conditioning, sell relief supplies when 
hurricanes take out coastlines...oh we believe...and our belief is 
being repaid in diamonds not spades.
	 And, not only do we believe, but we’re advancing it.  We 
have the means and the funds to help continue to pump chemicals 
into the land, air, and sea.  Change all the regulations so we’ll look 
like 1970s Manhattan again.
	 Do you know how much profit margin there is on unsold 
gas-masks from the latest terrorism scare, when bought in bulk, 
and repurposed for low-quality air days in big cities?  No, you 
don’t?  That’s why I’m a hundred billionaire and you’re not!
	 Because I can see the future, and it is not only murder as 
your prophet Leonard Cohen once proclaimed, but war, famine, 
disease, and all of those who cannot afford the finer things such as 
food, fighting over the few scraps left.
	 Climate Change is glorious.  I wish I had trademarked it!”

CLAM AID CHAINS

Can You Figure Out Which Trump is the One Who Cares About People?
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Looking On to Some of Our Founder’s Legacy

Arts & Treasure

Issuing assurances 
of insurance 
reassurances 
ensure insurers 
sure-fire sureties 
while assuring 
that the faster 
the customer 
falls through 
the fissures, 
the further it 
fosters pfizer’s 
pharmaceuticals.

Art’s Stand-Up (And Fight Back) Routine

“It’s called Capitalism, but in reality it is Cannibalism”  An Art Young original, likely from the 1920s, though apparently unpublished.  
Inspired by Dante’s Inferno...as were so many of Art’s illustrations...“I saw two shades frozen in a single hole / packed so close, one head 
hooded the other one; / the way the starving devour their bread, the soul / above had clenched the other with his teeth / where the brain 
meets the nape.” (Canto XXXII, lines 124-29)

	 When we were children, our parents would take us to the 
beach for the first time, and, setting us up for a parable, pause, as we 
were walking away from the shoreline, thinking of heading home.
	 “Never turn your back on the sea.”
	 A warning - the power of the ocean, the undertow, wearing 
life-jackets, creatures that can sting or bite, unseen objects in the 
sand below.
	 Years later, our literature teachers would add to this, with 
The Awakening, by Kate Chopin.
	 But it took decades, to realize the real heart of the lesson.  
This was not about tidal waves or tsunami, the perfect storm or 
jaws...but that turning our back on the sea, meant ignoring the 
pollution, the over-fishing, the pipelines, the extinctions, the oil 
spills, the unseen objects in the sand below...
	 No, never turning our back on the sea, meant that we needed 
to have the back of the seas, the rivers, the aquifiers, the reservoirs, 
the oceans.  And that such protections, could never be let lax for 
even a day.
	 “Never turn your back on the sea” was just a parental way 
of trying to tell us all, not that water is death...but Water is Life.

OH SAY CAN YOU SEA
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February 1st 1921

“The Golden Age” sounds too Capitalist.
“Vintage” sounds like a Capitalist’s W(h)ine...

So, let’s just call it...
Yesterday’s Good Morning

In this case, February 1st, 1921

February 1st 1921
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The Number of the Capitalist Beast

	 Would it be too much, to ask the man who created 
Windows (stolen from the graphical interfacing of the Macintosh) 
to cough over a few billion of his dollars?
	 Likely so.  For, as some would say that the same computers 
on which we can lay out this magazine (let it be noted, Macintosh) 
are also the chains and shackles of our modern age.
	 If that be so, would it not follow that computers, foreseen 
as such an integral part of our advenacement, were little more than 
an obvious way to pac-man and pong us into an easily watchable 
surveillance state?  If so, that money is under lock and key, forever.

OPEN THE FLOOD, GATES
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FLOOD

	 Text
TITLE

	 Mark Ellis (born 16 August 1960), is a British post-punk 
and alternative rock record producer and audio engineer. Flood’s 
list of work includes projects with recording acts like New Order, 
U2, Nine Inch Nails, Depeche Mode, Gary Numan, Ministry, 
Thirty Seconds to Mars, Erasure, Nick Cave and the Bad Seeds, 
PJ Harvey, Foals, A-Ha, Orbital, Sigur Rós, The Smashing 
Pumpkins, The Killers, and Warpaint. His co-production 
collaborations have included projects with Brian Eno, Daniel 
Lanois, Steve Lillywhite, and longtime collaborator Alan Moulder, 
with whom he co-founded the Assault & Battery studio complex. 
In 2006, his work with U2 led to his sharing of the Grammy for 
Album of the Year for How to Dismantle an Atomic Bomb.

	 He is not to be confused with Mark Ellis, the bassist from 
the British mod revival band The Lambrettas from the late 1970s 
and early 1980s.
	 According to producer Mark Freegard, Ellis’ pseudonym, 
“Flood,” was given to him by producer Chris Tsangarides during 
Ellis’ early days at Morgan Studios and while The Cure was 
there recording. As a young studio runner, Ellis was responsible 
for responding to numerous requests from the recording artists and 
staff for tea and bacon sandwiches. Ellis kept up with the numerous 
requests for tea while the other runner remained largely unavailable, 
leading to Tsangarides nicknaming them “Flood” and “Drought,” 
respectively. --Wikipedia

FLOOD (PART II)

	 But really it is just a dollar here, and a dollar there.  
Sometimes the pennies from heaven aren’t enough to feed the family 
of four - so maybe the actual meaning is, “Pennies from heaven are 
but a way to indicate your time has soon come and the good people 
of your religion are not going to feed and clothe you in your time of 
need.”
	 A difference between a reusable water bottle here and a 
disposable one there.  Multiply that over millions and millions of 
experiences every day, and those very same water bottles ring around 
the earth some uncountable number of times or can be stacked all the 
way up to heaven.
	 Or fill Mariana’s Trench.  Or create a crinkly plastic wall 
along the border of...well...the entire United States, so that all of 
the pollution and corruption and destruction we are propagating...
will stay here.
	 But of course, that’s the real dirt of it - that even if the 
rest of the world holds true, and cuts emissions, transmissions and 
military missions, we’ll do enough damage to take down the rest of 
civilization right along with our exceptionalism selves.  Yes, it is 
true - this country ’tis of thee is the sweet science land of liberty 
which knows destruction better than any other.  And we had hoped 
to see Paris, before it all went crumble.

CLIMATE SENSE
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TITLE
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	 As the sun rose on another day of Sindbad’s labor, yet long 
before his eyes had adjusted to the slivers of light, his nose thought it 
had noticed the presence of the sea.
	 “We are going to need to turn around.  We have reached an 
ocean,” he spoke to The Old Man of the Sea.
	 “Nonsense” came the reply, as the laughter sat heftily on 
Sindbad’s shoulders.  “We are headed exactly where we need.” 
	 Sindbad looked down to see that the ground had changed 
from packed earth to sand, and it was no wonder his steps were 
feeling even more belabored than usual.
	 “I can not swim with you on my shoulders,” remarked 
Sindbad, seeing a glimmer of a possibility that his freedom was 
nearing.
	 “You will not need to swim,” replied The Old Man.  
“Today you will not work as much as you expect.”
	 As the walk continued, and the daylight illuminated all 
around, Sindbad saw that yes, they had walked into an ocean.  An 
ocean dotted with the crumbling remains of the buildings of a great 
city, from not-so-long ago.
	 “The ocean has risen and flooded the city!  What has 
happened to the people?  What is behind such destruction?”
	 There was silence for a moment, before The Old Man 
looked down upon Sindbad, and as he would on rare occasion, looked 
his steed in the eye.
	 “You see it as destruction, I see it as an opportunity to 
supply all which is needed to build a new city.”
	 “But the people...”
	 “The people will supply themselves.  They always do.  
There are forever enough people to build what I envision.”
	 And therein holds the shackle which keeps the people from 
banding and bonding into just as great of an ocean.
	 Sindbad looked Westward.  He could not deny that 
building inland would serve the greater needs of humanity, for a 
longer duration.
	 “There is good land that we walked through, three 
hundred miles West of here.  We should return there and start 
immediately.”

SINDBAD AND THE OLD MAN OF THE SEA

	 The Old Man of the Sea cleared his throat, and shifted his 
weight backwards, just enough to force Sindbad to stumble.  In the 
time it took, for him to regain his foot, The Old Man spoke.
	 “Oh no my dear friend, why would we ever go so far away?  
Humankind loves their beachfront property.  And it has three times 
the value.  We will go just out of reach of the water, and begin 
again.”
	 Sindbad, long enough a charge with no charge, saw what 
would occur - that the people would build a city again, exhaust their 
funds to the end of capital, only to have the need return, a generation 
or two down the road.
	 “But then our children will need to build again.”
	 “Well yes, of course,” replied The Old Man.  The cycle 
must continue, as it does in nature, so must it do, for those of us who 
have the means to provide.”
	 With that, and the sound of the survivors returning in the 
distance, Sindbad, could only do what he knew - begin the process of 
building again.
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IN PRINT: DIGITAL:

Something on which
to pin our hopes..

Something to show
we’re sticking to our beliefs...

www.arty-
oungsgood-

morning.org/
Store.html
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