
Only 90s Kids Will Remember This 
 

Only 90s kids will remember McDonaldization, 

a term used to describe the fast-foodizing 

of society, a concept now out of vogue 

since McDonald’s is shrugged off by the mainstream, 

considered harmlessly sinister, an eroded monolith 

emblematic of the homogenization of late capitalism, 

even though the term’s relevant now more than ever, 

not just Walmart but Whole Foods, not just 

strip malls but Amazon, not just the aspiration 

of blue-blood Harvard business grads 

becoming execs at Deloitte, but 

of blue-blood brogrammers 

incorporating startups in niche markets, 

hoping to pay back angel investors 

by expanding market reach and, eventually, 

going public, like Google (est. 1998). 

Only 90s kids will remember when the internet 

was the web, with finite lineations of time and space, 

bound by telephone wires, when 

the white noise of a TV would inoculate us at 2am 

before the advent of an omnipresent charge 

kept our smartphones pulsing at night 

to update Facebook while we sleep. 

Only 90s kids will remember when irony— 

whatever that means—was twee, 

and not synonymous with and inseparable from 

sincerity—whatever that means. 

You know you’re a 90s kid 

when you don’t need to be reminded 

that Timothy McVeigh was a terrorist. 

Only 90s kids will remember when four 

NYPD officers gunned down Amadou Diallo, 

firing 41 times and striking him 19, 

when he pulled his wallet from his jacket 

on the dimly lit stoop of his Bronx apartment. 

The four were acquitted. Things 

were oh so different then. Only 90s kids 

remember Pogs. 

 

 

 

 

 



Llogara 
 

A brown goat with a white beard bleats 

on a hill in Llogara. My hand, holding my phone, 

hangs out the window of my uncle’s Mercedes, 

along whose sides the herd forks. I snap. 

I get one with three or four chewing mulch 

in the grass. One with three, standing idly. 

One with the herding dog, waiting for our car, 

slowly inching through the road. Its head’s perked, 

and the muscles on its lean body, tight, 

like Napoleon, but doggish and aloof, waiting. 

The mountain hills slope down green, with rocks, 

smeared grass-green and dirt-brown, 

and streaked green and gray. Opposite the hill, 

the valley unfolds, cropped in 4:3. 

The road winds in the square frame. 

At the bottom, the Adriatic blue stretches out. 

Near the shore, waves. I stare on my screen. 


