Prompt: 

Imagining that you are an immigrant in the year 2050, describe your journey into the United States or your reasons for immigrating.  You may want to include the immigration policy at the time, the adversity you may face once here and the attitude of the American public towards immigrants.  Be sure to cite the NY Times.
You’d think it would be easy.  You’d think it would be as simple matter.  Not simple in terms of the whole thing; the whole process is very complicated – like pleasing 7 men at once – but simple in terms of detail.  You think that for a process to be complicated it must have detail, but consider what I am talking about right now.  The process in general, the larger picture, the concept, if you will, is complicated, nebulous, and often misunderstood.  The details however are simple, or rather should be, due to what should be their relative unimportance.  

Do you know what it’s like to be me?  Have you any idea the significance of my conceiving, and understanding of that question?  You do not because you are not me, and you have never been me, in fact, I should hope you’ve never even seen me, although I know you’ve seen many like me.  You would enjoy me if I were yours.  You would enjoy me, or you would hate me.  You have little respect for my kind; you take us for granted.  Are we not useful?  Perhaps, in this modern world of electricity and fine cutting edges and creams and lotions and afters and befores, we are not. 

Do I not understand our relationship though?  Heck, I’m the one writing about it for Christ’s sake; what in God’s name do you know about it?  You don’t even know what I’m talking about!  You’re not even listening!  Right now, you’re thinking more about me than you know, but you don’t know, because you too busy thinking about me.  Right Now.  And what thanks do I get?  None.  You think I should site a New York Time’s article.  Fine.  You think that “article” shouldn’t be capitalized and should be spelled correctly? Fine.  That’s why I’m just a pube and you’re a big jerk.   What’s that?  You don’t think a pube can write a paper?  You don’t think a pube can type?  Ha!  Look right now, I bet there are dozens of pubes on your keyboard.  What do you think they’re doing – just laying there?!  They’re certainly not dancing!  My God man do you even realize where you’re touching yourself half the time?  

You’re touching a gift.  My gift!  I was once told, by as venerable a pube as you’d ever meet – no, I take that back: I don’t think you’re capable of growing a pube of such venerability.  What were we talking about?  Oh yes, from the future.  Well, I’m not in the future, but I was just thinking, as we pubes do when we’re not swaying or itching, in fact, sometimes – or don’t you believe me?  I was just thinking, that what if in the future, all immigrants had to enter the country shaved bare.   Do you think that could ever happen?  You think that’s impractical?  Yes, I would have agreed with you twenty years ago, when it would have been economically impractical, nay, unfeasible, to shave every curly hair off every man, woman, and Mexican’s body that entered this country, but with technological, hygienic, and moral trends heading where they are.  I mean, did you know that pubes are more efficient in preventing erosion than tree roots?  At least, they would be if everyone would lie naked on their stomachs more…in areas where erosion is a problem.  My point is that they retain; they retain disease, dirt, old values, lice, lichen, etc.  They are dirty, and ought be gotten rid of.  You’re thinking I’m right, which proves my point.  You are what’s wrong with America.  No, that’s not my point; I mean it’s true, but that’s not my point.  I mean, my point is that well, well…well pubes don’t have to have points!  You can’t make me have a point!  I’m a bloody pube for heaven’s sakes!  Why are you even still reading this?  Why is “pubic” a word but “pube” not a word?!  What sort of grammar discrimination is that?!  That’s a bunch of crap!  What do you know!  Shut up!  You think you’re so smart, with your tissues, and your stem cells.  Know what?  Stem cells are for pussies.  There, I said it.  
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