What began with a simple sidewalk musing, has, over the last year or so,
whipped up a veritable hurricane of aesthetic detritus that has done irreparable damage to the collective fashion, art, music, political, socioeconomic
and individual landscape. Now you’re asking, The icecreamist, didn’t you
alone, sans outside inspiration, unleash this world-beating behemoth not
two years ago? Shouldn’t you be proud of its cultural dominance? Flattered
even? To that, I can only respond with an emphatic “No!”
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nance? Flattered even? To that, I can only respond
with an emphatic “No!”
You see, as you know, a fashionable life is led with a
copy of the icecreamist always within reach. Though
I fear my swagger jackers have been taking their licks
from the amorphous and unsatisfying melted remains
dripping from the very sidewalk above which the lifestyle was born, and not from its cold fresh pure pages.
Therefore, I present to you, the loyal insider, the real.
Which is indeed back.
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In this new feature, the icecreamist herself interviews a relevant person of her choosing. Here, she
speaks with a teenager named Emma. Remember,
we can all learn from each other.
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TRINIDAD JAMES took off his heavily shaded Dior
sunglasses. Actually, he wasn’t entirely sure they were really
Dior. Did they even make sunglasses? He thought they probably
did. Oh well, Trinidad blinked a few times to clear his head and
took out his flip phone. For all his supposed love of Apple products, he just couldn’t shake his obsession with how goddamn
cool his Razr looked. I mean, sure, it barely stayed charged for
more than an hour these days. But, like, was he ever so far away
from an outlet? No, Trinidad grinned to himself, No I certainly
am not. He played a few games of Snake every day. “It’s the
simple things in life that mean the most,” he always told his
friends.

A
SIMPLE
MAN

Despite his sudden rise to moderate fame, Trinidad was lonely.
Everything was lonely these days. Sure, his career was taking
off and he didn’t really have a complaint, but, like, there were
only so many video shoots. He really did love those. They tired
him out, but how could he bitch about it? HOW? He had everything he’d ever wanted. Everything, that is, besides the sweetheart he’d always dreamed of. “Yeah, I know, I know,” he’d
probably tell his friends (if they ever asked him about anything
but the latest winged shoes). “I know I talk about all my hoes
and gold, and like, I have always had the hustle––gals included!––but I’ve always had my eyes out for the one. Seriously, let
me tell you something about myself, because you and the horse
you rode in on don’t know me.”
He always felt he was a romantic at heart. But something had always held him back from finding Mrs. Right. He’d spent many
a tearful night in front of his bathroom mirror, baring his teeth,
shaming himself to sleep on the cold, cracked tile floor. That’s
how his parents would find him, corpselike, slumped against
the cabinet half naked. It was always obvious he’d been up half
the night crying, but they never mentioned it. They were very
supportive of him. Every morning after such an episode, they’d
greet him with French toast (his favorite breakfast) and a heaping fruit bowl. Trinidad would play along and pretend he didn’t
know what they were up to. But with every bite he took he could
feel the syrup and breading and juices squishing beneath and

between his horribly, horribly misshapen canines. However, since he’d
moved away from home in pursuit of his fortunes and art, Trinidad had had
to learn to deal with his glaring deformity all on his own.

tention. He could feel his teeth spreading even further in the wrong directions. Brenda would never love him. Brenda couldn’t possibly love
such a monster, a veritable Caliban, doomed to a life of sub-humanity.

“Hey, Trin. It’s Brenda again. Had a lot of fun with you last weekend,
where’d you go? Anyways, call me back. Don’t be a stranger. Again, it’s
Brenda.” Trinidad gazed at his answering machine. He wished he could
believe anything Brenda was saying. She’d left three voicemails for him
in the last week. They’d met a few months earlier through a mutual friend
and had hit it off right away. Trinidad was legitimately excited about a girl
for the first time, without even realizing it. He liked seeing Brenda. He
felt at ease around her. They liked the same things. More importantly they
hated the same things. Trinidad was so caught up in feeling accepted and
relatable and generally positive, that he hadn’t really even noticed he was
falling for her. Not until last weekend anyway. They’d just been sitting in
a booth at some bar; just sitting, talking, joking about the people walking
past. Nothing had been out of the ordinary until Brenda leaned her head on
his shoulder. It wasn’t even affectionate, more of a necessity really. They’d
just seen Meyhem Lauren get stuck between a pair of pool tables and it
took Action Bronson and A$AP Twelvy to pull him out. Trinidad and
Brenda were delirious with laughter. Meyhem blushed fatly and waddled
out of the bar, his face in his meaty hands, Action behind him, desperately
trying to console the big guy. Trinidad was down to a chuckle when he
noticed Brenda’s hair tickling his neck. He took a deep breath and, for the
first time, realized how nice she smelled. He looked down at her (it felt like
slow motion) and it just so happened that she was looking up at him. Their
eyes met. Trinidad’s lips parted just a little. Suddenly, his Razr buzzed and
the spell was broken. Brenda’s head shot up and she sipped her drink vigorously while Trinidad fumbled for his phone. It was Kendrick. Trinidad
didn’t take the time to text him back. To be honest, he could barely think
straight. He saw the desperate attention Brenda was paying to her straw and
clumsily pretended to type something. They left about an hour later. Things
had changed.

Trinidad James was almost finished. The chair’s legs were sawed down
to their last possible centimeter of weight-bearing potential. He teetered
on the seat. His bare feet, slipped a little, but he kept his balance. The
rope felt rough around his neck. He sighed. His gold was piled a few feet
away. It shone in the early morning light and gave the cream colored
carpet an expensive hue. Once the sun gets a little higher that’ll fade
too. Trinidad felt nostalgic, but not altogether sad. He could still taste the
blood in his mouth, even though he’d stopped tonguing the holes where
his front teeth had once been hours ago. It didn’t hurt so much. The chair
creaked and he knew it wouldn’t be long now. All the better, he thought.
His parents got up pretty early and he didn’t want them to be able to get
here in time. Brenda sleeps in. She’ll miss the whole procedure. They’ll
have probably cleared me out by then. She wouldn’t even get the teeth
for another few days. He used the last of his gold paint on them. He’d included his Razr in her package as well. I wonder if she’ll cry. I wonder if
she’ll even understand…had she even seen my teeth? She must’ve, right?
Wait…she must’ve. And she still wanted to see me ag…

As he stared at the blinking red light on his answering machine, Trinidad
was still grasping for some solution. I know this is what I’ve been wanting, he thought. I’ve always wanted a girlfriend. It was probably nothing
though. Just a stupid misunderstanding. He didn’t call her back. He played
a few more games of snake and fantasized about gilded Macbooks. Everything’s better gilded. That way nothing ever loses its sheen. He finally
texted Kendrick back. It was something innocuous. He wasn’t paying at-

Soft morning sunbeams soaked the walls in a deep, regal yellow. Sirens
pierced the air outside, but inside the house it was simply quiet, save the
muted Madden theme music looping from an old, aureate GameCube.
No mo, no mo, no mo.

THE END
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