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OMG TIA have you met Nuclia? No seriously have you? 

As I stand here before you. I can stay, and I’m totally serious. There has never been a more fabulous Individual than Nuclia Waste, we’re like, best friends. Her Plutonium green hair seriously became a fashion statement for our senior class. She like, 10x more approachable than Michael Ely and her voice makes Michael Jackson sound like Nickelback. 

See, Nuclia Waste was not always the Princess of Plutonium. She was born an almost ordinary girl in the little town of Rocky Flats, Colorado. Like all princesses, her story begins with the immortal words....
Once upon a time...
there lived an ordinary man and an ordinary woman who lived in the ordinary town of Rocky Flats, Colorado. The town was like any other town except that it lay in the shadow of the massive Rocky Flats Nuclear Power Plant. Now the residents of Rocky Flats did not mind their little town being so close to a nuclear power plant, for the plant provided them their main source of income and employment. Not to mention an endless supply of electricity to keep the town's bowling alley up-to-date in the latest ten pin technology. Nuclia's parents, like most citizens of Rocky Flats, were both employed at the Rocky Flats Nuclear Power Plant. Mr. E. Lastic Waste, was the head janitor at the plant, sweeping up plutonium waste spills and uranium dust. His wife, Toxic Waste, worked in the company cafeteria serving on the microwave buffet line. They both loved their work very much, for it afforded them great luxuries such as 1976 Bicentennial Edition dinnerware and shag carpeting for their bathroom. Lastic and Toxic had everything a loving couple in Rocky Flats could want, except for one thing....a child. When Toxic finally became pregnant, the couple was happy beyond belief. Toxic continued to work at her job at the power plant as she still had 2 more place settings to go on her 1976 Bicentennial Edition dinnerware. Little did she know she was exposing little developing Nuclia to very high doses of nuclear radiation that would change her life forever. When Nuclia was born with a full head of green hair, Toxic, Lastic and the whole town of Rocky Flats were shocked and amazed. But like most strange things, the town eventually accepted little baby Nuclia just as easily as they accepted that all the fish in Rocky Flats Lake had three eyes. Little baby Nuclia grew up like any child in the little town of Rocky Flats and did play well with the other children. They especially liked to take her along to catch lightening bugs, since she seemed to attract them in large numbers with her unusual green glow, though the moths were a bit of a problem. Over time, Nuclia's radiation caused the local insect population to mutate into butterflies, in a variety of day-glo and bio-luminescent colors, often in a paisley pattern.  Although voracious in their caterpillar stage (accounting in part for Rocky Flats' interesting barren appearance), the butterflies have become one of the major features that make Rocky Flats the tourist Mecca it is today. It was obvious from the start that Nuclia's radiation destroyed natural fibers.  Lead diapers had to be specially produced for her.  Cotton would burst into flames on contact with her skin, and wool would simply disintegrate.  (She is a mixed blessing to sheep, as one touch will cure them of cancer and hoof-and-mouth, but also renders them completely and permanently bald.  On the plus side, it is now known that mating cloned "Nucliated" sheep with common stock results in lambs which provide sensuously soft hot-pink wool, and a crown roast which cooks itself to a delightful medium-rare.) This is why, to this day, you will only find Nuclia swathed in the finest of polyester fashions. When Nuclia began to grow triple breasts at puberty, her parents knew they had more than a daughter on their hands — they had the Plutonium Princess, as was written in the ancient Rocky Flats Nuclear Prophecy, available now in bookstores across the nation. Of course, being the Plutonium Princess and having three breasts only served to make Nuclia the most popular date in high school. She was elected the Rocky Flats High School Homecoming Queen, beating Miss Dee Contaminate by one vote. This would be the beginning of a lifelong feud between Dee and Nuclia. Dee swore by her EPA approved prom gown that she would someday rid Rocky Flats of Nuclia Waste forever. Nuclia, resplendent in a gown of her own design (acid green with Brillo pads at collar and cuffs, now on display in the Smithsonian; protective goggles recommended), took no notice of her new nemesis. Dee could only look on in impotent rage as Nuclia danced the Atomic Bomb to the music of Lise Meitner and her Nuclear Fission Band.


Do you get what I’m saying? She radiates more than the power plants she was born in, what’s more insightful was her ability to grow up embracing her eloquent physic. It’s almost like, she rewrote history…. 

And who’s this bitch Dee anyways? I heard she was spotted writing “FAG” all over the halls of Rocky Flats high. Seriously, the jealously is just pitiful to watch…

See, when Dee tried to make Nuclia disappear it was because she thought Nuclia wasn’t fabulous enough to exist. Dee wanted to be in the spot light, like being different was a crime or something… It’s almost like taking Rhianna’s super hot sexual fantasies in S&M and banning them from the Radio. And that would be a damn shame. 

To Dee’s disliking, she was unable to get ride of our ridiculously fantastic Nuclia. In the words of Miley her self, She can’t be tamed!!!!!!!  It seemed everything would be floating, seamless, and fabulous forever!

Then one frightful day, Dee Succeeded, Rocky Flats was covered up and destroyed! They came in and buried all of Nuclia’s Groovy Powers. They called it a Nature Refuge, they acted like there had been nothing special about Rocky Flats at all. Like tree’s and shit were better than her Plutonium Palace. 
In June of 2007, the DOE transferred stewardship of approximately 4000 acres of the site’s former buffer zone to the Department of Interior’s US Fish and Wildlife Service (FWS) to manage as the Rocky Flats National Wildlife Refuge, while the approximately 400-acre former industrial core area remains under DOE custody. This transfer between government agencies has been hailed as the public recovery of land under newly enlightened environmental management. However, the administrative process to convey land titles from the DOE to a sister federal agency is relatively streamlined, due to a well-established tradition of using the Department of Interior as the institutional ‘dumping ground’ – the ‘Department of Everything Else’ – of other government departments.28 The prairie that had been purchased over the years by the DOE as a buffer zone now restricts human access in order to buffer nature from urban sprawl. In a neo-Malthusian twist, human contact is considered more immediately toxic than residual radioactive and hazardous materials, justifying the original enclosure for its preservation of biodiversity and scenic value. The site now appears to be just another open space along the Front Range area, without reference to the sociopolitical memories of the site, the open, ambiguous, uncertain hazards there, and unpredictable futurity of ‘post-nuclear’ ecology. The FWS has drafted a Comprehensive Conservation Plan for the Rocky Flats National Wildlife Refuge. When the refuge opens, visitor use facilities will include multi-use and hiking trails, a visitor contact station, interpretive overlooks, viewing blinds and other opportunities for long-distance vision and consumption of landscape. Public use programs will offer environmental education for high school and college students and a limited hunting program (two weekends per year) for youth and disabled visitors. The plan emphasizes ecological amenities and advocates restrictive access for reasons having to do with environmental protection. Drawing on utopic pastoral scenes, informational brochures on the Rocky Flats National Wildlife Refuge present images of hardy grasslands and untouched wilderness that make the area appear completely unworked by humans, fully natural – ’Where the Mountains Meet the Prairie.’29 This environmental discourse detaches biotic assets from the unique social-environmental struggles that characterize the site. The presence of a broad array of flora and fauna, including tallgrass prairie (xeric tallgrass grassland), upland shrub communities, bald eagles, resident herds of mule deer, and the threatened Preble’s Meadow Jumping Mouse, is a formative component of ongoing social-environmental change.30


Dee reminds me of so many people I know, the individuals who curse and condemn people. Now, I’m all for putting people in hand cuffs, but the way they do it just sick!

The whole city of Rocky Flats was declared a place of impurity. It was erased from history, along with the mutations… See, 

Here, I would like to turn our attention away from ecology as a science and toward environmentalism as a politics of natural space, in which sexuality has also had interesting influences. Indeed, the sexual values enacted in struggles over space have had at least as strong an influence on environmentalism as those enmeshed in the science of ecology. Although there are many stories I could tell, what I would like to talk about, briefly, is the fact I mentioned in my discussion of national parks at the beginning of the paper. To reiterate: In its early incarnation, North American environmentalism emerged as a response to the rise of industrial cities. As I have argued, wilderness and rural spaces came to be valued as sites to be preserved “away” from the corrupting influences of urban industrial modernity. In addition, the cultivation of “natural” spaces inside cities, including urban parks such as Central Park in New York, was conceived as a way to bring health and morality to the city’s inhabitants. Nature was, here, a space of intensive moral regulation; given the increasing association of sexuality with ideas of nature, sex became a key element in the organization of nature as a regulatory space. The early parks movement was, as I mentioned, born partly from a desire to facilitate recreational practices that would restore threatened masculine virtues. Of course, this desire was also planted in the assumption that cities were sites of the particular moral “degeneracy” associated with homosexuality.
And that’s just the beginning. 
Because of the comparatively large size of these allotments and the popularity of the program, not only did the DLA encourage heterosexual marriage along with the settlement of the west, but it imposed a monolithic culture of single heterosexual family-sized lots on the land, with significant effects on the economic and environmental history of the region from nuclear family farming patterns, the inhibition of town development, and even increased forestation. As a result of the association of degenerate queers with cities, and rural and wilderness landscapes with wholesome, heterosexual family life, there developed in the nineteenth century the idea that nature is a primary place in which to develop moral and physical fitness.  



In Nuclia’s rage over watching her palace be destroyed she scream. “WHY DO YOU WANT TO ME LEAVE, WHY DESTROY ME? WHY TRY AND RECREATE ME? DON’T YOU SEE MY GLORIOUS MOSTROCITY! PLEASE HONEY, I’M LIKE NOTHING YOU’VE EVER SEEN.” 

So, after drowning her sorrows in one too many appletini’s, Nuclia Waste decided to take a road trip to see all of the other fabulous Nuclear Waste areas. Her hometown was gone. What was there to lose? There had to be another Plutonium Princess like herself out there somewhere. Somewhere she could be accepted and be with other fabulous People like herself. 

She visited: 

Oak Ridge, Tennessee; where she met Green Groundwater Gloria with a Tennessee twang that would make any piggy squeal!!

Hanford, Richland, Washington; where she encountered Radioactive Rachel, the bombshell with a inch for all things polka dotted

Pantex, Texas, where Terribly Toxic Tanya taught Nuclia a thing or two about a rodeo. 

and

Kerr-McGee, Cimarron, OK, Where the thunder roles and Ms. Uranania sure knows how to strike!!!!!!

All of which, just name a few! 
When she got to each place she always found the same thing! Others, like herself, who had been forced to give up their Groovy Essense! It was like there was an over arching force that attempted to rip-cord any form of originality from the world. Every once in awhile their powers would return, seeping from the rivers and soil as a constant reminder of the Fabulous days long forgotten. 

After soul searching, tons of Gold Schlagger, and inner city raves, Nuclia Waste returned to her home town of Rocky Flats Colorado…. Only to find the most fantabulous thing of all… Inspiration! Shining brighter than a rhinestone GOGO boot…
With that, if you hadn’t guessed already…

Tia and I affirm Nuclia Waste. 

Nuclia Waste shows us that in a world that constantly attempts to regulate and hide difference, mutation always exists and should be celebrated.

Nuclia Waste exemplifies how we can re-write our histories. How what is erased is not forgotten, waste and mutations are always with up. 

So, like Ke$ha’s come back from the darkness, because really- did she have to take so long to release a new single? Fast forward to present day.... 

Now that Nuclia is an adult and has matured into a full grown radioactive beauty, she has realized the full potential of her Special Plutonium Powers. They allow her to ward off evil voodoo curses, break fashion rules with a single outfit, and grow extra appendages at will, including lengthening her legs for parades. Her Plutonium Powers also allow her to tame wild beasts such as her favorite pet reptile, Gaytor, an alligator she found one day living in the Rocky Flats Swamp.  Her garden is also quite something, producing, among other things, parsnips the size of Louisville Sluggers.  All of her produce has a half-life instead of a shelf-life.  Dee Contaminate, forever bitter, once tried to sabotage the garden.  She was thwarted, however, when the cabbage she was molesting with her machete started to roll downhill, nearly crushing her.  As she crawled painfully away, she muttered, "I fought the slaw and the slaw won. This time..." Nuclia Waste has always used her Special Plutonium Powers for good, and never evil. She used her special architectural powers to completely rebuild the town of Rocky Flats into the Plutonium Palace it is today, incorporating the original nuclear power plant into the design -- much to the chagrin of Miss Dee Contaminate, who tried to thwart Nuclia’s town rebuilding every step of the way. Always searching to rid Rocky Flats of Nuclia Waste, Dee is quite alone in her sinister endeavors, for Nuclia constantly draws more and more admirers (of many sexes, races, and galactic origins) into her orbit. Her personal physicist, Dr. Miles Island III, attributes this to a previously unknown attractive force he has dubbed "Groovity." Enjoy your visit to Nuclia Waste’s Radioactive Pad. Be sure to take the tour of Rocky Flats and peek in on Nuclia in her Plutonium Palace. If you like the site, be sure to send an email to the Plutonium Princess and tell her so. She always answers her fan mail personally. And remember, "It’s never too late to have a happy childhood!"
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