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Revision, the longest process in putting written material together. 

● I'm Nobody, Nice to Meet You

● Four Walls, No Door
● Paper Cows Issue 2 Version.

[Single sided B&W I'll mail the color one to you if you ask to try it out]

Thank you for showing interest in editing The Reality of Perception issue #2. Sorry it's taken
me so long to pull everything together and get started. What I have here is a manga, poem, and story.

There are a few things you should know to be a good copy editor. A copy editor's task can be
summarized into an easily remembered: "Five C's." With the goal of making the copy clear, correct,
concise, comprehensible, and consistent.

This involves correcting spelling, punctuation, terminology, grammar, and semantic errors.
Fortunately this isn't a research paper. However as a magazine the overall style needs to be related.
Therefore attention needs to be given toward the typescript chosen, as well as the headers, footers, and
anything else that doesn't belong to the story, poem, or comic.

Along with little corrections, make sure the text flows, and that it is sensible, fair, and accurate.
If you notice anything that may provoke legal problems make sure to point it out.

Please give a little review of what you thought about what you read. It'll be nice to hear from
the first to read these.

Take note of the errors you found, by marking on a printout or writing a side email. Marking on
a printout would be the easier option, if you would like for me to send you a hard copy just tell me
where to send it and I'll certainly do so ASAP. When your finished copy editing it, visit me or mail it
to: 5875 S Hickory St, Littleton, CO 80120. Just give me a ring if you're planning on visiting 720-841-
1857.

Thanks again for taking the time to read and critique before this magazine meets the public.

We're still short on poems and stories for issue 2. If you have anything or know someone who
would be interested in submitting please send an email to KaRaTuSe@yahoo.com
 Please keep in mind that all work in this packet should remain confidential until the release of
issue 2. 



I'm Nobody, Nice to Meet You
By: Josh S.

7/10/09

I'm Nobody, Nice to Meet You

Look at my grief

and look at my glee

these are fruits of despondency.

For you look at me daily

yet never see me.

What is my name?

Certainly I'm nobody.

I live in the shadows

where every mind goes.

Living within the petaled rows

of the simple but coveted blue mental rose.

My rose I do with certainty suppose

never yes never outwardly shows,

unless a dear viewer proceeds to transpose

and thus a true friendship grows.

My mind has no body

so what do you see?

Simply flesh and anatomy?

Thus you should not worry.

Never trust what you see.

My physical form lacks reality.

My name is Nobody,

have you ever met me?



Four Walls, No Door
By: Josh S.

Inspired from a story  by Rae M.
6/28/09

Slowly the gears inside my head make their first morning lurch.

Dust and cobwebs unsettled from the reactivation float up into the

air, chased out by the starting of my mind. Daily worries again

return as my consciousness drifts out from sleep. My limbs and body

feel like lead, but still I find myself ordering them to move. As my

joints bend with the slow careful grace of a hammer changing a light

bulb, I wonder why everything is so sore today. My world is still

clouded by my mental haze. I reach to push away my blankets but my

hands feel only air and I realize that I am cold. My comforters had

deserted me, and for some reason I feel alone. Now my hands touch

something different as I push myself from where my mattress should

be, something flat and smooth. Where has my bed gone? Where am I? And

many more questions flood my mind. The haze of my morning lifted by

the fear of unfamiliarity. To my left brown and flat. To my front the

same. To my right still no change. To my back there is a brown flat

wall. Each matched the flat brown floor smooth and slightly soft.

Inside of this barren room I sat alone. Hesitantly my eyes crawled

upwards terrified that there my eyes too would meet brown. 

Pink and orange and purple and crimson and colors I had

forgotten completely, fill my eyes. “Such a beautiful painting.” came

the thought, but no, as my gaze continued this skyward masterpiece

began to change, cycling through colors I remember seeing in my youth



until settling on an ehetrial shade of blue. Had I just witnessed a

sunrise? For a moment longer I sit, waiting for another performance,

hours like minutes pass and I find myself staring out over the walls

at the great glowing circle which only the sun could be. So I realize

only the sky is above me. The great golden rays coat me banishing the

coldness from my bones. 

Because I have nothing, my mind lazes while I watch the sun

cross the sky, interrupted only momentarily by a single fluffy white

cloud, so alone so free. First a bunny now a dragon, and then gone.

Drifted away beyond the walls which hold me here, I despise its

freedom, but find myself thanking it for the companionship it had

imparted to me. Again my mind lulls as I wonder about my situation.

My thoughts return to this peculiar room though it was not long

before everything around me began to darken. Is it night already? 

As I crane my eyes upward, I recognize the shifting forms of

clouds again, however instead of comfort with their arrival, I am

afraid. Dark and sinister, the only words which can describe them

flood my mind. A loud crack of thunder and suddenly everything is

soaked. My skin, my hair, my clothes, everything. Yet, I do not feel

wet or cold. In fact I feel nothing. For some time I stand gaping at

the stormy sky, framed by the mysterious walls. My mouth opens

skyward. So dry, so very dry, but I had no idea until the first

droplet strikes the dry sand of my throat. Insatiable my body grows

cold, hungry and these pains merge with my inner aches and my body

falls to the floor.  The wet, squishy floor.



My brown room dark with precipitation, seems to soak in the

water like a sponge. The tempest is gone now, the clouds retreat

reveals a twilight sky, slowly growing specked with the dew of the

night. I try to count the stars as they appear, slowly at first.

There's one, oh and two, three, four more, twenty-six, for hours my

thoughts go on and suddenly, blackness.

Jerkedly my eyes race skyward from my position on the soggy

floor. Where are the stars? Did I sleep? I don't remember. The blue

sky above me and the light tugging at my eyes, my walls have curled

slightly, not as tall as before. Tufts of green dance around the

edges flickering in and out of sight like forest fay. And the

climbing sunlight fills my empty room much the same as before,

however the sun's rays feel warm, and my stomach, still hungry,

though not as before, my thirst a slight nagging at the back of my

throat. Yet still all I can do is sit back and watch, watch my soggy

sagging walls watch my shining blue patch of sky, watch and nothing

else. Yet as the heat of the day continues to grow and dry the

strange walls. Slowly at first they begin to peel away revealing the

treetops more comprehensively. Virtical pattern emerge inside my

previously blank surface. Ebbing and swaying as the wind tugs at the

damp and weakened material. 

Then with increasing speed my walls collapsed as with a sudden

tear the drooping brown obstruction did decay. A world of green

around me, the walls now a heap upon the moist earth. I step forth in

disbelief. Touching the former prison which had restrained me I



realize now that my these last few days, much like my life, has been

spent inside a cardboard box.


