
I never know when Sana will release a new newsletter any-
more.  I remember a time at LiteraryMary when we released a 
newsletter the first of every month, promptly.  In addition, 
every month on the first, we had a new Ping Pong.  Back then, 
we had too much staff and too much time.  These days, we have just the right amount of staff, 
but everyone has too little time.  Somehow, in between then and now life sort of happened to 
all of us.  Now we meet on the forums like old friends who have a half an hour for coffee to 
catch up everything that has happened to them in the last month.  Nevertheless, we make it 
happen, and there’s love.  So that’s all good. 
 
We are excited to announce the soon to be released follow up to ‘Don’t Call Me Plath’.  It’s ti-
tled ‘Male, Pale, and Old – Seventeen Outstanding Men of the Small Press’.  You can read about 
it a little bit here:   
http://literarymary.com/forum/shameless-self-promotion/pleased-to-announce-11960/    
 
We don’t have an exact release date, but I do know it will be soon. 
Submissions have closed for the second journal and we are still in the process of reading.  We 
have received many submissions and competition is stiff again this year, but it is promising to 
be an excellent follow up to our first beauty.  If you haven’t heard back from us yet, hang tight.  
The journal moves into first place priority right after the release of Male, Pale, and Old. 
I’m in the process of setting up a Wordpress blog for Mary, some place where staff can go 
there to make announcements, talk about the forum and generally fuck off some more.  Also,  
if you haven’t already befriended Mary on Facebook you can find us here:   
http://www.facebook.com/literary.mary There’s a really great picture of Burt Reynolds’ butt on 
our profile.  If that’s not enough to make you befriend someone, I don’t know what is. 
Keep your eye out for another call for submissions that may happen soon.  I have a project 
coming up for school that may lead to the development of something special, but I’m not quite 
sure exactly what direction I’m going to take it yet.  I do know that it will be writing related, and 
centered around a specific topic. 
 
Any suggestions or comments about the site, feel free to drop me a line at 
jenifer.wills@gmail.com, or pm my inbox on the forums.  We are always looking for people who 
want to do some extra around the site, so if you have any cool ideas you’d like to implement, 
let me know. 
 
Until next time, 
Jen 
xxx 
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Merry-Go-Rounds  

It feels strange to hear the imam’s call of prayer five times every day. I am visiting my parents in 
Riyadh, Saudi Arabia. It was an impromptu trip, one that did not involve any particular purpose but made purely out of me re-
siding so many thousand miles away and that it was about time I should make a visit. I was supposed to fly out on the 13th of 
March but that is another long story. Just when I thought I’d done everything correctly, like arrived at JFK airport on time, 
made sure I was not carrying any weird things in my suitcases which would warrant further checking through the x-ray ma-
chine, my flight got delayed for an entire 24 hours.  

So here we are sitting inside the airplane, all buckled up and cell phones turned off, except the plane just never seemed to 
take off.  It sat on the runway for two hours, as the pilot waited for the airport’s signal to leave, but the weather conditions for-
bade us to even move. They said it was something like a tropical storm. The plane returned to the gate and the pilot an-
nounced that they were waiting for the weather to improve. But it did not. And we sat in a rocking plane, which was being 
rocked by some very heavy winds and rain, until three hours later when the pilot said we were going to be moved into a hotel 
for the night and would be returned to the airport the next day. What was approximately a five hour wait inside the airplane, 
resulted in an overnight stay in a great hotel, and in the process of being transported and given rooms; I made some new 
friends and had  interesting conversations.  
 
It’s been a week now, and my mind is still trying to adjust to the change. When I speak about change, Americans must under-
stand that it is not structural changes I am referring to, for example, change of weather, accommodation, food, or attire. It can 
be funny how an eleven hour flight, eight hours ahead in time (eastern time zone) can do to a human consciousness that has 
barely gotten used to living in America. It’s like a child who ventures forth into their parents room and presses the reset button 
on their digital alarm clock not just altering the current time but absolutely resetting it. So you have no choice but to start over 
– like a tabula rasa. I think that Americans and Europeans share much cultural similarities or are at least in sync on many lev-
els. However, it is the South East Asians (Indians, Pakistanis, Bangladeshi’s) and much of the Arabic countries (Egypt, Leba-
non, Bahrain, Saudi Arabia, Syria, Dubai, Qatar, etc) that fall apart in their dissimilarities, most of which cannot be understood 
unless experienced firsthand.  

By Sana Rafiq  
lostpoem.wordpress.com 

“Please don't take my sunshine away” -  Mark Linkous 
 
 
 
 
 

It’s been a long winter this year. Of course, we’ve seen enough springs and summers to know it’ll end. Eventually. Our daugh-
ter though is still seeing everything new, she doesn’t  want to wrap up in hats and gloves, she wants to let the cold wind blow 
through her hair; let the rain and snow run down her face, down the back of her neck, seep into her shoes. To her the sun is 
bright and warm, but not something to long for, just something different. Where are the puddles to splash in if it doesn’t rain? 
 
 As we grow, many of us stop seeing the good in things. The bus to town stops becoming an adventure. The supermar-
ket a chore. Two chairs and a blanket, just two chairs and a blanket. That wild imagination which once grew trees in the bed-
room, becomes a tool with which to exaggerate minor problems in adult life. Why are those people laughing at me? Is there a 
hole in my trousers? Is that draft around my balls because they’re flying free, hanging out that hole which I think I must have got 
when I sat on that old bench...So, yeah, an imagination can cripple you if you let it. I bumped into a homeless guy I know in the 
supermarket the other week, he told me, ‘you gotta masturbate regularly once you hit 30. That or eat sun flower seeds. Other-
wise yer prostate will kill yer’. Wanking, writing, eating sunflower seeds. We all do what we need to do to survive. 
 
Dear sir 
 
My name is Mr Lally and I just wanked over those sunflower seeds you’re eating… 
 
 

By Mr. Lally 
www.lallyvalley.com  
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I have had a lot of my friends ask me about the culture and 
lifestyle in Saudi Arabia. I often find myself mentally pausing 
before passing judgment or making claims to a confirmed 
truth. Firstly, Saudi Arabia is very diverse, all the countries I 
have mentioned above including the western countries, popu-
late the Middle East with their citizens. So I cannot say, “oh 
the local people are like this or that”, because I am not sure 
who is a local and who is an outsider anymore, they seem to 
have camouflaged each other pretty well. Secondly, it is a 
tricky situation to depict a social setting to someone who has 
not already had a glimpse of it themselves. I would either be 
cutting out some major detail or end up exaggerating it. Either 
ways, I avoid those conversations, that, and conversations 
about religion. I am not sure who would persecute me first if I 
spoke about religion, the Muslims or the non-Muslims.  

 The whole idea about organized religion is political 
and ridiculous. When I change my country of residency I no-
tice how people transform their selves externally, however 
when the same people travel to western countries they seem 
different again. It’s like attending a costume-party. So my 
poor brain, suffers more. I used to think that committing to a 
terminal educational degree was a grueling and challenging 
intellectual venture, but I don’t believe so anymore in the face 
of such sociological and cultural inconsistencies. I have come 
to the conclusion that after human beings, the only consistent 
living beings that rely solely on the changes in nature 
(atmospheric, geographical and biological) are animals. My 
alter ego asks, “What about us?” Oh, well, I suppose we are 
an altogether different story.  

fini  

Thoughts on Post-Modernism  
 
In my humble opinion, ap-
pended below is a great dis-
section of postmodernism and 
its shaky palpitation, against which writers such as Camus 
and Sartre already reacted decades ago, with great, angry, 
melding foresight, at its embryonic rim. Their sentiments have 
winged through time and have been present in our society's 
heart as an original pain and, through some emerald synthe-
sis, a cure for itself.  
 
An essay like this doesn't have to be written by a culturally 
colossal figure. Without having to be a sociologist, any pas-
sionate student of epistemology can easily decipher societal 
patterns to a great certain extent of disdain and laughter. Indi-
vidual authenticity, with typical epistemic awareness, is read-
ily wounded or slain at nearly every front. Our age is indeed 
of stupefying madness and trivia in politics, economics, edu-
cation, science, art, religion, etc., where a lot of cosmetic 
stagnation is summoned to even express itself as mediocrity, 
against all ancient philosophical pleas, as new genera easily 

“Where are we, 
you and I, going 
from here on 
the Titanic of 
postmodern 
capitalism and 
imperialism?” 
    

- Daniel  Luis  

By Daniel Luis   
wings.of.solitude@gmail.com 

emerge for people to consume and to be as inauthentic as 
existentially possible. Indeed, it's a painful, laughable form of 
overcompensation of spuming mediocrity.  
 
It's all both annoyingly near and almost fictitiously far off to the 
sensitive mind. Here, today, right now, right this very second, 
at the navel of this world, one---like you and me---can experi-
ence one's self as the pure heart of the abyss of human exis-
tence itself; but also, a very conscious eye for it. A few can 
simply act as unquiet stones with hidden brilliance, and fewer 
still are those with sharply discoloring intellects and impetu-
ously egesting personalities against it.  
 
The insanities of the entire past of the human race are still 
wisdom compared to a lot of 'not even wrong' things that are 
easily given public, curtailed existence as branches of areas 
supposedly requiring real talent, just because 'everyone can 
do, and ought to do, something', because it's mostly just a 
game of marketing. As stated in the essay, even in the case of 
the academic world:  
 
"I suspect that postmodernism is in fact due to the influx of 
mediocre minds into academia, for whom nothing is compre-
hensible and so everything is a trick. They don't understand 
how anything could be true because they cannot see how any-
one could figure out a way to establish the truth." 
 
Another rough example: a completely trivial bloke called 
Snoop Dogg successfully wrote a 'novel' (while I'm not even 
remotely interested in being envious of him), just as many 
other famous icons of individual inauthenticity have ghost-
written their autobiographies and even 'poetry books'. Now, 
that's 'not even funny' (in the sense of 'not even wrong'), I don't 
know what to call it, and those human globules, to save myself 
from deep horror and shame. It's a savage time of pitiless ef-
forts. Transparency is raped, and almost nothing else is found 
shining like a real sword in the sun. 
 
In purely humanistic terms, of the original taste of autumnal 
grape, this is heavily heart-breaking, especially when philoso-
phy has now come face to face with its belligerent, self-
liberating 'offspring' (the various branches of science and art), 
with a need to infuse them with epistemology so that they 
won't go on blindly and narrowly (dogmatically). 
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In a conversation with my friend Pat, he pointed out that for 
religious believers below a certain threshold of intelligence, 
God is just some big friend in the sky who does stuff for them. 
Interesting: below a certain level of intelligence, religion is just 
magic--but then, so is science and technology. But this may 
also explain much about the rise of postmodernism. Originally 
a critique of dominant ideas which might skew or limit certain 
fields of inquiry, postmodernism quickly devolved into a blan-
ket claim that everything was hocus pocus, the imposition of 
the will of the powerful on the weaker, which somehow 
charms or curses them into doing the bidding of their mas-
ters. Note the terminology--the imposition of will is also a 
common thread in magic. "As I will it, so mote it be." I suspect 
that postmodernism is in fact due to the influx of mediocre 
minds into academia, for whom nothing is comprehensible 
and so everything is a trick. They don't understand how any-
thing could be true because they cannot see how anyone 
could figure out a way to establish the truth. 
 
This may have happened as early as the late 19th century, as 
science became arcane enough that it took dedicated study 
to understand how it worked. I'm talking about Nietzsche 
here, who was the first to declare that science was the impo-
sition of the views of a particular social faction (the slave 
mentality) upon the rest. One of the reasons that Nietzschi-
ans cannot recover morality from the ash heap of nihilism is 
that they reject reason as well as empathy; they don't under-
stand the world, or the people who live in it. I have always 
sensed in Nietzsche an overcompensation--he talks about the 
over-man, but he himself was anything but. It reminds me 
over a rather pathetic book that came out in the 80's, Power 
sits at another table and observations on the business of 
power, written, as the very title admits, by a man so marginal 
that no one of any significance would even sit next to him. 
The very title drips with a fawning admiration for influential 
people, but no acquaintance or understanding of them. This 
man wanted to write about them, but he didn't understand 
them at all. It was all charisma, all shadow and appearance, 
signs and portents--all magic.  
 
Nietzsche's disdain for the ethic of compassion, reason, sci-
ence, and any form of morality appears to be the first post-
modern attempt to move the goalposts, to create a fictitious 
standard of merit that one already meets, or to abandon all 
standards and so abandon the effort. It is one thing to say 
that the dominant religions are outdated and need to be fixed 
or replaced. It is another thing to throw everything out and 
replace it with a wisp of a fantasy. The ubermensch is often 
translated as the Superman, and it's no accident that this is 
also the name of a comic book character. Nietsche neither 
experienced power nor understood it. The nobility of old, 
whom he took as the model of his ideal man, themselves 
aspired to a model of justice, one which they invented. It was 
never foisted upon them by their slaves--who, even by 
Nietzsche's logic, never had the power to do so. That ideal 
was weak by our standards--it did, after all, include slavery 
itself, and the practice of slavery probably contributed more to 
undermining the ancient nobility than any mere philosophy. 
England's abandonment of the practice forced them to invent 
new ways of creating wealth, and made them a great empire. 
America's abolishment of slavery had the same effect. The 
fact is that the strong attain their position through forming  

Where are we, you and I, going from here on the Titanic of 
postmodern capitalism and imperialism? In the form of noc-
turnal embers, we're still a fearless flight away from the pro-
found unity and meaning of the ocean manifest, from this ship 
and the cold directives of the wind. Being sensitive, authentic, 
discerning, and combative is what unites and separates con-
scious, reflective beings like ourselves interred in long winter 
evenings of the human intellect and sensitivity. 
 
Don't close your eyes yet, while diurnal dreams, of an entirely 
different nature, may be lingering in your eyes. See the in-
stance of even just an instant of decadence. Don't you see? 
The gates to the authentic self, to profound individuation, are 
ruined and must be fearlessly found in ruins and fissures. Let 
one with veins of the burning sky discover them. 
 

   *** 

Postmodernism and Mediocrity 
By Mark Fournier  

The disparity in intelligence amongst various members of the 
human race is one of the most disappointing facts that intel-
lectuals, particularly left-leaning intellectuals, have to contend 
with. It is so disheartening that many on the left would like to 
deny that it even exists; they put this disparity down to lack of 
opportunity or education, poverty, or poor self-esteem. Or 
they invent a variety of other "intelligences". This is curious, 
by the way, given that so many condemn intellectuals for their 
arrogance, when in fact the fondest wish of many intellectuals 
is that they are no smarter than anyone else. Yet low intelli-
gence is usually of dire consequence, unless it is openly ad-
mitted to be the case by all concerned, including those af-
flicted with it. This may be why the genuinely retarded may 
actually fare better than those of marginal capacity. We make 
allowances for the retarded, but those near the borderline are 
expected to play on an open field, and they get mauled. 

Not understanding how the world works, they fail to grasp 
even the connections between their own actions and the con-
sequences. Theodore Dalyrymple notes despairingly the use 
of the passive voice by common criminals. "I'm sorry for what 
happened," they say, as if they had nothing to do with it. The 
criminal act in question is often a spontaneous explosion of 
violence, or an impetuous act, which they felt they had no 
control over given the circumstances. As Phillip Zimbardo's 
Stanford Prison Experiment proves, circumstances can make 
monsters of us all. But with a certain competence in life 
comes the ability to avoid such hair trigger circumstances--to 
forsee the ends of a certain course and turn aside before it 
goes too far. 

I'm happy to admit that a well developed facility for empathy 
seems to be somewhat independent of raw cognitive ability, 
and that this alone is sufficient to prevent the worst excesses 
that may result from poor rational judgement. But even this 
can go only so far; you can still do the wrong thing for the 
right reason. Doing the right thing requires understanding the 
situation. 
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alliances with others, by being good managers, and by deal-
ing at least fairly enough that others would deal with them. 
They did not do it by simple fiat of will. Subservience makes 
slaves of everyone, even the masters. 
 
What is The Secret but a dime-store repackaging of 
Nietzsche's Will to Power? The very term, Will to Power, is a 
magical invocation, more at home in the Magick of Aleister 
Crowley than in a work of philosophy. It is fond hope that the 
simple invocation of firmly held belief will somehow lead to 
the ends dreamed of. Ayn Rand does the same thing. Some-
how, her character Roark's buildings apparently rise fully con-
structed out of his mind--the people who pay for them, build 
them, live in them, and work in them, don't seem to exist. 
Frank Lloyd Wright was great because he considered all 
these people. Roark would have been an abysmal failure as 
an architect. 

I think that's why Nietzsche went catatonic--not because of 
the syphilis, or even from cosmic despair, but because he 
crashed when he realized that all he ever wanted to be was 
the over-man, and he never would be (his last book, Ecce 
Homo, was a raving proclamation of his own genius--
something by then that I suspect he had lost all confidence 
in.) His despair was personal. And to anyone like him, who 
wants the claim that all of this stuff--science, truth, compas-
sion, and evidence--don't matter, it would be a crushing de-
feat to admit that they do matter, and that they have no idea 
how any of it works, or how to go about it.  

Retrieved from http://tachyphrenia.blogspot.com 

fini  

Curb Your Cerberus 
By Joseph Grant 

 
 

As any writer of fiction knows, the general method to get pub-
lished by a major house in today's market is to get an agent. 
A seemingly impossible task, but even when an agent signs a 
writer, it is still a roll of the literary dice to some extent. It's 
maddening, but the idea that most of the major publishing 
houses will not let your manuscript be graced by their pres-
ence unless it is slipped through the door by an emissary and 
that even still it may be rejected for any number of reasons 
goes beyond logical thinking. 
             
Obviously, this modus operandi is in place to weed out the 
less-than-stellar literary endeavors that arrive over the 
agent's transom but conversely keeps novels from being rep-
resented by less-than-stellar literary agents, one must argue. 
How else could one explain why Stephen King, James 
Joyce, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Agatha Christie, Ernest Heming-
way, Hunter S. Thompson, John Irving, Norman Mailer, Alice 
Munro, Gertrude Stein, Alex Haley, Margaret Mitchell, Joseph 
Heller, Saul Bellow, George Orwell, Pearl S. Buck, Rudyard 
Kipling, William Saroyan, John Grisham,Mary Higgins 
Clark, Louis L'Amour, Jack London and even J.K. Rowling to 
mention but a handful of famous authors, were all rejected by 
agents and/or publishers in their day? One can only wonder 

what these brilliant agents and pub-
lishers substituted in their place. It is 
a "Catch-22" if you will. That famous 
phrase from an equally famous book 
title has joined our lexicon and the 
book went on to sell in the tens of 
millions. To answer the question, 
yes, that classic novel by Joseph 
Heller was also rejected by publish-
ers. How many times? Twenty-
one to be exact. Simon and Schus-
terwere the twenty-second publisher 
to read the manuscript, hence the 
title. 

Can it be that agents are swinging only at the curve balls and 
sinkers that are tired industry standards and trends hoping to 
hit something? How else can we explain their poor batting 
average? A manuscript comes in right over the plate and they 
watch it pass them by, refusing to take a swing on what will 
be a potential home run. Instead, they watch the first base 
coach, which is the publisher, shake their head and signal 
them to wait instead of taking an independent swing. How 
else can we explain the endless parade of useless celebutard 
memoirs of the minute and equally lifeless repeats of a zom-
bie devouring a classic novel as acceptable fiction these 
days? 

These Gatekeepers, as my friend Adam J. Whitlatch refers to 
them, allow the awful and the wicked their transgressions of 
hideous new novels to be cast upon the unsuspecting public, 
all the while snapping at worthy writers with their 
form rejection letters, keeping us from entering the under-
world that is Publishing. This New Cerberus is a vicious beast 
for the most part. 

One of the few mortals who had avoided this fate was the 
great and troubled writer, John Updike. Playing the part of the 
modern day Orpheus, he had escaped the trap of using an 
agent and was quite successful in gaining access into this 
underworld and seeing his books issued by a major publisher, 
Knopf. Such was the music of his prose. But good things last 
only so long and along with his demise, came the need for an 
agent. Peculiarly, not even Death can keep the Cerberus at 
bay, it seems. 
 
As a result, the Gatekeepers are asleep at the nautical wheel, 
listening to the trendy, seductive song of the Sirens, steering 
the industry towards the shallows of thought and the treacher-
ous breakers of monotony and consistency. The shore the 
reading public finds itself shipwrecked upon is one less liter-
ary, one less intellectual and one that holds fewer bookstores, 
thus fewer sales, electronic books replacing actual books and 
books not being read at all. 
 
Some literary agents require reading fees. These should be a 
red flag to any up and coming writer out there. Yet, the watch-
dog still gnashes its teeth, furiously fearful of being found out 
that they are nothing but the charlatans that they are in many 
cases, as they send out their empty and vacuous form rejec-
tion letters.  Fee-based literary agents are the only whores 
who make their money from saying "No." to their clients. If 
they ask for money, move on. 
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Letters to Mary 

Dear Mary, 
 
Is there a God? 
If so, is it a man or a woman? 
If there is a God, can he/she really see everything? 
Is masturbation a sin? 
 
Love, 
Jenifer 

 

Are all literary agents bad? Are all literary agents clueless? 
Absolutely not. There are many who provide a useful service 
to their clients and represent them through thick and thin, 
watching their earnings and percentages, those who are a 
credit to their profession. But these seem few and far be-
tween to the un-agented writer. The important thing for a 
writer is to keep writing. 
          
Literary agents are human, it must be remembered, even if 
some of the responses that wind up in our emails oppose 
that thought. They are overworked and overtired in many 
cases, as writers are passionate about their work and frus-
trated by the seeming mendacity of the system. Why does 
one book get published when yours does not? If I knew the 
answer, I could write a book. 
             
Part of the answer lies in the following of trends, rightfully so, 
but trends are called trends for a reason and like anything, 
they have an expiration date. The problem with media is that 
whether it is book publishing, movies, TV or even newspa-
pers, they tend to run a trend tirelessly into the ground. Pub-
lishers should be on the lookout for the next good book, 
rather than the next good book on vampires or zombies or 
whatever the case. 
            
Agents need to work with writers and take chances on good, 
solid writing and not worry about industry trends. Easier said 
than done from this vantage point, obviously. But the read-
ing public is intellectual enough to know what is good and 
what is just a trend. Trends may sell books but also keep 
others away. Literary agents need to read and not read only 
the bottom line when it comes to novels. Trendy book end 
up being trendy dust-collectors in the long run and the less 
books the publishers have to buy back. There are many 
talented writers out there who need to be read and read 
widely. If I had any advice, it would be this: Curb your Cer-
berus. If the publishing world does, there will be less shit to 
pick up for everyone in the end. 
 

fini  

Dear Jenifer 
 
Being an agony aunt gives you access to information not 
available to the average joe. We have access to CIA files and 
the Queens bathroom, we even sit in on the smoke house 
when the next Pope shuffles in. Some questions are beyond 
even the wise head of this old gal. Fortunately, not these of-
ten asked ones.  
 
Is there a God? Yes, but not in the form portrayed by the 
church. Think of the world as a giant meat packing factory. As 
long as the production line runs smoothly and the right ingre-
dients are included, then you have sausage after beautiful 
sausage. Then imagine that you get sick of sausages and 
you want to make lasagna, only you have no recipe, so you 
start experimenting. You get some creamy and scrumptious, 
but some are chewy and bitter. Ok, so in fact this isn't a meta-
phor, God actually runs a meat packing factory in Ireland, 
which is manned by Brazillian immigrants.  
 
God, thanks to excellent health insurance, has switched sex 
countless times, according to which of the sexes has the best 
fashion at the time. During the 60's She could be seen sport-
ing sparkly hotpants through the streets of Detroit, London, 
and Milan; whereas in the 80's, He strolled through Wall 
Street in sharp pinstripe.  
 
God, as has been well publicized, is an omnipotent being. 
However, after learning from experience, He is no longer an 
interventionist. One of the earliest tales of God interfering 
involved a carpenter, and his wife Mary. At the time, God was 
running a successful furniture store and was churning out 
some of the best mangers, stables, and crosses available on 
the market.  
 
After an office party one night, God had got to talking to Mary 
who (having had a few too many glasses of the local gut rot) 
had confessed to God that she wished she'd married some-
one more successful. One thing led to another and before 
you knew it Mary was declaring the immaculate conception. 
Later, God would tell Lucifer over a few whiskeys that per-
haps crucifying his love child was a bit of an extreme cover 
up. However, being a lover of chocolate, this was soon com-
pensated for. He had a good laugh with Buddha over the 
flaws of karma! 
 
Is a bean flicking a sin? Technically yes, but as with English 
Law, whereby it is still legal to shoot a Welshman if within 100 
yards of a yew tree, the laws of God just haven't been up-
dated. God has been in discussions with Dan Brown over a 
21st Century bible, but there are still some disagreements 
over whether Brown's version is believable.  
 
So all in all, just think of God as a hermaphrodite entrepre-
neur who sees everything yet does nothing whilst knocking  
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one out to trashy fiction. 
 
Hope that answers your questions my young Jenifer 
 
Mary 

 
Dear Mary: 
 
Why are there so many lesbians and goatees and berets in 
Poetry?  
 
http://menwholooklikeoldlesbians.blogspot.com/  
 
- -  
Okay, 
Father Luke 
 
Dear Father Luke 
 
The most common thought on this is that some of those so-
called ‘beatniks’ ripped off the style of a trumpeter, who was 
tooting around San Francisco at the time. Over the years 
each generation of new ‘poets’ copied this look, as they 
thought it covered up their lack of talent and gave them entry 
to girls panties. The lesbian movement soon caught onto this 
and began disguising themselves as ‘beat poets’, and with 
the aid of vast quantities of cheap red wine, they managed to 
liberate thousands of women from the penis.  
 
In 1992, however, it was discovered that in fact this ‘style’ 
was a way of communist spies distinguishing each other in a 
crowd. The Russian government in the 1950’s planned to 
defeat the West by reducing its American enemy to a country 
of illiterate sexual deviants. So successful were some of its 
spies that the scrawlings of Comrades Vladamir Ginsberg, 
Roman Kerouac and Willem Burroughs are still to this day 
held up as modern masterpieces. Their more subtle introduc-
tion of lesbianism into American society pales in comparison 
to North Korea’s recent sexual-subversion attempts, with the 
introduction of Comrade (Ko Pi) Ellen into mainstream Ameri-
can TV. 
 
Therefore, in answer to your question, there are so many 
goatees, berets and lesbians due to communism.  
 
Best wishes 
Mary 
 
 
Dear Mary, 
 
Whenever I cook for my boyfriend, the portions on each plate 
are always inevitably uneven: one plate always has more. I 
always take the one with more food. Always.  
 
Is this really love? 
 
 
 

Dear Astronacht 
 
Usually I would say no, but having seen your boyfriend rolling 
around on google earth last night, I think you are restricting 
his diet as an act of love, albeit subconsciously. 
 
Eat away my friend 
 
Best wishes  
Mary 

 
Dear Mary, 
My beretta's jammed and I'm here without a passport. Should 
I open another bottle of dry red? 
 
Ciao, 
BobbyG 
 

Dear BobbyG 
 
Your situation reminds me of one I once found myself in. A 
large Greek was trying to force himself on me but he couldn't 
get an erection. He found that a good glass of Cabernet Sau-
vignon did the trick.  
 
Hope it works for you 
 
Best wishes 
 
Mary 

 

fini  
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Disclaimer 

All the images and visual representations contained in this newsletter have been retrieved from 

the public domain of www.google.com, for the sole reason of entertainment.  

 

LiteraryMary is owned and run by Jenifer Wills and Father Luke. The aim is to further the 

creative potential of all those involved and continue to build its network both as a team and a 

literary giant.  

 

We strongly encourage support for our cause in any way possible. Any form of plagiarism is 

strongly condemned.  

 

URL: www.literarymary.com 


