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We pretend the past is finished.

It isn’t.

Every civilization is built twice: first in imagination, then in brick, steel, memory, and habit.

Long before someone built the first rocket, someone imagined leaving the Earth. Before computers became ordinary, science fiction had already populated them with ghosts, companions, and tyrants. Every generation inherits the dreams and nightmares of the last, revises them, and quietly hands them to the next.

Maybe that’s how the future is made.

Not all at once, but story by story.

I’ve never believed ideas arrive in neat outlines. They appear as fragments—a sentence copied into a notebook, a forgotten paperback found on a dusty shelf, a late-night conversation, a strange headline, a melody that refuses to leave, an image from a dream. Most remain fragments. Every so often, though, they begin finding one another.

That’s the part I can’t explain.

Ideas separated by decades suddenly seem to be having the same conversation. A forgotten invention echoes a modern technology. An old myth returns disguised as tomorrow’s headline. Fiction quietly slips into history, while history begins sounding suspiciously like fiction.

Coincidence is a comfortable explanation.

It’s also the least interesting one.

We tend to think of creativity as something decorative—something we do after the important work is finished. But what if creativity is one of the ways reality changes? Not through miracles, but through the slow accumulation of symbols, stories, inventions, and questions that reshape what people believe is possible.

Every city began as an idea.

Every movement began as a conversation.

Every invention began as an impossible thought someone refused to abandon.

Art doesn’t simply describe the world. It proposes versions of it. Most disappear. A few survive. The survivors become culture, and culture eventually becomes the ordinary landscape we mistake for reality.

Maybe that’s why old magazines still matter.

Not because they predicted the future, but because they helped imagine it.

Yellow Matter Custard is built on that possibility.

Inside these pages you’ll find stories, essays, reviews, curiosities, forgotten corners of popular culture, strange technologies, and ideas that refuse to stay in the decade they came from. Read them in order if you like. Or don’t. Wander. Follow the thread that catches your attention and see where it leads.

Every issue begins as a collection of unrelated things.

Every issue ends as something else.

We’ll see what this one becomes.

— Scott Romero
Editor
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Secondhand Speedos And Other Things You Find At The Dump
George Bradbury 
It had been quite a fall. One minute Walt was standing along the Columbia River, trying to get a picture of a variegated fern with dew glistening on the fronds. The next minute, he felt the sand and clay rolling under his feet, and his 35mm Pentax camera flying from his neck. He thudded into the soft river sand. His 35mm Pentax camera, the one Alex had given him the day before he died, was smashed next to him. He passed out remembering the inscription: Life is for the living. 
Now he felt prickly leather under his hands. He ran his index finger along a seam in the leather. Walt looked down at his hands, and then his feet. He was sitting in a beaten-up recliner. He looked up. He was now staring into the eyes of a... he wasn’t sure what. It was big and hairy. Not just in need of a haircut and shave hairy; its entire body was covered in brown, matted hair - like a living shag rug from a 70’s make-out van.

He thought he was still dizzy from the fall, still confused. That made more sense than what he was seeing. That made more sense than the thing staring at him. The thing grimacing at him.

Walt stretched a little as he took in his surroundings. He was in a large cave, maybe a giant, hollow tree trunk, he couldn’t be sure. Light shone in from the ceiling, filtering its way down through branches or roots, casting jagged spirals and swirls on the wall.

Across from the recliner was a wobbly couch in a beige and red floral print. He thought he remembered his grandfather having a tie in the same print in the late 60’s. Next to the couch a creature sat in an oversized rocker obviously cobbled together from several other rockers.

The creature was huge, twelve feet tall, dwarfing the rocker. The rocker’s faded and splintering wood creaked under the creature’s enormous weight. The creature began to speak,“I’m glad to see you’re okay. We weren’t sure you’d wake up right away, Mr...” It paused, not knowing what to call its battered house guest.

“My name is Walt, Walt Whitman.” It wasn’t. It was Jackie Rivera. It also wasn't Jackie Rivera. The creature let out a musical yowl followed by a few quick clicks and finished with a hiss.

Jackie Rivera had been his famous name, the name he left after The Second Hand Speedos imploded, after Alex Rock, their front man, had overdosed on fame and Crossroads Tar. Before he was Jackie Rivera, he was Tommy Falkinburg, the fat kid from the trailer just outside of Hugo, Oklahoma. Now he was Walt Whitman, a character of his own creation, running away from his previous creation. 

The creature extended its hand with as warm of a smile as it could muster. Smiling was not a natural act for it. Its kind saw smiling, especially with teeth, to be the height of aggressive behavior. Ages ago The Great War had started simply because a young one smiled at an elder. Over half their species was wiped out, and the survivors from each side have never spoken to each other since.

Over time, they watched TV commercials where everyone smiled and no fights broke out: quite the opposite, everyone seemed happy.  Still, even if the TV said smiling was good, it was considered just plain rude to smile. 

“Good to meet you, Mr. Whitman.” It curled its top lip up, contortedly, showing its gums, causing its nose to twitch. “You aren't scared?”

“Why would I be?  You seem like a perfectly decent fellow, or Bigfoot.”

Walt wasn’t scared. He was stunned, or in shock. He also wondered if the fall had loosened some long-forgotten Borealis Moon drops from his spinal column. Jackie had eaten Borealis Moon drops like candy.

“Do you prefer Sasquatch?” Walt extended his hand, not wanting to be rude, but also wondering if this was going to be a tactile flashback.

“Does it matter?” Usually when it saw people they ran away or threw rocks at him. Every so often one would shoot at him. He preferred the ones who ran away, at least he got a good chuckle — they looked ridiculous with their arms flailing. Once, one even wet himself. He normally didn’t condone scatalogical humor, too low brow, but he appreciated that he’d literally scared the piss out of someone. 

He liked this fellow Whitman, polite, friendly, and not afraid, plus he had decent camera equipment. Whitman would do nicely.

“I think we should call everyone by their preferred name,” Walt said.

“Do all of your people feel that way? We've spent several years learning about your people, but we can learn only so much from the television, and what we read at the dump. By the way, why do you throw so much stuff away? The people we used to see, the ones with the lovely nose rings, they used everything. Not much in their dump.” The Chinook, the people with the nose rings, never threw rocks at him, or ran away, they just waved and went on about their business harvesting berries or fishing.

“That’s one of the big questions we’ve just started asking ourselves. You knew the Nez Perce? Are you immortal?” Walt had never met an immortal before. A few legends (hell, Jackie had even opened for Bowie back in the day,) but an immortal was something new, even for him.

“No,” He rocked slightly as he chuckled, mostly to himself. “We just live a very long time. To be immortal you’d have to be Elvis, or maybe Marilyn Monroe.” He looked over his left shoulder. “Honey, how is that tea coming? I’m sure our guest could use some refreshment, he had quite the fall.”

“It’ll be done in a minute. The kettle hasn’t whistled yet. I swear, you are getting so impatient in your old age.”  

He nodded to his guest. “I have. She’s right. A few hundred years ago I could sit for days, literally days, just watching fish in the river. Now, I can barely watch a half-hour sitcom before I get fidgety.” 

Walt smiled politely. He didn’t watch TV. He didn’t own a TV. He owned his camera gear, his record collection, and his truck with a trailer. He liked to live lightly. Too many possessions tied you down and made you want more.

Behind the creature was a bookcase and a doorway to the kitchen, Walt assumed. Each shelf on the bookcase was filled with carefully placed nicknacks. A porcelain pig here, a crystal cat there - everything slightly chipped and worn. On the very top shelf were several records leaning against the wall. Walt could see the cover of the one closest to him. Don’t Eat the Ethiopian Goat, by the Second Hand Speedos. Normally only hipsters and Little Steven had that album.

He loved that album. He also hated it. It had made them famous. Being famous killed Alex, and that killed Jackie.

Fitting. At the dump. Someone threw it away.

Alex and Jackie had thrown their lives away. Searching for something. Walt couldn’t remember what. He didn’t want to remember what. Jackie knew, but Walt, Walt just wanted to forget and be forgotten.

He snapped out of it, scanning the room. He hadn’t paid much attention to the doorway to the left of the bookshelf before, but who could blame him? It’s not every day you get to meet Bigfoot. Now that he really looked at the doorway, he noticed the smell of boiling pine needles with a hint of raw honey and lemon wafting from it. “You never did answer the question— Bigfoot, Sasquatch, or something else. What should I call you?”

“Steve, my name is Steve...” The creature looked toward the ceiling, thinking. “Or at least I think that’s how it translates to English. In our language, it’s said,” he let out a musical yowl followed by a few quick clicks and finished with a hiss.

“Nice to meet you, Steve,” Jackie said, extending his hand again.

Steve slapped his knee quickly. “Where are my manners, Walt? That’s my wife Wanda in the kitchen making tea,” he said gesturing past the bookcase.

Steve rocked quickly in his chair. “So, um, look Walt, I need a favor. Well, actually, Wanda and I need your help.”

Need my help? So many tragic stories started with that line. What a shame. He was just starting to like Steve. He was pretty certain now that Steve wasn’t a flashback.

“Wanda and I want to leave the woods.” 

“Why would you want to give this up?” Walt looked around the living room. While the furnishings were modest, and he was sure it got drafty in the winter, he couldn’t figure out why Steve would want to leave.

“It’s not as idealistic as you might think.” Steve tried smiling again. He felt very successful, because Walt smiled back. 

Walt thought Steve’s smile reminded him of the cracked egg in a Dali painting. He couldn’t remember which painting, only that he and Alex would stare at a print of it for hours after taking Borealis Moon drops.

“I dunno, Steve, there’s not a lot of people. There’s pretty wildlife. How can you leave all this?” Walt asked.

“Yeah, I’m not leaving the wildlife. Wanda is coming with me.”

Walt smiled again, and this made Steve happy. All the hours Steve had practiced his smile were paying off.

“Ha, no, Steve, I meant the ferns and such.” 

Steve furrowed his enormous brow, slightly irritated, “Just because I live in the woods, Walt, doesn't mean I don't understand sarcasm. It also doesn’t mean I can’t make a joke.”

“My apologies. Point taken.”

Steve continued.“It’s a rough life - mosquitoes, the humidity is murder on my hair and, well, I’m tired of using the woods.”

“Using the woods?”

“Yeah, you know, using the woods.” Steve tried shrugging with his shoulders and gesturing what he meant. To Walt it all looked like a complicated muscle spasm.

“No, I’m sorry. I don’t know,” Walt said, shaking his head.

“When I need to go. I want to sit on a chair and read a newspaper. All the squatting and standing by the trees is bad for my knees.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Once, I was close to town and a guy, sitting on his porch drinking out of a paper bag, called me a degenerate and threw a rock at me when I was peeing on a tree. That really confused me.”

“What, being called a degenerate?”

“No, I looked that up in a dictionary.” Steve
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​Four Records Found in the Junk Drawer
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