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l e t t e r  t o  t h e  r e a d e r s

Hello readers & fellow denizens

from, 
ALRIGHT GARBAGE

You’ve found yourself, if just for a second, in possession 

of a something that we hope will take you on a journey of 

artistic expression. 

Follow the pendulum swing away from the arduous toil of 

things that don’t matter and explore the world created for 

you between the pages. We’re pressure by our digital 

presence proding us to adhere to imaginary structure, 

censoring our expression and forcing our creativity to 

conform to what it isn’t. 

In a panicked effort to construct an asylum of escapism 

I give you ALRIGHT GARBAGE. So please enjoy, relax 

discover and when you’re finished pass it along. Everyone 

needs an escape. 

alright garbage 2



photography by: ABDM Studio
model: Bryan Justin of MP Management 





e d i to r i a l s p r i n g 2019

5 alright garbage





8-BALL & MJG “MR. BIG”

i l lu s t r at i o n s p r i n g 2019

7 alright garbage



8-BALL & MJG “MR. BIG”

i l lu s t r at i o ns p r i n g 2019

alright garbage 8



THE BUTT
SERIES

by

featuring 

Nicole Hernandez

Danella Chapella



alright garbage 10

i l lu s t r at i o ns p r i n g 2019







e d i to r i a l s p r i n g 2019





i l lu s t r at i o n s p r i n g 2019

15 alright garbage



i l lu s t r at i o ns p r i n g 2019

alright garbage 16



finger. It was a long blonde strand stretching 
from the blunt straighter than Aida’s coils. 
Mackenzie. 
Mackenzie was herself. She didn’t play music, 
music played. Her place was always jam-
packed with sorority sisters, frat brothers, 
pledges and everyone else lining the walls and 
crowding the center holding plastic red cups 
that never seemed full enough. The first time 
they were introduced was the first time they 
happened. By 3 am her mascara was running 
and the flirting had grown stale.
He couldn’t see shit in her room but he felt her 
legs around him pulling his waists to her. She 
held him there against her body that never 
moved under his.
It made him feel like the center and this made 
him nervous. He felt the room caving in as 
sweat gathered under his skin, around his 
temples, in his back.
He was embarrassed and he couldn’t shake 
the reason. No one was there but her and, 
even then.... well shit, she hardly moved.
He watched her lips shudder as the bottom 

He didn’t really care what song 
played long as she got off on it. 
If he really admitted anything 
to himself he’d probably start 
there. He loved fucking to 

these goddamn songs. Where niggas gelled 
down their baby hair just to tell a bitch they 
loved her. The shit was funny to him. It was 
either those fools or the other dickheads play-
ing the saxophone in Steve Harvey suits and 
nutass haircuts. But there were parts of it he 
hated: the tradition, the ceremony of it all. He 
knew she wanted him to flirt back some more, 
say something cute and witty, but he wasn’t 
either of those niggas. The part where I come 
back to you. Fuck is that. 
He wasn’t sure if she even liked these songs or 
if she listened to them just to prove something. 
He watched Aida’s bare feet glide from her 
kitchen to the barstool and finally towards 
him. He felt nothing. The ice cold Modelo 
she’d handed him when he walked in was now 
settling in his stomach. If anything, he felt its 
warmth and then a soft brushing against his 
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one fell slightly open. A sense of shock sifted 
through her and he felt it. He floated back to 
the cave of her mouth pressing his against 
hers but held his tongue from passing the edge 
of his teeth. 
No matter how deep inside he already was. 
“You like this shit don’t you?” Mackenzie slurs 
into his ear. “Yeah?...” he didn’t know what else 
to say so he asked.
Words poured out of every stroke of his body 
except his mouth. 
“Give it to me. Fucking give me that fucking....” 
Her voice drifted into an abyss of moans pull-
ing his waists along with it then returned like a 
boomerang, 
“...big dick.” He pressed deeper into her like 
something wanted to get out of him. Like a 
name was called. 
The music outside of her bedroom seemed to 
pound against her walls like it was trying to 
reach him. Mackenzie buried her teeth in his 
chest and he let out a groan from, what felt 
like, a wilderness in his gut. 
Her body shakily curled into his while her 
thighs loosened on his waist. He laughed a 
little and heard her do the same in response 
against his chest before climbing out from 
under him. He watched as she grew lighter in 
the dark as he seeped into the night. The next 
morning he woke up to blonde wisps of hair 
stringing from his pelvis and his wool beanie. 
He threw the shit out soon as the dry brisk air 
moistened his eyes. 
Aida leans across him to turn on her bluetooth 
speaker and begins searching through her 
phone. 
“Mhm, just love giving me a hard time.” she 
says running the words over her tongue like 
a comb through hair. Pulling the rest of the 
strand out of from under the crumbs, he flings 
it without watching for its landing. Holding 
the blunt above the flame he glides his lighter 
across its length until it stiffened under the 

heat.
 “Yeah, and what would this be without a hard 
time.” He leans back grabbing his crotch as 
a smile intertwines with a frown on her face. 
He didn’t want this to get romantic, just to the 
point. And she liked that about him the most, 
he came when everyone else could fall asleep. 
She called it, “those hours” and those was 
adjective enough. “It’d be a good time.” “Those 
are hard times.” He responds, glancing over at 
her before bringing the blunt to his mouth, she 
cups her hands around the tip as he sparks 
it. She always did this even when they were 
inside or even outside and there was no threat-
ening wind. He thought it was cute. 
No one else ever did that. 
“Who says they always have to be?” 
“Who says a time is good if it ain’t hard?” he 
gestures to his crotch. “Science don’t.”
 “I don’t think I would be here if I didn’t think 
you were cute before that thing was even a 
topic.” 
“That your way of saying happy birthday?” “It’s 
my way of saying you don’t know how to get 
older.” 
“Ah, so good genes.”
 “Okay, yeah sure, go for it, Pharrell.”
 “Sarcasm’s a birthday cake these days huh.” 
He responds to the top of her head. She says 
all of this while looking at her phone. He re-
alizes this and leans back. Spreading his legs 
out and covering more space to reach hers he 
expects at least a glance. She doesn’t. 
Why the fuck am I here then. 
She could be responding to comments on 
Instagram, stalking exes on Facebook, live 
tweeting this exchange.
“Is it ever about Q?” He freezes.
But for a small moment not long enough to be 
noticed. Was she looking at him?
“What the fuck about him?”
 “Your attitude. Is it ever about Q?” 
Everything in his back tenses up and, fuck, it 
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feels like Mackenzie’s room again. Someone 
pounding on her walls. He takes a long drag 
from the blunt and stifles a cough by holding a 
fist to his chest. What the fuck was she doing 
asking this before fucking? 
Or was this a talking night? Did he come here 
to talk? Did he have signals that she knew 
better than he did? Why the fuck did she bring 
him up? 
“So, we doing the talking shit today?” He asks, 
trying to release the tension he adds, “This 
that Erykah Badu foreplay shit...” Something 
in him hardened under the weight of her shitty 
question.
“Would it hurt to do it more often?”
“Do what?” 
“The talking thing.” she responds matter of 
factly, her words dusting residual ash off the 
end of the blunt. 
“You can fuck me, you should be able to talk 
to me, too...” then her tone softens like wine to 
water, 
“..about things, personal things.” He wanted 
to snatch the phone from her hands. Was she 
looking at him? 
“It’s not fuckin’ personal.” He snaps. He didn’t 
want her confusing him for him. He wasn’t 
him. 
“We’ve known each other for years, real-
ly. Years.” She tugs at her hair, her fingers 
wrapped in spirals. 
“So I know things....” she repeats glancing 
over at him, “that other people might not know 
about you and....I’m just saying, you might not 
have a lot of people you can talk to about...” 
Her lips curl around perfect teeth with words 
stuck between them like she was tired of trying 
to find their dignified order. She was beautiful 
and it drove him nuts. He couldn’t tell what 
to do. It was between the door or her thighs. 
Make an entrance or an exit. She’s holding his 
eyes in hers while sliding her fingers across 
his. Whatever had hardened in him softened 

and not in a beautiful way. The shit felt like a 
numbing ache buried in his chest, a boulder at 
the bottom of the sea. Not to be moved tonight. 
But, it was his birthday and he needed to be 
inside of something. 
“Then why you worried about shit like that?” 
“Is it really just shit like that?” 
“Yeah, shit like that!” He felt his voice rise 
before he heard it leaving his chest. By then it’s 
too late to catch things like volume and coat it 
in something sweeter like diplomacy or humor. 
Shit like that was his older brother. The beard-
less version of himself. Covered in foundation 
and glitter. Shit like that was this fuck inviting 
he and his mother to that dingy apartment in 
Brooklyn for dinner. Telling them he’d officially 
transitioned to Quiana now. His brother was 
no longer Q, short for Quentin. Or he never 
was Quentin. He thought of Q lunging at him 
closing the distance that shit like words and 
volume had forged between them. Q’s nails 
closed around his neck. Open welts looked 
back at him against a gray blood stained 
steering wheel the entire ride home. That was 
a year ago today. Now he lives in the wind 
inspiring white liberals on book tours. Before 
this, of course, he graduates from Columbia. 
After that, he travels the world for two years. 
Comes back and they’re in this kitchen where 
the air holds tension the same way a hospital 
waiting room does. He’s holding his book up 
to them and shows the dedication page that 
reads “ for my baby brother.” He publishes My 
Brother’s Keeper, a New York Times Best-
sellers memoir, written about masculinity and 
its many rainbows or whatever the fuck. Shit 
like that. Thank God, he left school before Q 
could reach his campus. 
But Quiana couldn’t do anything about those 
hands, thickened by their father. Transitioned, 
but still there. He said this in Q’s rugged kitch-
en over gumbo and Coronas. Finished the rest 
of his bottle as he watched his older brother’s 
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scowl return like the prodigal son on that sur-
gery-ridden face. He thought of Q sweeping the 
debris on the kitchen on the floor as the door 
closed behind him. Might change the world but 
can’t do shit about the blood running through 
your own damn veins. A boulder in the sea. 
What a bitch. He couldn’t find the words so he 
laughed. 
“Even the sun goes down heroes eventually die 
/Horoscopes often lie and sometimes “why...” 
Aida finally chose a song.
 “I worry about shit like that cause I worry 
about you.” She breaks into his thoughts like 
an alarm clock. He thought of their music 
video that would play those mornings before 
he left for school coming up. 
“Not even worry, just wonder.” Aida repeats 
re-tracing the track of her words to a more 
distant source. “Why worry about me and not 
him?” He’d watch Andre 3000’s hair swnging 
from side to side still pressed against his scalp 
as his hips swayed. He’d pause to lean over, his 
face coming inches to crowd of women, “lend 
me some shuga, I am ya neighbah.” And the 
bitches all went fucking nuts. What a fucking 
world.
 “Tell you what. All that worry you got for me 
should go to hi-” 
“Her.” 
Aida’s chestnut eyes catch his like she’s 
shocked she even corrected him, but she 
wouldn’t dare help it or stop it. 
“You mean her.” she repeats again, sure and 
refusing, her eyes sinking into his. 
Every part of his body wants to lay burdens 
here. Every part of his mind wants to pick 
every thing up and leave. 
She quickly shuffles the blunt to him and 
slowly covers his hands with hers, holding her 
eyes there as well. 
“Nothin’ is for sure nothin’ is for certain, 
nothin’ lasts forever/But until they close the 
curtain.” 

He wanted to fold himself into her. Say sorry 
to a crowded room. Drown at the bottom of 
the bottle rather than wake up with it on his 
chest. He wanted to tell her how awful this shit 
was. This fucking horrible shit. From over here 
on this dead-end side. 
He takes a long drag from the blunt before 
tossing it in the candle cylinder where a flame 
used to be. The shit he couldn’t do made him 
feel endless. So he leans forward, parts her 
lips with his and exhales a straggling line of 
smoke in her mouth while sliding his tongue 
across hers, feeling all the warmth rushing 
back in a wave. 
He gently pulls her on top of him as her face 
re-appears from behind the white veil between 
them. 
She lingers over him, as the room fades into a 
dark halo behind her. 
Later that night, his legs were tangled in Aida’s 
as her breasts rose and fell in this off-beat 
rhythm. 
He wondered if some other man watched Q, 
aching to be inside, returning to leave again. It 
all made him sick What time zone was he not 
a brother in tonight? 
He wondered if Q ever used that bit about his 
hands.
He smiled until he stared into his own pair, 
whatever could be made of them in the dark. 
Watching the smoke from his cigarette glide 
over the brown M-shape in the middle, he 
slowly places the one closest to Aida over her 
her behind poking out from under her robe. 
The ceiling fan circulates above his head, slow-
ly turning, like time. 
He asks, in no volume, what the fuck was 
missing from his palms. n
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