
 
To the Buzzards From Sector Z824-29,  
 
As all the Zorkans on Plorton 8 would say, “Greetings and stilk blog bleetle!  
 

Now, to be certain, I am sitting here at 2 a.m. writing this letter over a bottle of scotch 
and digging into an increasingly decreasing pack of Pall Malls wondering what on Earth or any 
other planet I can say to convince you to choose this boy.  
            You see, as far as anyone can tell, the boy is not fabulously well-to-do.  In fact, as many 
who follow their passions understand, his bank account is in constant peril.  This is not because 
he is a vagrant in any dark sense of the word, rather, he has sacrificed the wealth that most in 
such a society would commit atrocities to obtain in order to learn more about himself and the 
world.  While most children dream of becoming cowboys and astronauts (many of whom turn 
into stock brokers and warlords), he always envisioned himself growing up to be a “struggling 
artist” –a goal in which he has succeeded.  The sad, rational reason to this is that the things he 
enjoys doing for a living have always had an inverse relationship with the amount of money he 
receives for them.  This relationship is illustrated in the graph below.  I call this the Income to 
Interest Line.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
As you can see, the more enjoyment he gets, the less money he makes.   
So it goes.  
 
              Now, the thing about Chad is he’s a damned fool—a realist, certainly, but a fool, 
nonetheless.  His brain synapses are strikingly full of electronic information in the form of grand 
or elaborate ideas.  That is to say, he is what humans living in the United States of America 
would call “a dreamer.”  This trait of his has always puzzled me when I think about his pursuit 
for a career in the arts.  He should know by now that no one cares about the arts on this planet 
anymore (and they won't again until the year 2052 after the culmination of the second Hack 
Attack Wars). So, why would anyone pursue such a fool’s errand?  I’ve tried to tell him that 
those bastards are just going to tear him down with bullshit and make all of his dreams colorless.  
But in true Chadwallinian form and using my own words against me, he simply responded, “So it 
goes.”  I suppose this is how I know he is up for the challenge.  His work ethic is directly related 
to the amount of negative outside input and barriers he is presented.  That is to say, the more 
people say he can’t do something, the harder he works to achieve it.  Here's what that chart looks 
like if you don’t believe me: 
 
 
 
 



When he asked me to write this letter he had inquired about the elusive nature of truth 
and if there was any validity in such a pursuit.  I promptly assured him, “There is no such thing 
as truth, but you have to seek it anyway.”  I know he understands this miserable paradigm.  
 
            Though he sometimes lives in a world of self-deprecation and will exclaim to himself 
with thunderous insanity and joy, “Damn it, this is not good enough!  Do better, you bastard!” I 
assured him that under the right guidance, he could become a writer—professionally speaking.  
And after I sat and talked with him about what it means to be a writer and spoke about a bunch 
of other made up explanations and definitions we put on people, places and things that are all 
essentially verbs posing as nouns—molecularly speaking—we both broke out in a round of the 
classic writer’s hymn: 
 
“Zarba doo, thip wazoo.  
Stuck inside a writer zoo 
Brain to page and blue on blue 
Zarba doo, dick shampoo.” 
 
             After we finished and started putting the night to an end, and as he walked to the door 
feeling half dejected and half hopeful, he sang to himself softly The Song of the Underemployed: 
 
“Shingle dingle, la dee da 
All I wants an honest job 
Break both my hands for just a chance 
Christian mingle, dee da la.” 
 
            And with that, there’s nothing else I can say.  From here on out, he will have to rely on 
his own merit.  I do hope it works out for the lad but as I told him, the world is full of despair and 
bullshit and we must fail as often as possible in order to see the humor in any steamy pile we fall 
into.   
 
                                                          God Bless You All!!!! 
 
 
 


