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Recycled Noise by Carine Carmy 

In his final attempt at falling asleep for the evening, Hubert Smalls tried listening to his mixed-

tape of yawn recordings. Tracks 1 through 5 were snippets of yawns he was able to capture 

several seconds in, but the bulk of 36 tracks were Hubert‘s own gargled pangs of exhaustion, half 

of which were fabricated anyway. To his surprise, he awoke mid-yawn at 7:32am to the sound of 

birds and police sirens. ―Mating season,‖ he thought.  

Today was a concerningly significant day for Hubert, one whose outcome would inevitably 

change the course of his life, an outcome not to be assumed of Hubert‘s every day or every 

action. Today, the GPS, or Global Protest Society, was set to announce the results of last week‘s 

elections for its new board. Hubert ran for Ambassador of Disdain, known by Society members 

as ―Head Protsie‖ and the individual who would guide the agenda for the following year. An 

active member of the Society for the last 3 years, Hubert was increasingly disappointed by the 

caliber of rallies, riots, petitions and sit-ins orchestrated by the group.  

Prior to joining, our protagonist had heard rumors of the Society‘s dedication to changing the 

status quo, to questioning norms en masse and to protecting modernity‘s churning power against 

the currents of warped tradition. The Society was initially formed in the mid-1970s by a group of 

students, naturally, trying to preserve their older siblings‘ dedication to communal protest. 

Although their ideals were loftier than those actualized, they managed to accumulate victories in 

the cultural battles of the 80s and 90s almost as quickly as Wall Street accumulated its wealth.  

Initiated in stealth, the Society began to attract public recognition of Hell‘s Angels and Robin 

Hood fame. Its inner-workings remained secret, but over time, GPS turned into a name brand. 

Retailers were swimming gleefully in the bounty of GPS branded t-shirts, condoms, baby bibs, 
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megaphone key-chains, Greatest Protests CDs, and sit-in care packages. By the late 90s, almost 

every school, elementary through university, had instituted a branch of the Mock Protest Society, 

where organization and counter-culture could find common ground through productive 

educational exercises. 

2003 marked the year when fame‘s weeds sprouted into dense vanity and sloth. Julius Falzone, 

Ambassador of Disdain at the time, planned a series of irrevocably disastrous protests. The first, 

initially called ―The Post-it Revolution,‖ called on office managers everywhere to remove all 

paper products from the office, with the exception of Post-its. Julius argued that while all other 

paper products aggressively denied nature‘s power over mankind, Post-its epitomized the 

impermanence of ideas and thought. Within the first week of the campaign, 37 of the Fortune 

500 companies had pledged to ―go yellow‖ and paper burials were staged nationwide. Fearing 

imminent demise, paper companies across the US launched a smear investigation, only to find 

that Julius had cut a deal with 3M (Post-it‘s manufacturer) for a 40% stake in new sales. He 

managed to hold onto his post for two more events, one against free soda refills and another 

calling for policemen to take two steps backward for every step forward. Julius was impeached 

shortly after. 

After the ―Post-it Fiasco,‖ Samara Tov took over the post. Samara had only been a member of 

the Society for several months, but her Minnesotan charm and pleasantville demeanor was 

enough to convince the protsies that she could revive their organization and public image. For 

her debut protest mid-July, she organized a sit-in across parks everywhere, requiring participants 

to hold up signs saying, ―Down with people who look like their dogs! And couples who look like 

each other!‖ They were also encouraged to bark at passersby.  
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The complete degeneration of protest quality caused a fissure of power within the Society. 

Frustrated by the politics of unfiltered discontent, the Parisian protsie contingency broke off to 

form the UPS, or Universal Protest Society, acknowledging that ―global‖ was too limiting a word. 

Their departure was marked by a walk-out, or storm-out rather, of 27 Parisian naked protsies 

with the words ―Back to the Basics‖ painted in red paint on their backs. 

That summer, a council of remaining protsie elites (hypocrisy unnoted) called an emergency 

election, seeking to revive the Society‘s legitimacy. GPS elections followed the ―minority rules‖ 

model: members voted for who they wanted to lose, and the candidate with the least number of 

votes was determined the winner. In the rare case of a run-off, candidates were asked to prepare 

speeches on why they were the least offensive person for the position.  

 

For Hubert, that July marked the commencement of his post-employment, pre-employment 

existence. With the prospect of a job search too daunting to bear, Hubert resolved to plummet 

into the whirlwind of ruptured ideals and run for unelected office. Aside from redressing his 

boredom with excessive sleep and eat, he wanted to take an active role in redefining his life‘s 

purpose and engaged in a casual summer jaunt into practical philosophy.   

Growing up, Hubert was what parents and teachers liked to call ―considerate‖ and what 

tormentors chuckled ―seriously boring.‖ Both were wrong. What plagued Hubert was a complete 

disregard of self. With every chameleon attempt to be known and loved by all, he slowly erased 

his own identity until he was left an empty blackboard. Agreeable beyond comfort and never 

questioning, Hubert was the invisible, replicable but utterly necessary ―yes man‖ adults loved 

and kids detested.    
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The depth of Hubert‘s misprojection, and others‘ misconception, obtusely expanded over time. 

However, with age, the common disregard for his company morphed into complete adoration.   

With friends, ―What would you like to eat,‖ always became ―No, no your choice.‖ At work, 

―Why don‘t you present today, it was your idea,‖ was met with, ―But you were my inspiration – I 

insist.‖ ―Who are you voting for?‖ ―Do you believe in God?‖ ―What do you think about –‖ were 

set-ups for rhetorical monologues.  

Unfortunately, Hubert misinterpreted the praise as a reflection on his own character – 

unfortunate because he was willowingly depressed and oblivious as to why. Subconsciously, he 

had a creeping sense of his own impermanence, likely rooted in the fact that he never really 

existed. He was drawn to the Global Protest Society, a group who esteemed change like those 

16-year-old girls who fawn over the idea of being in love. Despite every reminder that ―it‘s just 

the movies, not real life,‖ all responsible parties were convinced by the inevitability of happy 

endings. 

 

When he awoke to his own half-yawn the morning of election results, Hubert‘s anxiety expanded 

simultaneously, both inward and outward, until the entire volume of his room and body and brain 

was consumed by the prospect of his loss. He had prepared an acceptance speech the night 

before, heralding his victory as the ―beginning of a new era...  

―My friends, our enemies have aligned against us in ways and kinds of forms never known 

before by people like us. We had silently pledged to our fellow citizens of the globe to guard 

their liberties with a vengeance and fight nonsense without remorse. My friends, it is an 

offensive redundancy for me to explain our failure to meet our pledge. I say, now, today, rise up 
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and remember why you are a protsie, why you commit yourself to cutting through the clutter of 

the status quo, of conformist ideals, of outdated wisdom. My friends, rise up and declare your 

allegiance to the god of change and say with me, I will never stand idly again!‖  

Pausing, Hubert simulated an audience cheer and applause, forgetting that the clap-on, clap-off 

lights were still on. Facing a mirror within a flurry of darkness and light, his face reflected in 

split second reels of jolted still lifes. He could not stop clapping, mesmerized. 

Brushing his teeth the next morning, Hubert‘s anxiety eased slightly as the memory of his speech 

buoyed him into a day dream of the one to come.  

―You are ready.‖  

 

He arrived at Temporary Headquarters, which that day was the roof of the Goldman Sachs 

building in New York‘s Financial District. One of the protsies, a Goldman employee, secured 

access for the group that Saturday morning, through an emergency staircase on the northeast 

corner of the building. The building rests on the southernmost corner of Manhattan, peering 

elegantly toward rising clusters of brick and steel and stone on its north and lined by a moat on 

both sides – an expansive urban-suburban life on its Brooklyn east and a fledging New Jersey 

industrial-corporate chessboard on its west. To its south lays the promise of opportunity, 

embedded in a colossal statuesque woman holding a torch and an island notable for identity theft.  

As Hubert ascended the 56 floors, he heard murmurs of a couple walking ahead. ―Who didn‘t 

you vote for?‖ one asked. ―The big H. The lesser of evils, I suppose. You?‖ ―Eeh, I didn‘t vote. 

We are hopeless anyway. We should have joined the Parisians.‖ ―The Parisians! Don‘t talk like 
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that! Those pricks are off to boycott cafés who serve coffee before your meal. I‘ll have my coffee 

when I want it, merci becou! If Hubert, or whoever wins, can‘t get our shit together, I‘ll just go 

back to blogging. The written word might be our only hope.‖ ―Dude, no one reads your blog. 

You only whine about bad restaurants and even worse service in New York. Original, really.‖  

A shy chuckle escaped Hubert, couched by a pant of hyperventilation. He was desperately out of 

shape. Facing near collapse, he pulled himself up along the rail, letting his legs dangle over each 

step. Around the 30
th

 floor, he was greeted by the protise elders, Nightingale Skywalker and 

Ringo Washington (their real names have yet to be publically disclosed). Cloaked in red and 

black capes, oversized dark green cat-eyed sunglasses and artillery boots, Hubert wondered to 

himself whether he might ever obtain the respected garb himself.  

―Our good fellow,‖ summoned Skywalker. ―Please, a word.‖ Hubert nodded in a sweat-dripped 

daze and followed the two elders to the southern fire escape. The sky was drenched in grey blue 

humidity that morning, concealing most of the Atlantic horizon, except for Lady Liberty‘s hand 

and torch. 

―Hubert, we have some news for you – you haven‘t lost,‖ said Ringo. 

―Oh! How wonderfu—‖ said Hurbert, only to be interjected by Skywalker. ―Well, technically, 

you haven‘t won either,‖ he chimed in.   

With the look of a boy who just walked in on his parents mid-romp, Hubert mustered a garbled 

―Uh, umm.‖ Ringo explained: 
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―You see, Hubert, we experienced an oddity with this year‘s electoral calculations. Due to a 

minor oversight of certain elders, we neglected to appoint a replacement for the former Election 

Authority, who, well, unfortunately, resigned with the Parisians. 

―You see, Hubert, we only realized this two fortnights minus 27 days ago.‖ 

Skywalker interjected, ―Essentially, we began counting last night ourselves, when exhaustion 

and an utmost need for a good Bordeaux overcame us. The elders have made an executive 

decision, Hubert, to elect you as Ambassador of Disdain. There was a unanimous vote of those 

present, of course, which included myself, Ringo, Count Stranglove and a few others. 

―We would have preferred to not bother you with such trite technicalities. But, naturally, you 

would have eventually found out given the forthcoming depths of your information access. In a 

spirit of honesty and respect, in the spirit of our honorable brotherhood, really, we have decided 

to rely on full, upfront disclosure.‖ 

―And with our honesty,‖ said Ringo, ―Expecting you will be utmost pleased by the outcome, we 

ask that you keep this miiinhor lapse to yourself. Do you think you could do that for us, for the 

future of the Global Protest Society, Hubert?‖ 

At this point, Hubert was leaning back against the staircase, trying to keep his balance with 

hands clenched around the metal railing, saturated in dust and morning dew. The two caped men 

leaned toward him in what seemed like a pre-embrace stance between religious newlyweds. 

Hubert bobbled forward, overwhelmed and confused and unable to discern the best course of 

action. He merely reciprocated their stance and nodded.  

―OK, good then,‖ Ringo patted Hubert on the back. ―See you up there in just a few, old buddy.‖ 
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Alone on the ledge of the 32
nd

 floor, Hubert anxiously gazed into the horizon, the words of the 

elders churning in his mind. He was elated by the prospect of victory, imagining a near future in 

which he would be leading one of the most important organizations in the world, making highly 

impactful decisions, dressed in extremely noteworthy attire. But a relentless victim of second 

place syndrome, Hubert began to teeter along the edge of wayward technicalities. ―What if 

someone found out that this was all a hoax? Oh dear, if the Parisians ever gained wind of this 

calamity… 

―Or, or, what if I go up there and accept this fraudulent victory and this was all a test? I‘ll be 

labeled a cheat! And then I‘d be kicked out of the Society. I‘d be left jobless and friendless at 

best!‖ 

Hubert squinted, seeking out the horizon. ―This has to be a test…it just has to be.‖ These words 

echoed in his head several times, taking on the pitch of pep-talk ease. 

 

―A test…‖ He resolved to prove his worth to the elders and future protsie followers with, of 

course, a protest. ―The ultimate protest,‖ he thought to himself, ―Would be…unexpected, honest, 

and…bold.  

―Maybe I could go up there and give my acceptance speech in the nude? Hm, or mound a fake 

crucifix to the podium from which to deliver my non-acceptance speech…OR! – if only I had a 

parachute! A mock suicide would have been ideal.‖ 
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Hubert shook his head, his floppy hair wiping clean the ill-conceived machinations. ―No, no, the 

drama and flare of old is just what got us into this mess. I need something more, more subtle.‖ 

He started pacing on the two-foot wide plateau, looking down into the swirl of spiral stairs 

heading back to earth. In a daze, he descended, tapping his fingers playfully against the rail. 

Within minutes, he found himself on the 17
th

 floor, and awoke from his lucid dream to realize he 

had descended. A sigh and gurgled ―ugh‖ of exhaustion escaped as he looked upon the climb 

ahead. Vertigo overcame Hubert, forcing his gaze downward. 

―That‘s it! I will just leave! Brilliant! A protest of absence…it‘s perfect. Once the elders 

announce that I have won, and moreover, passed the test of true worth, they will surely summon 

me again to partake in greatness. Ah, this is all becoming so real now.‖ 

Hubert trotted in speed-fire fashion down the creaking fire-escape stairs, his hands accumulating 

a black soot tinge reminiscent of subway scum and cigarette butts. When he reached the street, 

he continued the big-eyed pace, careening around the corner to rest gleefully behind a ledge.  

―Yes, yes,‖ he thought. ―This is it. Ingenious. Oh, mother would be so proud.‖ The slate ledge 

was just high enough to conceal his body, which by now had sunk into a fetal position atop the 

unfinished sidewalk. It should be noted that Hubert did not have the fittest of figures, and his 

exercise post-high school calisthenics was limited to toe-curls and mid-day crackings of the wrist. 

So Hubert‘s aforementioned stair climb, coupled with unusually elevated levels of anxiety, gave 

him the feeling of disjointed mind and body – a feeling quite similar to the repercussions of 

calling your wife by her mother‘s name, during intercourse.  
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After three minutes of waiting and several yawns, our hero dozed off into a pleasant, late-

morning snooze. The heavy eyes gave way to a two and a half hour nap, unnoticed in the 

graveyard that is Wall Street on Saturday.  

He awoke to the sidewalk splash of a yellow cab. After several seconds of reorientation, he stood 

up promptly, wiped the drool stain off his cheek and patted down his suit in the hopes of 

straightening out the wrinkles. Looking down at his phone, he noticed a missed call from 

Unknown with no voicemail. 

―Oh dear, that must have been one of the elders. They must have been waiting for me.‖ 

Hubert perched up upon the banister, peering over in hopes of seeing his followers. But the 

streets were quite empty that afternoon, the canyons of the district shaded by steel and glass 

giants.  

Entering a corner store, he approached the middle-aged, balding teller. ―Excuse me, sir, but you 

have not happened to see my search party recently, have you?‖ 

―Seen your what, buddy?‖  

―Just a mass of people in search of me? My name is Hubert. Hubert Smalls?‖ 

―No man. No. But hey, if you find them, bring ‗em over. I could use the business.‖ 

 

Hubert left the store, seeking out his next move. With no one in sight except a young brunette 

carrying an oversized bag of laundry, his face contorted like that of a kid lost at the carnival.  
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―The meeting must be over by now, but, but where is everyone? Don't they need me?‖ Hubert 

began to pace the aisles of the brick and steel caverns, in search of their tracks. 

―HELLOO!‖ He shouted to the empty buildings of Broad Street. They shouted back, mocking 

him with gargled familiarity: ―ellooooo,‖ they echoed.  

―Is anyone out here?‖ ―Out heeeerrreee?‖  

―Hello! Somebody!‖ ―Booddy!‖ 

―Helloooo!!!‖ “Oooh!” 

 

He emerged from shaded galleys and faced the waterfront, Brooklyn‘s muted landscape 

reflecting back toward him, connected by the brawn of bridge steel and wire. His hands trembled 

with the aftermath of anticipation, reaching out for the ledge too far to clutch. Hubert turned, 

gazed back toward the image of what could-have-been and softly proclaimed, to both no one and 

everyone, 

―But I passed the test…I passed.‖ 

 

No echoes ensued. 


