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Notebooks & Three Dimensional Boxes  

 

What This Book Is About  

Have you ever woken up with a real bad headache? Have 
you ever thought you were living your life like you were in the 
book On The Road but as it turns out you bypassed the excitement 
for the darkness of a slapstick version of Big Sur?  

And have you ever hoped that your girlfriend would just 
sleep the rest of the day so you could work on your writing but as 
soon as you think this she wakes up hysterically screaming at you 
because she had a bad dream in where you cheated on her?  

Ever got left for dead in Gary Indiana, Chicago Illinois or 
Dalhart Texas? Have you ever been told “to get the fuck out of my 
store” by four different employers? Ever said “I can speak French” 
and hired because you said you could speak French when you 
couldn’t speak French? Ever broken your ankle trying to dunk a 
basketball or been dunked on by a fraternity brother as his sorority 
posse laughed at you?  

And have ever gotten on an airplane in Atlanta while being 
real tired and then told that you’re on the wrong airplane and then 
interrogated by the T.S.A? Or have you ever gotten depressed and 
signed up for the military and then in the morning had to explain to 
the recruiters that you changed your mind? Ever went on a road 
trip to Nashville to busk on the streets only to sober-up during the 
morning traffic in Indianapolis coming to the realization that you’re 
much to hung-over to carry on so you just turn around and sleep 
for an hour at a rest stop before going back to Michigan? Have you 
ever been asked…“How come this always happens to you?”  

And well, what this book is about then is… failure 
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PREFACE FOR VOL. 1 EDITION ONE 
 
Note: As this is being published by a small publisher this has to be broken up in two 
volumes. There are just too many words to publish all at once. The Second Vol. should 
be out before the calendar flips to the years 2015. And so why make these words into 
books at all? Because writers have books. Thank you for reading.  

 
The Portable Andrew H. Kuharevicz is (with hesitation) a 

book of sorts. No, it is definitely a book. It was written by me, 
Andrew H. Kuharevicz. 

 The contents of this book date back from-and-to the years, 
2005-2014 (NOTE: there is only a couple written sections from 14) 
and so, there may be a story embedded here, probably more of a 
historical lesson of the times. What you are now reading, well I’m 
telling what, this might turn out to be the greatest subjective history 
book in print, but then again, we all hope for things…don’t we…. 
not a question…a joke? Perhaps… 

And so what you have here is a book that’s been a burden to 
put together because nothing when it comes to writing and 
publishing is ever as easy as it should be. The truth is this book was 
a damn battle and so what… so nothing…enough of my damn 
complaining because it is here and so this book is only Vol. 1 of 
what I believe will be a multiple volume series of my writing that 
will be published until the day I die. Hopefully this book will be 
picked up once in-a-while and read with joy and with lust or with 
hate or with an admiration for the slave. Hopefully there is a place 
in this world for men like me and I could go on and on and one day 
I will, but that day is not now. I guess that’s it, because really that’s 
all I have to say for the preface, and these words are only that which 
will lead you into the unknown of only well…darkness and ink and 
dreams…wait… 

One thing you might ask yourself is: What kind of topics will 
be in this book?  
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And now that’s a very fine question, and so the answer to 
that very fine question is…  

This book is about A Mitten and a Country. Many Jobs and 
conversations with a few dead writers and one body of fiction and a 
bunch of artistic isolation and Snow and Murder and Food and 
There’s One Great Recession and Thousands of dollars in student 
loans and Parking Services and parking tickets and College and 
Another Bush and Action figures and Catholic Schools and Bears 
and so… 

 This book is about one single pair of shoes to run with and 
so very much more…  

The Portable Andrew H. K is about whatever this is, and it is 
a book that’s post just about everything, and it’s a heartwarming 
story full of stuff you will love, and it’s one of those rare books 
containing Multiple Sovereign Invasions with over Three hundred 
pages created by a fake social experiment. This beautiful object is 
Full of America and books and sex and hate and fear and gonzo 
reporting and… 

 This book is streaming with countless literary half-truths 
and not to mention way too much wandering and philosophical 
thinking. This is a collection from a man who probably shouldn’t 
have kept writing but a man that nevertheless did.  

What you’ll find in this book is that there’s something for the 
Merican’ in all of us, and it’s often a knee slapping good ol’ damn 
time, and then the other times it might just make you feel crazy or 
real pissed off that I’m alive in the first place… 

 But settle down comrade, because just like any good drug, 
the trip you take is up to you.  
Thank You.  
Andrew H. Kuharevicz 
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INTRODUCTION, BY ANDREW H. KUHAREVICZ 
 
This Book Needs Some Music 

And I’m thinking Moaning by Mingus. Just the right 
amount of lean and rhythm for a night like this, and the setting and 
the weather…the feeling? Sixty-five degrees and the doors are 
opening and closing and who knows where you’re reading this 
from. Maybe you’re reading it from a planet that humans haven’t 
discovered yet or maybe I’m dead or maybe this is the future and 
The United States of America doesn’t even exist anymore….FOLKS 
FOLKS FOLKS…and who knows where you are and I don’t really 
care and when it comes down to it I don’t even know why I do 
anything at all. I don’t even like writing as much as you would 
think…it’s true and it actually gets really boring… but I guess when 
push comes to shove I don’t care all that much in general about 
anything…but seriously…who are these OLD YELLERS? TAP… 
TAP… TAP… and you just have to do something. You have to 
move stuff around and this is what the High Lords of Society have 
trained my monkey mind to believe… and no…  I’m just not too 
sure about anything and I’m not too sure I like you or being a 
human being and I don’t have a clue who you are or what you 
are…you are real… right? Yes oh that’s good and so Ok… then 
you must have eyeballs and what I’ll call an inner-voice… yes? No? 
Maybe you don’t…and so… the thing is… nobody will tell me 
anything of any logical sense anymore and people say FOLKS 
FOLKS FOLKS and I’m all like um hold on one second OLD 
YELLER because that’s a dumb idea but no they say FOLKS 
FOLKS FOLKS SIT DOWN AND SHUT-UP BOY…  

And they’re always so dang grumpy and then they just yell 
and so maybe none of you exist and they were right all along… 

Maybe I’m just a brain in a vat…  
And if so of that’s the case will you please tell those in charge 

that I’m on-to-them… 
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FOLKS FOLKS FOLKS AND OH BLOODY 
DOOMSDAY PLEASE HAPPEN… 

Sorry… 
So what is this nonsense…and what’s any of this about…I 

DON’T KNOW… it goes on forever and so what the hell… 
And what do these words mean and so if you’re holding 

something in real life and it’s not plugged into something else and 
you can’t turn it off with a button and it only stops when you close 
your eyes or walk away, and if you can only read it and feel my 
voice translated with your mind…well then… what this relic of an 
object must be is a book. Yes! This is a book and we all win. That’s 
what people want right, to win? And that’s why I’m declaring you 
the biggest of winners of all time, that is, if you want to win… 

 And so what a moment of realization we just had 
together…A…B…C…HELLO… 

And I’m not going to warn you about the words I choose 
because if you’re of the legal age where your government will give 
you a gun or the right to tell your own self when to go to bed, and 
if you do whatever you want to do whenever you want to do it and 
if you’re reading my words because you want to read them, well 
then I’ll consider you an adult of the proper reading level where we 
can talk about adult kinds of topics and objects and words and 
places, and why yes we can have us a good ol’ conversation about 
some adult things that are simply what they are and how they were 
at the time as seen by me and not everything in this book will be as 
nice and as clean as when it all started.  
 
How What Started?  
 Just well…anything at all my friend… you know… how 
becoming a human started and why I chose to become a writer, 
because none of this was easy and I could go on and on like an old 
man should go on and on, and I could talk about this and that and 
about life being difficult, and trust me I will, but first let me think 
for a second… 
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 So how was I first introduced to these words that people have 
made an entire form of art out of…you know this something 
known to humans… as writing?  
 Huh… 
  And also, so how is any of this even possible? How can you 
read what my mind thinks it thought and then typed up on a sheet 
of paper? 
 And hold your tongue, because I know this might seem like 
easy question… 
 But no, it’s not at all, because see what I’m talking about is 
that nobody can tell me how any of this works, how the mind 
works or how and why I’m here, and so for all of us to witness the 
big bang of my personal cognition we must first go back to the 
initial ah-ha seconds when I was just starting to figure out about 
anything what-so-ever. You know just how it feels to be one of 
these living human organic creatures that for some arbitrary reason 
received the random chance to think about their own damn 
existence every damn day they wake up on this strange damn planet 
called Earth.  
 To figure out why it is that I do what I do, we must go back 
in time. It’s that damn easy. And so drum roll please… 
 And with our time travel over we’re back to the now, and 
what we’ve discovered about the writer of this book is…  
 
THIS:  
 It all began learning how to speak this language that I never 
had the choice in choosing. I was told to use these words and 
sounds and this strange language called English. That’s it and there’s 
nothing more to it, and as it so innocently happens my first steps in 
becoming a writer began with an often overlooked song in 
socialization called:  
 THE ABCs. 
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VIEWER DISCRETION IS ADVISED 

So here we go again and the dog days of winter and the 
angry the young aging writer is back at it, because I’m pissed and 
sometimes when I’m pissed off I write my best stuff and I get into 
the zone and tap… tap… tap…I become a time traveler 
and I’ve said it before but when I get angry I become the best 
historian ever born, and seriously I say that for poetic reasons.  

And also OK -CENSOR ME NEVER because this society 
can abuse me all it wants but in exchange for that abuse I can say 
and write and keep on going until I find my peace, can’t I? NOT A 
QUESTION BECAUSE YES I CAN, and why…just…for so many 
reasons:  

The constant war and the constant emotions of 
futile politicians and  the yelling and the night and the terrible 
parenting and the abandonment of schooling and the way we run 
society and the fighting, the always fighting and watching the losers 
who are winning and the way they talk and the dirtiness and  the 
lack of conversation and the idea of love and work and girls and the 
delusional poverty and these sketchy dreams of fucking upward 
mobility and only… this age… and being in time and what the hell 
am I doing with my life and the way my skin feels and my eyes and 
the way it all looks and the streets and the sounds and tastes 
and then there’s this always being tired problem I have, but at the 
same time the paradox of not being tired enough to sleep, and then 
I could go back to the way people treat me and the winter and the 
endless work I have to do and the backlog of books and then the 
aimless writing out boredom and the anxiety of it all, and sometimes 
we forget about our instincts and how they run us and they do run 
us my friends because we’re humans and not robots, and nature will 
win because it always wins because It’s the law and I’m pissed and 
EVERYTHING IS BOILING.  

And I’m angry because I see the upcoming storm 
and…EVERYTHING… 
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 And just as I said, well I’m not going to be complacent, but 
my life is slowly…only…moving…where? 
 
Hey:  

This is fiction, if that makes you feel better. 
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BOOK 1: FROM FAR OUT THERE! 
 
Be the example 

I’m a future ghost, but don’t worry, because I’m still very 
much alive, and right now I’m here and I’m flesh and sometimes I’m 
just a good ol’ barrel of molecules coded in anger, but like all good 
living ghosts do, I too get over the fire storm of your decaying 
corpse.  

And so not much has changed, and when it comes down to it 
I write with the same velocity as I did when I first left, and even if I 
didn’t know it at the time, well the truth was, I was going to be 
alone, and this action of choosing this concept of the writer would 
necessarily force me to become alone in my head while writing 
these words I’d be isolated forever, and it would get dark and dirty 
and test the limits of sanity but when I first walked away from the 
shore of the sweatshop grind, those idiotic waltz steps when I 
decided to be a writer, I didn’t thinking writing or being or what 
you thought about me, and I had no type of steady intuition or set 
of goals and beliefs and wasn’t using the magnifying glass regarding 
what I was going to be writing about and what I was going to be 
looking for, and now as I think about all the writing I’ve done the 
past decade, and now that I’m learning how to reflect… for the first 
time in my life, and now as I’m well past the age of thirty, well now 
I’ll just that finally I’m beginning to see what I was looking for was 
actually very simple… 

 I was looking for my voice. 

Raw Data  

And you know I really do hope that I've learned something 
about anything at all, and that’s one of my only hopes and it’s 
true…because it seems to me that it has always been the writer and 
the artist and the iconoclastic individual and the dreamer and the 
rebel and the democratic citizen who chanced all for love and 


