



  [image: PDF Archive]
  
    

  

  
    	About
	
        Features 
        
          Personal and corporate archive
          Private social network
          Securely receive documents
          Easily share your files
          Online PDF Toolbox
          Permanent QR Codes
        

      
	Premium account
	Contact
	Help
	Sign up
	

  
 Sign in


  



    


  

    
      
        2016 > 
        July > 
        July 29, 2016
      

    


    





    
      From Here (PDF)


    

    
      









        File information


  This  PDF 1.4 document has been generated by Adobe InDesign CS5 (7.0) / Adobe PDF Library 9.9, and  has been sent on pdf-archive.com on 29/07/2016 at 11:25, from IP address 175.223.x.x.
  The current document download page has been viewed 578 times.

  File size: 4.75 MB (24 pages).

   Privacy: public file
  
 







        
        
          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

        
        


File preview

from here; moving forward

a FROZEN GARBAGE zine

Summer 2016



Artwork by John Shrader

https://www.facebook.com/albinogoth



LP

1

FUGO 1944

7

The Boys of Överkalix

or

The Burdens of a Beast’s Return

9

The River Bends

13



LP

by Michael McEnaney Zinn

	

	

1. The shower has been running for a few minutes now but Finn knows this stupid

shower in this stupid apartment isn’t warm yet and he doesn’t have to reach his hand in to check. It

sounds soft, like a drizzle in the desert, when each drop falls to the sand with not much more than a

cushioned poof.

	

The buds are still in his ears from the night before, and the day before that, and so on and

so forth adding up to twenty-seven days now. Finn reaches down and grabs the gold-plated jack from

below his bare knees, fingers it, sticks out his tongue, and touches it tip to tip. He thinks he hears

something more than the bellows of the pipes in the wall, more than the footsteps in the ceiling that

belong to someone he’s never seen, more than his mom’s muffled voice from the kitchen.

	

Next he tries his belly button, but the sound isn’t there. Then he moves down to his dick,

hopping around on the shaft like a doctor with a stethoscope. Still not there. He thinks about sticking

it up the hole, even has his dick clenched in his left hand and the hole looking up at him and the goldplated jack in his right. But then there’s a knock on the door. His mom tells him to hurry up, that he

doesn’t want to be late for his first day. He doesn’t care, not really, but he takes his ear buds out, first

the left then the right, and drapes the cord over the doorknob. The sound of the shower is a fury

now. His hands come up and cup his ears. He stands like that for another few seconds before he can

get in.
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2. Brian was a musician. Well, he was a drummer. I was always of the persuasion that

drumming was far more primitive and mechanical than, say, a guitarist weaving chords together or

a singer who tethered his words to those notes. What the latter did was nourishment for the brain,

the soul. Brian and his ilk were just fodder for the feet. At least I didn’t fall in love with a bass player.

Wouldn’t want to deal with that shit.

	

The one nice thing about being a drummer in this city (or being married to one, rather)

was there was never a shortage of work, if you could call it work. He was always busy, always had

gigs. He brought home money almost every night, though again, the same word could have different

definitions to different people.

	

Part of me hoped he would grow out of it, especially after we had Finn. Maybe that was

my fault: expecting he would change. Or maybe I was the one who changed. He was still the man I

fell in love with. He was still the man I married.

	

Of course Finn worshiped him; his dad was a rock star. And while Finn could never get

a handle on the drums or guitar or keyboard or whatever else Brian brought home, it never put

a damper on the boy’s love of music. Finn wasn’t a player; he was a listener. At least that hadn’t

changed. What changed, again, was me. I wasn’t his mom anymore. I was the villain, and now he was

stuck with me.

	



	

3. Finn wipes the cloud off the mirror and leans over the sink almost like he’s trying to kiss

himself. A couple dozen golden-brown stalks of hair stick out from the skin above his lip. All those

years of shaving when there wasn’t a hair to be seen, and now that he’s got them there’s no longer a

triple-bladed razor in the bathroom. He can’t get enough of a grip to pull and rip the hairs out.

	

He digs at his left ear with a Q-tip. No coloration. Same with the right. His headphones,

however, are caked with gunk, soft and yellow in some spots and brown where the wax is starting

to harden. He cleans both buds with his fingers and wads up the gunk into a pea-sized ball before

flinging it towards the toilet. He misses. Doesn’t try to find it. Isn’t worried about the floor.

	

The headphones go in first, then he steps into his boxers. He gingerly pulls a t-shirt over

his head, then loops the cord out through the neckhole. He’ll finish getting dressed in his room while

listening to some Buddy Rich. His phone should be recharged by now. No, he needs something with

words. He’ll get dressed with Bowie this morning.

	



	

	

4. “Hey, what’s up buddy?”

	

“Hey, Dad.”

	

“Didn’t catch you at a bad time, did I?”

	

“No.”

	

“Well, what’re you up to? Like what’re you doing right now?”

	

“Sitting in my room. Listening to music.”

	

“Nice. Lemme guess, Stones?”

	

“No...”

	

“Ramones.”

	

“Nope.”

	

“Alright, well gimme a genre. Can’t think of any other bands that end in -ones.”

	

“Jazz.”

	

“Nice. Instrumental?”

	

“Uh-huh.”

	

“Hmm, what’s her name... Miley Cyprus?”

	

Finn chuckled. Finally, thought Brian. Then he guessed Buddy Rich, and Finn asked how

he knew. Dads were supposed to know that kind of thing, Brian answered.

	

“Hey, buddy, your mom told me something the other day. What’s the deal with the

headphones?”

	

“I dunno. I like them.”

	

“You wearing them right now?”

	

“Uh-huh. Plugged-in to my phone.”

	

“Here’s the thing, buddy. Your mom’s worried. And I know this is all very weird for you

right now, and it’s hard, but you have to talk to her. You have to listen to her. So... just, let’s start small,

OK? Take them off during dinner. Can you do that for me... for her?”

	

Finn sighed. “Maybe. I dunno.”

	

“Well, think about it. Might do you some good. Hey, I gotta get going, buddy, but we’ll talk

soon. I got a gig with The Rollers on Friday night. Maybe if you’re nice, your mom will let you come.”

	

“Really? Cool.”

	

“No headphones though.”
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5. At first, I didn’t mind. I didn’t understand, but I didn’t mind. I had enough shit to think

about like finding an apartment and packing all our crap while Brian was staying at a hotel and, hell,

just dealing with all the bullshit and feelings and questions and doubts that bombard you when you

decide to leave someone you loved, still love. Not that I wasn’t thinking about Finn, though. Because

I was. And the headphones, the headphones, I just thought they were a security blanket. I didn’t think

they would last as long as they did, and I didn’t want to bug him about it. Let him have them for now;

he’ll move on.

	

But then we moved into the new place, and they were still there. Two weeks later, still there.

Hadn’t even seen him without his headphones on, and he was supposed to start at a new school in a

week.

	

No general conversations. Any question I asked, I had to ask it twice, three times, only

to get a one-word answer back. I had heard him on the phone with his dad: not much more there,

either. While that somewhat comforted me, in the sense that I wasn’t the only one in the world he

had completely shut out... it worried me all the more.
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6. Beck’s Depression Inventory

	

This depression inventory can be self-scored. The scoring scale is at the end of the

questionnaire.

1)	

1—I feel sad.

2)	

0—I am not particularly discouraged about the future.

3)	

0—I do not feel like a failure.

4)	

1—I don’t enjoy things the way I used to.

5)	

3—I feel guilty all of the time.

6)	

3—I feel I am being punished.

7)	

1—I am disappointed in myself.

8)	

3—I blame myself for everything bad that happens.

9)	

1—I have thoughts of killing myself, but I would not carry them out.

	.

	..

	…

		

17-20 -------- Borderline Clinical Depression

	

	

	

7. The school building is one giant brick block, three stories tall and two classrooms wide

with a long straight hallway piping down the middle of each floor. Finn stands at the end of the line

outside that has gathered behind the big number 6 on the brick wall. Everyone here seems to know

somebody. Finn doesn’t know where to put his eyes but he can’t close them and it seems like if he

leaves them open he’s going to start crying and once that starts it’s not going to stop so he looks down

at his week-old Adidas Superstars and blinks every second or two. His headphones are still in. This is

the third time in a row he’s listened to “Life on Mars?.”

	



	

	

8. He shouldn’t have even let Finn get in the van without taking out his headphones. But

they weren’t plugged-in to anything. And they talked the whole ride to the gig.

	

When Finn was helping him load the drums through the club’s back door, the right ear-bud

fell out, and Finn stopped and set down the snare before putting the bud back in.

	

Frankie put his guitar on the stand and slapped Finn on the shoulder and tousled his hair

and asked what he was listening to. Finn shook his head. Brian said it was more of a statement. Real

avant-garde, like his old man.

	

Brian lost count of how many times he looked up during the set expecting to see the

headphones off. Never happened. Finn sat quietly at the table in front of three empty Coke glasses,

nodding and bobbing his head in perfect time.

	

When he dropped off Finn at his mom’s after the gig, Brian thought about going inside.

She wouldn’t have wanted that, though. That’s what he told Finn when the boy asked why he wasn’t

coming in. Said it was for the better, that she just needed some space... and time.

	

Finn was standing on the porch to the apartment building when Brian pulled off down the

street, hands in his pockets, buds in his ears, and the white cord dangling down to his knees.

	

	

	

9. The doctor said it was difficult to say with any certainty. On one hand, yes, he was

exhibiting a few tell-tale signs of depression. The unwarranted guilt was a big one. And while he

had never shown symptoms of clinical depression previously, it was not uncommon for a bout to

be precipitated by a life-altering event, of which an only-child’s parents going through a divorce

was categorically so, especially for a twelve year-old boy. On the other hand, marriages ending in

divorce had become a far less atypical occurrence over the years—he probably had a few friends who

experienced something similar. While most children went through a rough patch at the onset, the vast

majority turned out to be OK.

	

We didn’t want Finn to be on meds, though.

	

After the first cognitive behavioral therapy session, when I asked Finn how it went, he just

shrugged his shoulders and said fine.

	

The doctor also noted that, while the headphone thing was a bit worrisome if it continued

long-term, it was, essentially, a harmless coping mechanism that allowed him to feel closer to his

father. She was of the opinion that it wouldn’t last too long.

	

	

	

10. Finn walks into the classroom and heads straight for the column of desks that run

alongside the windows. He is one of the first to sit down, which he does after slinging his empty pack

over the back of his chair. He unplugs the gold-plated jack from his phone and turns it off, but the

buds stay in his ears. As the seats start to fill up around him, he can feel the stares accumulating. The

boy to his right says something, and Finn can hear him but he can’t.

	

The class quiets down, and the short, round teacher with cockeyed glasses goes into her

opening address before stopping in the middle of a sentence, in the middle of a word.

	

She asks him his name, and he answers.

	

She tells him to take off his headphones.

	

Finn shakes his head.
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