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Introduction

This is our first anthology ever for the INKsters Competitive Writers Group.

The contest ders a different theme (which is interpreted loosely) every day. Writers, who run the

gamut from wannabes to professionals, submit a short piece on that theme. A small $L prize is awarded
to daily and weekly winners as chosen by the official INKsteggrjgpganel. The proceedings are

overseen by William Shakespeare, who may be founthe second floor librarin Gourdneck.

We hope you will takéhe time to drop an IM to the writers who made you smile or made you cry. It
means a lot to us to get #tle positive feedback from readers. And thank you to everyone who was
brave enough to submit an entry.
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April 1, 2007 On Being Foolish

Write about foolishness, being fooled, fooling, and all the damn fools you know.

NOENTRES
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| DPOEIT c¢h c¢nmyx )1 OAOT AGET T Al #EEI AOAT&680 "TTE $
2NAGS + nnn 62NR OKAfRNBYyQa aid2NEOD
CHAMP

Once upon a time, there was a dog named Champ. Champ was an eight yeakdhlidsell Terrier. She

had large round eyes that shined like the brightness of the sun and a dense layer of white fur coat that
wrapped around her small body. When she walked down the village road of Lily Brook, everyone
NBO23Iy ATl SR KSNI/AKMYYSLEGAE G0SK SSed @02 dFER 28 82 gKAE S 0SyRA
/ KFYLI 6221 LINARS Ay Ol LJWidz2NAy3 SOSNEB2ySQa FGaGaSydaaz
straight up. Her owner was Mr. Kinsley, a talented dog trainer. Each year, Mr. Kinslielyanter

Champ in the city dog show, where she has won countless awards for her beauty and obedience. This

year was going to be no different!

The big day arrived in the middle of spring. Champ was to be judged once again for her appearance,
movement, he#th, and temperament. Before sunrise, Mr. Kinsley and Champ hopped onto the train and
headed to the dog show event. Two hours later, they arrived in the bustling city. At the judging booth,

each dog was called up to perform. Champ was called third, buesong unexpected happened. Mr.
YAyatSe LizZ SR Fd /KFYLIQAE O2ftftFNE o0dzi aKS RAR y2i

NBEALRYR® {dzRRSyfe | KdzakK 2F aArAftSyO0S F¥Stt 2@0SNJ (iKS
NB Y I A y AoyirBed ¢he judgeg. Fear suddenly raced through his heart. This has never happened
0STF2NBI KS (K2dAK(I® hyS YAydziS 6Syi oed ¢KSy | 2

performance. Defeated and disappointed, Mr. Kinsley picked Champ into hisaathtarried her back
to the train station, where they travelled back home. Word quickly spread all over town about what had
KFELIWISYSRd aL 3JdzSaad aKSQa y2 f2y3ISNI GKS OKFYLI 2F

Mr. Kinsley had been concentrating so hard onnimg that he did not realize Champ was pregnant.

Two months later, he found her lying still in the corner of his barn. Next to her were five healthy

puppies, but Champ had passed away. The puppies were a mixed breed, with brown fur and pointed

ears. Mr.Kinsley was devastated, but one look at the twinkling eyes of the puppies, and his heart melted

gl e8d Gaé fAGGHIES OKIFYLAZ2ZYyazXé KS aFAR 6AGK GSIFNB A

By:Sammie Pippen

Figurel: Sammie Pippen'srdry for International Children's Book Day
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April 3, 2007 Alcohol Awareness Month

Booze. Good or bad? What say you?

Booze- Good in small quantities. Alcohol has been consumed by humans as far back as history records.
It is mentioned in almost every religious and classigak and continues to affect our daily lives. 35

Historically it was necessarily to consume alcohol as it was often safer than the water available.
Drinking is no longer nearly as necessary but we continue to drink to excess. | do not syggsgst b
means that we give up our Bacchian heritage or even restrict it. What needs to happen is a voluntary
reduction in quantity consumed. A good time can be had by all without consuming so much as to
impair judgement. Studies show that a little recheievery day can even help you heart. 89

Assuming such moderation though It really is good stuff. There is a reason it has so long outlived
necessity. Itis a part of our lives and culture and we see it at parties because it does help us relax and

enjoy ourselves. | vote to Booze.

By: Athena Maeterlick

The park bench was situated in a little wooded glen, with flowering trees, a gentle breeze, and in the
distance, the tinkling of wind chimes. In front of the bench, a large, stone fireplacalptbambiance
and warmth.

Cuddling on the bench, my avatar, Lorelei, and her lover were making the most of their time, having
imaginary sex. This relationship had been formed within SL beginning my first visit into the metaverse,
and had progressed quily into an almost nightly virtual sex event.

This night on the park bench was the most graphic sex yet, aided by my rare indulgence in several gin
and tonics. How | kept up the typing | don't know. My lover told me later that | was extremely coherent,
but I can't tell you exactly what was said on the park bench that night, except that it was steamy and
erotic.

After the evening came to a close, my lover logged off and | was left to myself on the bench, staring
drunkenly into the fire. | logged off drwent to bed, joining my sleeping RL husband.

Now, | am not hiding anything from my husband. He knows SL is steeped in sex, and | have indicated to
him that | don't consider virtual sex in SL to be adulterous, as long as it stays in world, and nesger en

into the reality of flesh and blood. However, he has not been aware of exactly what that involves. | had
remained very quiet about the details of Second Life virtual sex and relationships.
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Until the night of the park bench and the gin and tonics.

Next morning, when my husband headed to the computer to check the headlines before starting his
day, he saw the SL screen, still open. There sat Lorelei on the park bench. Her operator had apparently
been too wasted to realize the close button did natkl The window into my secret SL world was wide
open the morning after. | snoozed in my bed, my day not yet begun, blissfully unaware of my foolish
mistake, and unprepared for what was to happen in a few minutes.

My husband, not a fan of SL, had beenviorld, and knew enough about the interface to bring up the
chat history. There, in lettered detail, was the graphic conversation between Lorelei and her SL lover.
He read it from beginning to end. He then came to wake me up and share with me his neledge of

my nocturnal activities. He was, as you no doubt can imagine, not a happy husband.

| was devesated that | had been found out. | had no intention of hurting my husband. Yet, the
relationship and friendship that had been formed with my SL panivees very fulfilling, more for the
stimulating conversation than the virtual sex. He was hurt, angry and threatened, and rightfully so. |
spend a miserable day or two of having him quote to me the most embarrassing details of my erotic
conversation. Whabothered him the most was many of the things | said to my virtual lover, he hears in
the bedroom himself.

He felt betrayed. | sympathized, and apologized, and woefully took my place in the proverbial doghouse
for a few days, while he cooled off.

Having trained as an actor, and making a living as a writer, it is possible for me to clearly separate the
virtual and actual realities that comprise my life now. Explaining that to my literal and exacting husband,
has proven to be a challenge.

The bonus hgets from my escapades in the world of SL are a much more vigorous and exciting sex life.
Yet, he and | both acknowledge | am playing around in dangerous waters. | don't try to hide what | do,
but out of respect for him, | don't want him to ever again fee details of my second life sexual
escapades.

To his credit, my husband is continuing to trust in my real life faithfulness to him, and is allowing me to
continue my activities in SL, including maintaining the relationship with my virtual loaare lléarned,
though, that alchohol and SL are a dangerous mix. Now, whenever | log off, | don't leave the computer
desk until the display on my moniter has been totally wiped clean of Second Life. Only then, is my real
life ready to begin again.

4-1-07

by

Lorelei Larsson

(real life identity to remain unknown)

So here's the deal...an hour ago | wrote what may have been some of the best paragraphs of my life. |
found a quiet spot, Land of Buddhadrama. | ignored the newb with the free "Violatatdravho
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hovered over me like a puppy with a new toy. | found my peace while trying to share it through a piece.
Then alas rl calls...knock...KNOCK! Ahhh, friends with drinks...on a tuesday. (Tuesday is the-most non
party day ever. Monday? Manic mondayés drink...cool. Wednesday? hump day buzz...nice.

Thursday? almost weekend...I get that. Friday and Saturday...of course. Sunday?...80's night at Billies
Lounge...no question. But a tuesday?) Anyway | drink said drinks. We cheers to life, try noabmtalk

fate, and laugh strong. I'm glad | was there.

Then after I've said my goduay/es and begun to think of tomorrow's chores | remember my beautiful
piece for sl and this group the INKsters. Oh shit!!!! | timed out and lost my piece.This piecettiee on
3rd...my lucky number .

This piece about drinking, something i hadn't done in a while...then life stopped playing fair or maybe |
stopped playing tough. (Problem is the earth doesn't talk when she refferees.So whao's to really know?)
So i started a ew peace.
I know living is about moderation. Finding that point of escape but having the map home memorized.
If you're going to drink...*insert cliche*....no when to say when. Also, sometimes you need the balls to
tell a friend when to say when. Cause sodrunk people don't like to listen....so I've heard...or not
heard till the next day.

| say, be a grown up. If you can handle it let's toast, if you can't | have a brita...don't touch the juice,
thats for the baby.
Cheers to life, love and happinesgaRand Second.

By: Tacky Gleeson
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April 4, 2007 Taiwanese Tomb Sweeping Day

Write about gravesites and dead people.

It was a Tuesday morning, we sat at the Kitchen table while Rosemary Clooney's voice fluttered thru the
radio. Feeling the slick @ac of the table cloth | focused on the daisy | was tracing with my nail, trying
to avoid your eyes.

"Mambo, Mambo Italiano! Hey! Mambo, Mambo Italiano..."

Sneaking a glance at you | couldn't help but to smile as your forehead creased in determinatio
watching you work was always my happiest past time. | remembered that first morning we spent
together; waking next to you feeling myself flush with lust, love, and embarrassment. You scooped me
into your arms and swung me around in that old fashioneg.wa

| was your Bride.

We sang together that morning, what song | can't remember, but we sang and we danced in that tiny
kitchen we had. | can't help but to chuckle just thinking of it. Both of us trying to cook, me frying eggs,
you, determined to squeze juice out of an orange into a tiny glass, but it just sprayed all over the wall.
Then that song came amhat song | can't remember. But there we were pressed together trying to tap
our feet and swivel our hips to the beat, | knocked over the eggsthyew the bacon on the floor so |
wouldn't cry.

"All you calabrais@ do the mambo like a crazy with a..."

All these years later in this newer bigger kitchen | can't even remember why we stopped dancing.
Hearing the door slam; you lifted your head kireg right at me. You smiled, how many mornings have |
muttled thru without one of those?

-'Wanna dance?' You asked with a glint in your eye

| froze.

"Hey Mamabo! Mambo Italiandid you good a lookin' but you don'tkaow whats acookin..."

You pbse, reaching for my hand...

She came into view, then | remembered.

I no longer existed.

"Hey mambo! mambo Italiano! Hey mambo! mambo Italiano..."
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It was a Tuesday morning, | sat at the Kitchen table while Rosemary Clooney's voice flutterée thru t
radio and | watched you and your new wife dance to that song | can't remember.

"Ho, ho, ho, you mixed up Siciliano it's a so delish a ev'rybody come copisha How to mambo
italianoooooo!"

By: Emmy Benigni



April 5, 2007 International Guitar Month
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April 6, 2007 National Tartan Day

Everybody looks good in a kilt. What would you do while wearing one?

NO ENTRIES



April 7, 2007 World Health Day
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Check outthe World HedlK h NBF yAT I A2y Q&
this planet and how do we keep it from infecting Second Life?

NO ENTRIES
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April 8, 2007 Easter

2 K §OKIF R2AYQK

"Yes, Azeri, there is a Second Life"

I'm curled up next to a roaring fire in real life, wearing a gold
mini-skirt and a bunny tail in my new life.

I'm remembering when | was a little girl. One night before Easter, my

mom pointed out the kitchen window and said she spotted the Easter Urjamped up to take a look
and thought | saw something white in the bushes. "You just missed him!" she said. | was completely
convinced | had actually seen the Easter Bunny.

When | was 6, | figured out there was no Santa Claus. | was sitting in

the aar with my dad, in the parking lot of a Sears at the mall. It was

January and we'd recently returned from a trip to visit my grandparents

in Minnesota. | caught my grandmother creeping around the tree at 2 am on Christmas Eve, and the
next morning, | notied all my gifts were cheap and 4iffand. Dime store stuff. Not the type of gifts
Santa usually brought us. Hmmmm.

When | finally worked up the nerve to ask my Dad THE QUESTION about
Santa ("He's not real, is he?") he told me the truth. It then dedvn
on me that the Easter Bunny was made up as well. That was a sad day, | must say.

When | was a bit older, my Dad got into the habit of taking me and my

brother to the downtown library in Houston the day before Easter. This

happened three years in rowe'd stay there all dayl remember

walking around with stacks of fascinating books in my arms, looking out the window and watching the
sunset beyond the skyline. Those are fond memories.

If I'd known that one day I'd be spending Easter sitting intfod a
computer experiencing a whole new world "virtually" with thousands of other people from around the
world, | wouldn't have believed it.

It's wonderful to know the unimaginable can come true.

By: Azeri Zenovka

The Word Game



G CA Yy R GUIKSSNYLY ¢

AKS Al ARSZ
G42yS Aa GKNBST

GKNBES Aa TFTAOS:
FAOS Aa F2d2NE FYyR F2dzNJ A& YI IAO0OdE
| reached out to choke her instead.

She smiled and ducked, her
f ALJA &adz2NFIF OSR-FG Y& SIENY alGgSyiae
two is nine, nine is four.

C2dzNJ A& GKS YIF3IAO ydzyo SNIé
I covered myears; she held up fingers.

I closed my eyes; she licked my nose.

Feigning surprise, | kissed her back:

Gb2G dzyGAt @&2dz IAGS AL | T2 D¢
GCAYSZ¢ L &l ARIZI aLQtf
,2dz FNB GKNBST L Y 2ySo 28
By: Scout Anatine

LX & @Al
I.

UK é&2dzX
NE (62 d¢
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April 9, 2007 Mika el Agricola Day

Founder of the Finnish language. Any experiences you have with madianguages?

My Experience with a Madep Language

When | was very young | was terrified that a monster would rise up from under the bed and eat me. My
mother gave me a recipe to calm my fears. She told me that it was a magic spell in the language of the
ancient druids. Now that | am older, | realize that it was a nonsense rhyme made up dildeatin

gibberish. She said that once started, the spell had to be repitefdctly from beginning to end, or the
bogeyman would indeed eat me all up. | think her idea was to make me work hard to acquire the power
of the spell.

Well, her method worked. | studied for weeks before | was confident that | could say the emtilre sp

gAUK y2 SNNENAO® CAYylLffex 6AGK I GNBY2NJ AYy Y& @2A
Y2YAGSNE 2NJ N KSNJ Y& FSIFENI2F GKS Y2yadadSNE RARYyQi
years | diligently cast the spell. Higd grew too old for this mind game and | never recited the spell

again.

Years later, | thanked my mother for coming up with such a clever solution to my childhood problem.
She smiled, put her forefinger on my lips, and we never said another word @bou

LYy Y& RSINIY2UKSNRa K2y2NJ L Y LIaairy3d GKAa aalLlst
adz2NOSIFaS FNRY yAIKGGAYS G§SNNENEOD 52y QG FT2NBHSGO (2
completely; | think this was an integral partoém Y2 § KSNR& Of SASNI RSPHA OSSP I S
G2 YSo ¢KS LINRPYdzyOAlI A2y A& +Fa AlG 62dfR 6S AF Al

Sibile, sibile, si ergo,

Fortibus es in ero.

Nobile, nobile, themis trux,

Sivatsi® Y OF dza | y X SNE | yX

<thump>
2KFG ola GKS f1ad sNRYSIGKRAWKIXL 1y28 A0 alby

<thump> <thump>

'YYsS 3FAGS YS + aS02yRz LQftf NBYSYOSNI AdG F2NJ &daNBX
<THUMP> <THUMP>

§K IyR 6KIOAX (KIOA3EARRFIOSHAYVR

KI i A
h 22222XXXH

F0Q
h hh

0 Qx

2 GKFEG y2A
b hhhhhh22?2
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-- by Nebbisk Oh

Figure2: Nebbisk Oh's entry for Mikael Agricola Day
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April 10, 2007 Salvation Army Founders Day

Describe a trip to the thrift store.

One mans trasrks....still trash

I have been to a thrift store once in my life. | say that with no condescension. At that time in my life,
that was all | could afford. It was between paychecks, | had a family with reedge all been there.
There is no shame in...but there should be.

This is America. We have a gross national product which is many times all other countries except the
richest oil producers. We are the birthplace of most new technologies and the technologies we don't
invent need our marketto survive. We've put men on the moetast century. Basically, we are rich
enough that we simply decide what we want to do, pass legislation, appropriate the money, AND DO IT.
There is no shame in this....but there should be.

The fact that ANY ofur citizens need to visit thrift stores for basic needs; The fact that ANY of our
citizens cannot afford health care; The fact that ANY of our citizens do not have enough education to
fend for themselves in an information society; The fact that ANo€itizens is hungry or homeless

IS shameful.

The fact that we, as a people, allow our government to promote big business and the super rich as the
engine of our society, while the hearts and minds and bellies of our people are aching for thasriscra
a mistake. We must force them to follow OUR priorities.

When | went to the thrift store, it was as you might expeatsurprising number of passable used

clothes and toys and household items and a very large preponderance of junk. One addheyss!

saw was a magic 8 ball. Is that what our government uses to meet our most basic needs? If our net
income is not over 40,000 do they leave us to chance? Do they figure we'll make due at thrift stores and
the like? For those that enjoy going thrift stores, please accept my blessings and apology if | have
offended. For those that need to go to thrift stores, remember , there is no shameanlgast not for

you.

By: Andro McMahon
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Figure3: Andro McMahon's atry for Salvation Army unders Day

L ¢l a&a dateod !'yR I 6Al0 avStteod L KIFIR GKFG adrts ao
grimy pink and white stripes, saggy cushions, lumpy seats. However, | still had the protective plastic

corners on downhe bottom, and I had anicepluik2 6y @ L ¢+ a GKS O2dzOK OK2aSy
house with an actual lounge room, and this is how | left the salvos on Victoria Street in Richmond. | was
cheap.

A mother, when she met me for the first time, went a bit ntedrwith a stapler gun, some purple fabric

and creativity; she tried to hide my true identity. She also threw a throw over me. Which inevitably,

every night while people on top of me watched tv, would slowly descent towards the floor, dragging the

small satter-pillows (also bought as a covep) down with it.

| did my job well for quite a few years, got familiar with Throwy, my throw, and the sdalteff t 2 6 a T 6 S Q
AKIINB GKS OKALA FlrttSy R2¢gy (GKS ONI OlpexthamhadS dzLJ i
the corner shop, when rnone was looking.

It ended when my people moved, they tried to keep me in their spare room for a while, still together

with Throwy and the scats. But after a year, they decided to let me go. | was too old to go biaek to
{rt@g2ad L 1ySse (GKS SyR gtFa ySINE K2gSOSNE L glayQ
It was a sunny day when the Stanley knife ripped through my hideous fabric and a crowbar tore apart

my wooden bones. | put up some resistance, sumpgishem with my endless amount of industrial

staples, making the separation between skin and bones difficult. | made them sweat.

Today, | am dstapled firewood stacked in the garden. | have a lovely view and spiders keep me
company. As faras | know, Tlré ' yR GKS aol da KFr@S YFRS AG G2 | {|
stories one day. | hope they will speak of me favourably, we did have some good times.

By: Florence Falta

My experience with a Thrift Shop

My mother volunteers in the Communityodpitatsponsored Thrift Shop in Boca Raton, Florida. Every

so often she sends me a package, and when | see the Thrift Shop address, my stomach lurches because |
1y26 LQft KI@S (2 GStf K& MNda K ldz8 th@GuipidiaoRgDENI 2y S 2
OFrtf SR 6FNHIAYAa Aad ayAOSog

Well, much to my surprise, the last package contained a handsomeatakd golf shirt, and in the left
FNRYyO LIRO1SG ¢6Fa Iy 2fRY oFG0SNBR 32t F GSSH L Oz
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cleaning but there it was. | turned it over in my hand, chuckling at the thought of some old geezer
FSSote ¢KIOlAy3 I obtt FNBdyR KAda NBUANBYSyd O2VYYy
t NAYGSR 2y 2yS a4ARS 2F (KSakBEBH&lIa GKS AdFfAOAT SR

My dad, an avid golfer who passed away some years ago, printed these tees as a joke, and he was the
2yfte 2yS gK2 S@OSN) dzZaASR GKSYH L O2dzZ RYQd AYIF3IAYS
hands, but to honor my dad | decided to don teal shirt, truck out my dusty clubs and golf in the April

cold at Marine Park in Brooklyn, where my dad taught me to play.

| drove the ball off the lucky tee, and sliced it all the way over to the 9th fairway. Funny thing is, | could

have swornthata GKS ottt ¢Syd 2y AG&a YFROFLI FftA3IKAGX GKS
AKAGDE hy GKS ySEG K2tS8z L Ot2aSR Y& 3ANRLI FyR &i
hooked and wound up behind a tree, and when | got to my ball, the winistled through the leaves

020Ss YR F3AFAY @gKAALISNBRYI a! KKKXZ AKAG®E

hy GKS GKANR K2fS> | f2y3 LIN o GKS oFrff akKz2d 27
'YR GKS ¢AYyR 6K2238KSR 608 AaAYyIAYRKS BOEEB2ZRODBRMS (K
arAyoSx Sttty aAyOS L LIXI@&SR gAGK Y& RIFIR® ¢tKS @S
on a bookshelf, sitting nicelyinahdle2 y S akK2d 3t aa&a Y& RIFIR 62y Ay KAa
forget@ 2 dzX 2NJ G2 1SSLI ye Se&sS 2y (KS olffo

- by Nebbisk Oh

—

Figure 4: Nebbisk Oh'sry for Salvation Army Founders Day



Page]| 22

April 11, 2007 Keep America Beautiful

What do you do to keep Second Life beautiful? Ugly?

NO ENTRIES
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You gotta be able to write on this one! Go for it.
Cosmonauts DayApril 12, 2007

Better known as Yuri's night in the US its been one hell of a world space party. There is still a huge event
going on over at the Space CoLab sim. Its wonderfegéoso much depth and devotion going into the
cause of human space exploration. With such a huge turnout in here the lag drove me through the
floor. | don't mind though because It shows that we are becoming ever more interested in going to the
stars. Ircelebrating Yuris' night we are doing so much more than comemorating that first glorious event
of successful human spaceflight. We are looking upward, outward. No longer stuck going merely
forward the whole cosmos opens up. No longer can we be comtemierely look at the stars. We must
become part of them, know them as we know our own dear Earth. Such a glorious message and dream
must be shared and on this day that is what we do. This is happening across the world tonight. From
Spain to Brazil ttndia in Music, dance, Stellar observation, physics debates and lectures, and whatever
way the creativity of space enthusiasts can bring. In some ways it brings us together in a way that no
other holiday can. Its goes back only to 1961 when Gagarimfade that historic flight. There are no

set traditions, Its not based on anybodys religious inclinations, Its all about the future, of what we as
humans can accomplish. Its a holiday all can revel in regardless and most who know about it do. I've
enjoyed it immensely. Its a great time to meet other dreamers. With luck and with the fervent passion
that pervades this day It won't be a dream much longer.

By: Athena Maeterlinck

¢CKS /2aY2yldziQa [ Saazy
When Yuri Gagarin, Valentinar€shkova, Alan Shepard, Gus Grissom and the other space pioneers
ascended in mountains of flame and smoke, our collective imaginations rose with them. They were the
embodiment of the spirit of human adventure. Their flights were a mix of art and scienceere the
ultimate expression of human curiosity, courage and creativity. They flew under the flags of the USSR
and the USA, but, in truth, they flew for all of us. Neil Armstrong said as much when he called his step
G2yS FALYyd €SIFLI F2NI YIFIY{AYRDE
The movie and television space adventures of the time paled in comparison to the real adventure.
Lost in Space and Star Trek used obvious models and the alien planets were clearly studio sets. The
NHz20 6 SNJ YI 8148 2F 5N 2 K2 QaanwdndeBya AYaLANBR Y2NB f I dz
hdzNJ GNRLJA (2 (G4KS Y22y> K26SOSNE |faz2 STl dz&a oAl
showed us a bleak landscape filled with rogksharsh reality devoid of color and completely lifeless.
GhyS avYlrtf adSIOR Fdi 0BKS I R ANIILINB/D YdzOK 2F Ay (S
SI NI Kpé 1 002dzy il ytaz y2G RNBIYazZ FTAIAINBR Y2NB
routine and the cosmonaut became page three news except in times of disaster.
While the real adventure advanced in decades, the imaginary adventures in television and movies
advanced by centuries. The smoke and flames of Soyuz and Apollo were dimmed by the light of
SELX 2RAY3 5S8SHGK {{iFNRAOD {GF N ¢ $EIQaE STBING NauRWE S 61A K

NB &
%



Pagel| 24

computer generated special effects and worlds. Video games allowed everyone to pilot a ship around
distant stars and land on beautiful worlds with exotic aliens. The real cosmonaut became boring by
comparison. The noble reality wasrdnished by the glamorous fiction.

Therein lies the lesson the cosmonaut teaches us in Second Life. Let not the glamorous fiction
diminish the noble reality of our real life journeys. However bleak the landscape, the spirit must remain
unconguered.

By: Oboe Riederer
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April 13th entry. International Librarians Day

Ahh the library. A gazillion books and only an hour to spetfdmy nose plastered to one. While
information resources in the home and indeed at any location with a computer are becoming ever
greater there is still something very attractive about paper based libraries. | guess its the whole
atmosphere. There arédé scents of various books from Garfield Comics to Asmiovs collected essays on
physics. Itis visually far more impressive than a mess of wires and a blinking box. Indeed most libraries
have several such blinky boxes nowadays. They seem to createsamléackground humming if your
over in that section. The books have a variety of textures both of the cover and paper and of the text
itself. I love to just go sit and with a good book immerse myself there. And it being Librarians day |
suppose | oughio make a mention of them. They have typically been very helpful to me when | have
sought it. | have always enjoyed the way they keep things ordered but do not disturb you while doing
so0. Must be some particular skill they develop. Wonderful peopti&d with as well especially if you
hit on one of their hobbies. | have heard talk of the end of physical libraries as their need diminishes
due to the same information being more easily accessible elsewhere. It sounds like a dreadful idea. To
lose animportant point of education and peace would be a very bad idea.

By: Athena Maeterlinck
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April 14, 2007 Listening Awareness Month

What? This topic should divide into two groups. Girls and boys. Go ahead, be funny.

NO ENTRIES



Page]| 27

April 15, 2007 Rubber Er aser Day

Yup, it's true. Go check out the website and then come back and tell us about pencils and
mistakes in your literary life.

INKsters Writing Competition, 4/15/2007

Tax Day and Rubber Eraser Day

| used to date a woman who, when asked if sheiv&R G ¢ KA &aé¢ 2NJ G¢KI GX¢ ¢2dAZ R
2SSttt 9gKSY L F2dzyR GKS 20KSNJ 3d2 Ay KSNIo6SRzZ L ai
CdzZ3SRRIo62dziAlGHE dzi GKFGQa YySAGKSNI KSNBE y2NJ KSN.
CANhavéi 6 2 1 K¢ &2 (GKA&a aG2NB A& lo2dzi 620K ¢FE 51& Ay
While in High School in Brooklyn, lworked gark YS Ay | GRNHzZA aG2NB3Z¢ 6KAOK
pharmacy in those days. This helped fund my habits of Rold Gol@tkizel Sticks rip off the side

FELFLE F2f{R AY | YR -tafdwhan®BupértEMSticBULbIE Blagic K F 0 ¢ B&Y R2y Q
YSSR y2 aiSSylAy ONIAy OSftfaoné

¢CKS LIKINXNIOA&G o6& jdAGS | {ARRSN¥amplglecldmeS R (2 (S
GKFG KS dzaSR G2 G 1S KAatdothpickin& glasFavater; hardyl Gar i, BatNE S F

| promised that this story would be about taxes and rubbers, so let me tell you his favorite story:

Onedayacustomercamdey 12 GKS ai2NB8 IyR Fa41SR [2dz 6AF GKIF O ¢
think his real name was washed away in bubble plastic) for a pack of three Trojans (all condoms, aka
NHz0 6 SNB X $SNB a¢NR2lFyaé¢d Ay (K2aSs hrRa? &dubny wardt T4 SNJ
0 KNBSK al@0S @2dzQR 0SGGOSNI GF 1S §renelbefnbv this Ay a
gra Ay GKSEOBPRAODEINE |yR SAIKG OSyiao ¢ KS Odzai
gKIFEGQa (KS SAITKAIzZOBEFHR RRWXK 2T O2 dzNgRithe dustdmér G KS S
NBL ASRZ dahl H {2 ¢11¢Q{ K2¢ @e2dz Llzi GKSY 2y HHE

02
22
2Y

- by Nebbisk Oh
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Figure5: Nebbisk Oh's itry for Rubber Eraser Day

Rubber Eraser Day

This may seem an unusual stdmyt | once had an eraser called 'Squelch’. Squelch travelled with me
every day to school for six long years. | came from very lowly beginnings and my dad or mum found him
either on the bus my dad drove or the school my mum cleaned, | can't remember.

Syuelch was a faithful little servant and all my pals loved to borrow him. | drew a little face on his rear
end.

He had started life at quite a substantial size for an eraser. He was pink, made from rubber, and began
life about 3 inches (8cm) in lerigt He was originally a rectangular prism with wedge cut edges.

When | received him he was about 1 inch long and well rubbed away at one end. The other end looked
as though he had been bitten by a dog or cat. | gave him a happy smile on his facseahthie
compasses to indent his rear end to this effect.

As he wore away, mostly in the Maths class, my chums would renew his face. When an eraser was
needed they would shout for ' Squelch'. He was a happy little chappie and cheered up my days
throughout High school.

He became rather famous in the classes | attended but Maths was his forte. He was retired when | left
school and | have to admit that | still have him somewhere in my home thirty seven years after leaving
school. How sad is that!

By:Skye Soderstrom
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April 16, 2007 Boston Marathon

Are you an athlete? Do tell.
Have a Mernthon

52y Qi f221 F2NIYS Ay lyé 2F (GKS LMAOGdzNBAE 2F (GKS
movie marathons and every weekend at my houseisdzdy RNE Y I NI} 0 K2y 3 odzi L Qff L
marathon. | did get involved in a marathon when | was in college. A friend of mine got me to volunteer
to help with the event. We stood at a mile point yelling out times. That was quite enough for me, thank

you!
In point of fact, | do have experience with runs that does not involve pantyhose. | have a two mile
2233Ay3 NRdziSo L GNB (2 223 GKNBS RFrea | ¢SSz ¢

0SKAYR 2233Ay3 Aa kA & &l & diOKl fAYK & KB2 glA yRBWR D SO dza
3SG KdzNIi FyR L ¢62yQi o6S Fo6tS G2 3Sd 2dzi FyR NHzy i
gone. In the spring it rains a lot. Running in the rain | mightcatch&@c@ld L ¢ A G dzy G A€t GKSN
y2i NIAYyAy3ao Ly GKS adzYYSNIAG OFy 6S (22 K20H ¢
Ly aLAGS 2F ff GKS&S 46SFOGKSNI RAFTFAOMZ GASaz L KI
NHzy & ®¢ s daf¢ to Faly e Ihava more’5K fun rushirts in real life than | have virtuabhirts of
any kind in second life! My goal in a 5K is singdletrive not be last in my age group. | am pleased to
say | have met that goal in all races save one f@aoin my age group!).
My aversion to actually running a marathon probably goes back to fourth or fifth grade. Our reading
books included a story about the first marathon runner. He ran from the battle of Marathon to the City
of Athens, proclaimedd S DNX S| @AOG2NEB>X FStf 20SNE |yR RASRO®
to emulate.
| say good luck to everyone who does run today. | hope you all have a-tn&rs y°

FyR R?2
0Sailové 52y Qi t 221 T2 Ndonskopping2 ¢S JS NI LQ

I
ft adAaol d

By: Oboe Riederer
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April 17, 2007 Mathematics Education Month

Your favorite (most hated) math teacher stories please.

Dear Miss D.,
Wherever you are, | want to say thank you. | can still see you standing before our sophomore
geometly class with four differently colored pieces of chalk in your hand. 1 still see you shading different
angles and sides different colors as explain some tricky point.
With your skills you probably could have been building bridges or guiding spactesMpss. Instead,
you built our minds and guided our thoughts.
You never said we were wrong. When we filled your blackboard with errors, you would look at them
FYR aAYLXe aleée aL R2y QG | ANBSP¢ ¢ KSydthexozeas 2 dzf R 3
answer.
To this day, | remember the rules you gave us for finding congruent triangles. Triangles can be
congruent if there are three aspects that are equal: sigleside (SAS), angkde-angle (ASA), or
angleangleside (AAS). Youamned us never to use angiéded A RS o! { { 0 @ G52y Qi YI ¢
82dNB St Fx¢ &2dz 4F ARO® ¢CKIFIGQa 3S2YSUNEB FROAOS (Kl
Thank you.

Sincerely,
Oboe Riederer
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April 18, 2007 National Anxiety Month

Don't be nervous. Yo can complete today's writing assignment.

The kids all gather onto the bus. Several are larger than me, huge looming ninth graders still in junior
high school before ninth grade was moved into high school. They have hair on their faces and on their
knees | stand just over four feet and am as skinny as a sapling. Next to them | appear as a child, their
youth already taken away from them by puberty. All of the other fifth graders sit in the front of the bus.
The bus is like an army, regimented tightly wittundaries of status. As the aisle progresses from the
driver to the exit door, the children grow in stature and size like the evolution of man poster hung in the
science class on the second floor. | once sat directly behind the driver but now have ediirstnche

middle, close to the exit windows that can be pushed off if ever the bus flips several times in some freak
accident, or tumbles into a lake in the dry county of Kentucky | live in. Dry as in prohibition dry. As | get
on the bus | walk down thaisle with the determination of one heading for hell. Dead man walking. A

long slow cross down the skinny aisle that stretches out before me with a bit of hitchcockian cinema
magic like the winding staircase in Vertigo. Slowly and surely | step. Therfuwiiaék the further the

last double wide seat seems. | don't why | continue, perhaps a young fascination for thrill. Perhaps a
stubborness to go where arbitrary rules forbid. In the last seat sits a 6 foot 2 skateboarder named
Mullins. | know he is a skattoarder because | am as well. Or rather, | was until Mullins threw my
skateboard into the lake in our neighborhood. Our suban development is called the island because it
borders a small lake. Connected to a sewage line. We live near the samé/éhap do you think you're
doing? Mullins asksSitting.-Why you sitting back herePwanna.-| will rip that earring right out of

your ear. | have a fake diamond stud in my ear. | got it for my twelfth birthday. All the cool redneck sub
urban kids have am | also have a mullet. | start to shake. Still | sit. My body is shivering, as if in freezing
weather, or perhaps extreme paranoia. | crave a poker face, to be tough like an action hero, like bruce
willis in die hard. But | am shivering instead. Ssilt.IAnxiety is a funny thing, the more | worry about
appearing anxious, the more anxious | am, the more | shiver and concurrently appear anxious. It is an
ever blossoming fractal of fear. The bus is now driving down rainy Kentucky streets. Mullins grabs m
small jeans with the elastic waistband and hurls me across the bus. | go past two seats and land akimbo,
head against plastic seating and Mary Beth's shoulder. A brief struggle as my legs are pushed down and
like an escaped jack in the box I'm stuffedathe corrugated floor, near the bits and pieces of lunch

items that crumbed away during the morning drivéet off me! Get off! Tugging at my clothes and
gracelessly disentangling myself from Mary Beth, | stand and return to Mullins. The bus driver says
nothing (if he even sees). | sit agai@et the hell out of here you nerd! | would look at Mullins in the

face were my eyes not squinted shut with tears. He punches me in the shoulder, hard. Beneath my
hypercolor Tshirt my shoulder throbs, the blood aldy flowing to it to color the bruiseMove it.

Again, a wrecking ball slams into my shoulddo. | hold my ground. Terror must be embraced. Like
getting out of bed in the morning, even though | cry out against it | have to move to the shower to face
the day, otherwise I'll waste away. Terror would give us bed sores if we didn't pass through it. It takes
away our ability to travel, to progress. The back of the bus is the kingdom of kings, where the giants live
and | want a piece of thier proverbial pi8o | stay. Again | am thrown. Again | return. | shiver in terror

but still walk shivering back to the seat closest to the emergency exit. Closest to Mullins. Closest to fear.

By: Docilemind Janus
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INKsters writing competition, April 18, 2007

Remhiscence on National Anxiety Day

GaSNRSzZ¢ L YdziGSNBR (2 YeasSt¥ ra GKS o0Stf NIy3I: K
0Sado 'a Y& mMndiK DNIRS GSFOKSNJI glFa FT2yR 2§ aleay
you speak French kka Spanish cogand now she is rumlng my weekend by announcmg a big test to
0S 3IAGSY 2y az2yRIe&o azyRI&H 2Kes L R2yQl S@Sy N
¢tdzSaRlFe Y2NYyAy3ao {KSQa 324G + t20 2F YySNBSH

Well, somehow | got through theeekend, whiffing O for 4 in baseball and getting kicked out of the

K201Se 3rYS T2NINBY2@Ay3a Yeé 3I21tASQa 3It20Sa az2 L
6Sado L 92N] SR YeaStT Ayid2 adzOKyanxigybylyingtoinKl & L O
LI NByida oa{dz2NB Y2Y>X 0QSaid o2y LQ@S 320 A4 |ttt dzy
Shepherd on the crystal radio that I built instead of studying for a Social Studies exam.

So, my prayers for a schedbsing sowstorm in June unanswered, | knew that | was in big, big trouble.
2 KIFG G2 R2K ¢tKS RSY2y 2y Y& §SF¥l akKz2dzZ RSNJ &l ARX

SYGNBI GSRX ab23 @2dzQNB || 3J22R 0283 &2 dzugadery SASNI O
F2NI I &adzAGFo6fS 3F8L) aKSSG ¢6KATS ! aY2RSdzaQa LA GOKT?2

Having no prior criminal experience, | had no idea how gyp sheets are concealed. | carried it in to the
classroom under a stack of books, thinking Iwaul8 ONB GS AlG Ay (GKS &aKStF dzyRS!
lost heart and the best | could do was to put the books down on my seat, transfer them to the floor

leaving the gyp sheet behind, and then sit on it.

¢KS GSad ol a |ttt DNB Sslof Greek thasixlid FrénghRBuLwhat i/d#l gnoBwsaS y S
GKFG YdzOK 2F GKS YIFGSNRARLFE 61 a NRAIKG GKSNB 2y (KS
under my sooro-be-grassif-1 failed, ass. | spread my legs wide and tried to look down withoutibgnd

Y& KSIFIRX o6dzi L O2dz RyQi &aSS GKS akKSSao aNﬁ¢ t
a0t 1SR INRdzy R YS YR LISSNBR NARIKIG 2O0SNI Ye K 2
cheater knows to put their gyp sheet! Inwardly shakikg a leaf, | kept my legs together in a fashion
NEBYAYyAaOSyild 2F GKS 2fR al g [o62dzi Iy FaLANRY o6SAy3
between the legs.

2t
d

A
z R

aNB® t2f AdKdzl YySOSNI RAR aLlRi GKS RI Y¢rkev@ds8IoA RSy OS
confused about the kid who rolled his eyes in class for no apparent reason. Me, | somehow survived

that day, and have since graduated to more sophisticated forms of psychologiefihgelfation. |

never cheated again though, havinghelt SR G Kl 4G ONARAYS R2Say Qi LI é&X SaLl
it.

- by Nebbisk Oh
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Figure6: Nebbisk Oh's itry for National Anxiety Month

Brothers and Sisters, | too am a sinner in the land of Linden and | know your anxiety.
Amen!
I know the feayou all feel when you stare at your avatar for 2 minutes and wonder if its just lag or if
you have crashed!
Amen
I know the anxiety you have over the next update because you have crashed every ten minutes since the
last one.
Amen
I know that cold fear wén you open a folder and find its contents gone! Oh yes, | know what it is to lose
inventory.
Amen
I know the embarrassment of teleporting and finding your shoes, watches, rings, and even hair hanging
from your posteriorg and Sisters | can only imaginesthain that stilettos inflict when that happens!
Amen.
I know the dread you all feel when you read that personal information has gone missing. Your credit
card numbers and paypal accounts are in there!
Amen.

NEGKSNR FyR &aAaidsS NiHekthd feakandddathiog®Bnyselbandath&tS R¢ | y
Amen.
Most of all I know that you fear the coming of voice! You fear that the added load on your machine will
cause more crashes and more lag! You fear that your accent will make your avatar less apyesaling
fear you will lose your exotic dancer job because you are a baritone.
Amen.
But I am here to tell you that it is when we experience these fears that we must turn to the words of the
holy blog and heed what the lord Linden tells- B NOT AFRAID!
Amen.
The Good Blog tells us Be Not Afraid for we are adding more servers and new updates to reduce lag!
The lord Linden says have faith in my updates for they have been tested on the Beta grid!
Amen.
The Good Blog tells us Be Not Afraid for my servamt@sasisting in recovering lost inventory and most
will be restored if ye follow my advice and empty the cache.
Amen
The Good Blog tells us Be Not Afraid for we are working with our mighty partners to insure the security
2F Fff 2dzNJ OdzAG2YSNBRQ | OO2dzy G aH
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Amen.

And the holy Blog tells Be Not Afraid of voice, for verily shall it improve conwations among my

LIS2 LY S G¢KSe akKlftf KSIFENISOSNE Goly3a FyR ylLalftaAid
every other word. They shall avoid carpal tunnel syndrome in long conversations. And | will send thy

OKAf RNBY dzyii2 (WSSRAaQRFOWAYAI HaFYINR 2N a2YSUKAYy3
shall overhear it and reaching down past his loins press the off button. And soon thereafter, so shall
iKSSo l'YR (Kdza akKltf GKS fF3 0SS NBRIZOSRHE

Amen.

So, my brothers and sisters, letjust our faith in Linden, set aside our fears, and keep the Linden
dollars flowingg and we all say:

Amen

By: Oboe Riederer
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April 19, 2007 National Garden Month

Time to get serious about your garden in real life and here in Second Life.

| really wish had a garden.

I've always been a child of nature, and nothingcharges my inner battery more than taking off my

shoes and stepping into the grass, or even better a nice squishy cold patch of mud.

Sadly, | live in a place where land is at a premiurd,fe@ving even a tiny garden is considered a luxury.

The closest | can come is a few scraggly little house plants. It's a bit tough to take off my shoes and step
into a plantpot.

Plus it's probably not good for the plant either.

Someday maybe | will haxenough money to buy a really nice big patch of land where | can run around
barefoot and feel the grass and the mud. Maybe plant a few flowers or some vegetables.

For now | guess | have to be content looking at my little mini rosebush .... And hopgg MAK 6 2 NJ R2 Say
catch me walking around inside her plant pots.

~ Submitted by Deena Barbosa
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April 20, 2007 NCTE National Poetry Day

Okay, give us ONLY poems today. Try not to make them TOO cumbersome.

this is my second life...

this is where i learna love,

to hope, to trust,

to laugh with my heart,

to cry without fear,

to fly with wings of freedom,
to be all that my soul can be,
and to live again;

and if perchance

you are my teacher

in this arduous learning,

i thank you

from the bottom of my hed.

By:Geaven Gall

Figure 6: Geaven Gall'sigy for National Poetry Day




I'm sitting at work and I'm wracking my brain.
Man, writing this poem is really a pain.

I'm trying to be witty,
I'm trying to be cool,
But I'm pretty sure I'll just souniike a fool.

You see, writing poems is not a strong suit,
But if I can do it | might win some loot.

So i'll roll up my sleeves,
Give my knuckles a crack,
And try to come up with a tasty word shack.

Cuz, hey, after all, I've got nothing to lose,
And dter I'm done | can go drink some booze.

So I guess this is i,
Now my poem is finished.
| hope your opinion of me's not diminished.

I'll sit back and wait 'til you hand down a ruling.

Writing this thing was incredibly grueling.

By:Deena Barbosa
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BEYOND THE PAIL

David H. Duckett
Bought a new bucket
And then he took it
Home in his car.

The next day his daughter,
Aged three aneb-quarter,
Filled it with water,
Without asking Pa.

David H. Duckett

Fell over his bucket,

Said loudly "Oh f**k it"
And hoped no one heard.

But if Daddy had taught 'er



Page]| 38

That she really oughta
Not play games with water
It would not have occurred.

© Julie Apocalypse

INKsters writing competition, 4/20/2007
National Poetry Day

The Removal of Dark Fenixx
An Epic Pem (c) 2004 by Nebbish, Defender of Cragstone

'Tis often said, in Palisade, the portal gankers lurk

Their weapons honed, armed to the bone, face drawn up in a smirk
Their cry is "Vengeance," waving pendants, looking for the glow

Of some poor schmuckpwn on his luck, who through the portal goes.

One day Dark Fenixx took this scenic route to Dereth's hell

He was no hood, "A babe in woods am |," he'd often /tell

"I'm here to craft!" But then a laugh precursed what he was facing:
An FI, 'Zerk, thre other jerks, a Tact with turrets blazing.

"I mean no harm, belay your arms," he cried. His answer? Thunder
And blood and gore as Shads and Orders tore his limbs asunder
His armor gone, "I am undone!" he gasped, with failing breath

As vigor drainedsmall health remained, he hovered close to death.

His dying words, you may have heard, resound throughout the land
"Ye've ganked me and | thank ye, fear my rightful wrath at hand!
Ye think ye're tough? I've had enough of portal camping gankers
Wellfair is fair, no more Care Bear am |, ye silly wankers!"

He hunted, levelled like a devil, changing templates often
Looking for one best in war, to make foes' armor soften
Raised up, did he, his MMD, got armor strong yet motley
Pushed lore so high # he could buy a weapon truly godly.

The fateful day arrived. "Hooray!" exclaimed our eager knight

"I'm all prepared, no longer scared to fight the ganker's fight."

In Palisade he staged his raid, he stood there, arms akimbo

"Pray, time go fastertil those bastards come through portal's limbo."

A flash of light, a glow so bright it numbs the very senses
Made him aware, his target there! Look, still it effervesces
"l press the key to target thee. Won't work! Ah yes, | see."
A voice: "Hark! I'm monarch of the Hobo monarchy.”



"Heed well, my son," the voice went on, "lest 'dure the royal spank,
As the regent of our 'legiance | proclaim, Thou Must Not Gank!

Pull no mobs to groups of slobs, let Lodrog's questers find their bones
Kill no noobes mining rubies, leave the fetich incs alone."

Can'st imagine thee how agitated Fenixx soon became?

Tried to argue but his arguments were taken all in vain

He fought, got overwrought, exclaimed, "I will not be thy pawn."
He and Empath reach an ims&s Then the latter said, "Begone!"

Well now, hearken, Fenixx darkens Hobo's ally hall no more

Some will miss him, some would kiss him, some his actions did deplore
But this we know, if a Hobo doth visit Palisade

Remember well: Dark Fenixx has a lolpaew bright blade.

- by Nebbisk Oh

Painting "Black Knight," 1996, Novosibirsk
Figure 7: Nebbisk Oh'snéry for National Poetry Day
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April 21, 2007 Creativity and Innovation Day

We live in this virtual world where so much is possible. What do you do in Second Life to be
creative and innovatie?

NO ENTRIES
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April 22, 2007 Earth Day

Actually it's Second Life day for us. This is the only planet we know.
Earth Day April 22, 2007

Earth it has a feeling

of groundedness and death
Second Life is calling

to bring about rebirt

Second Life

the only planet we know
has brought imagination
to the soul

of one who travels on

to try to make them whole

What can we find here?
Reborn in love and feeling
the craziness of being

a wandering animation.

Alter egos flow are charmed

by global meetings dives unknown
suspended declarations

of new hope of new life.

The old home left behind now
in dreams of pastures new
hopes of recreation

to live life to the full.

By: Skg Soderstrom



Pagel| 42

Figure 8: Sky Soderstrom'swey for Earth Day
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April 23, 2007 World Book and Copyright Day

Stealing the work of others is a time honored tradition. If somebody stole one of your creative works,
what would you want them to steal?

INKsters writing competition, 4/23/2007
I NBFGAGS 22Nl &4 GKFEG LQR 2Fyd hdiKSNR (2 {dSlhf

Steal a verse

Hardly a theft

But a roundtrip journey
By way of inspiration

Steal a painting

So that | may entreat you
With credible excuse

To pose for another

Steal some time
To spend with me
Creating a world
Where we can fly

Steal a kiss

And mystory

About this being but fantasy
To reassure

Steal my heart

A creation of pixels
Made up of whole cloth
Wrapped around you

- Nebbisk Oh
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Figure9: Nebbisk Oh's mtry for World Book and Copyright Day

Steal This Idea
Someone stole one of my ide this Saturday and | was glad of it! | wish more would steal the idea.

| was shopping and saw a comic book store. | know a soldier currently serving in Iraq and thought he
and his fellow soldiers might appreciate a little light reading.

The ownergave me advice about some good comics to send. As | went to pay a man in front of me said

G!' NB @82dz aSyRAYy3 (K2asS (2 a2t RASNARA Ay LNII ®é L
KA& dzy Al o6l a 2Nl AYy3I 6N KK2NISIER KBt RA SINEDD ¢ 28] D YO
Jdzé a dé | S NBIFOKSR ol Ol G221 (GKS 0622144 FTNRY Y& K
4 KS LIAR L NBFOKSR dzLJ 'yR (12dzOKSR KAa akKz2dzZ RSN
alr AR alyz2yeyvYzdza e

Soofficid f @ GKS@QNB FTNRY ! y2yeayYz2dzao .dzi L KIF @S | LINBI
two boys with him. The oldest was probably 12 or 13. They gave his identity away. They called him

G5 Roé

I hope they enjoy their comics from Dad and | hoparenpeople steal my idea.

By: Oboe Riederer
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World Book & Copyright Day April 23, 2007

What!

You've read my poems

this secretlife of mine,

romantic dreams and notions
have been transformed to thine.

You know that I'm a dreamer,
you know tht I'm irclined,

to write of love and promise,
to leave mundane behind.

You shared them with your own thoughts,
my gifts of love divine.

| place them inside your head,

to mend the scar in mine.

It gives me warmth and feeling,
to know your life's been lightere
with all my proclamations

I'll share them all in time.

By: Ske Soderstrom

Figure 10: Skye Soderstrom'stey for World Book and Copyright Day
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April 24, 2007 National Welding Month

It's possible you haven't considered how important welding iyaur world. Write a thank you note to
those who keep you together.

Hot metal slaps against my arm, through the layers of my overall my skin begins to blister. Why don't
women want to become welders? | look at the scars bubbling across my father's ammzai@at to my
fresh scar. Is it vanity? Cowardice in the face of the electric shocks and pain and afterburn?

No one likes pain, but boys are conditioned to accept it. "Don't be a wimp." "Big boys don't cry." As a
girl  was always allowed to run mom. Is it a disadvantage? Women complain that they have a lower
level of income than men, but | wonder how much of the discrepancy has to do with the level of physical
harm we will risk.

| set down the plate | have been holding steady for my fatherglances at me, but continues
working. | go and run my arm under cold water, involuntary tears streaking my face. | will never be a
welder. | respect my father for his strength, and his ability to endure any hardship for the good of his
family and so@ty as a whole. But if | have sons, | will let them feel pain.

By: Nanimao Novi

Blanche writes to all the welding men.
(With all respect to the Golden Girls)

Dear Welding Men,

L LY dzylofS G2 AYI3IAYS | Y2 NG aBddéri Bvdryghing yipKdo is 3 F 2 NJ
Fo2dzi GKS &l ONBR Ol 2F 22AyAyQ (62 Ayidz2 2ySo 2 K
GSERAYQ 62N)] GKIFG Fff2¢ga al1eaoONILISNAR (2 NAaS KAIK

Watching Oxyacetylene welders at work is ayhit to behold. When you place your fiery tool against the
aSkFY I'YyR 06S3aAy (2 NdHzy I o6SIFIR L OFy ¥FSSf aLJl} Ny a 7t
declare, you must surely be able to weld for hours.

¢KS ! ND ¢St RSNINy IG02ANAQ A & 22KdSayl LI & KFAlyalO0 2 F G KS LJ2 6 SN
FSSt a& AT LQY YStiliAyQo ¢KIG St SOGUNRO Kdzy asSida Y
Gracious mel!

L dKFyl SIFIOK IyR S@SNE 2yS 2F @&2dz YSYy F2NJ @2dzNJ K2
the great structures of this nation and the world. Please keep it up!

Sincerely yours,
Blanche

By: Oboe Riederer
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National Welding Day April 24, 2007

I'm held together beautifully

by those who toil at dark

to make my life more wonderful
and keepme on my task.

They weave my world together,
they save me from the storm,
They cool me down and rest me,
when | am feeling warm.

They hammers flash into the night,

the rumbling of the workers,

the welding torch spreads dreams and light,
no time for ary shirkers.

They keep me strong,

my life robust,

with icy sparkling steel,

they give me tough foundations,

so | can breathe and dream and feel,
the same as every nation.

By: Skye Soderstrom

T L A==

Figure 11 Skye Soderstrom'srery for National Welding Math
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An ode to ye welders

From times ancient till now you've worked
sweat on brow

Ancient times, the heat of the fire to temper
the steel

Modern times, equipment, lit with a spark
to mold and weld

Heat and fire,

hands and eyes,

Man and Machine

working together to build the structures

that support

conform

master artistry.

Ye welders and your joints holding us together.

By: Talula Ophelia

Figurel2: Talula Ophel's entry for National Welding Month
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Two options: Either write about being a secretary or having a secretary. OR, write about how
politically correct titles always seem to be longer and less poetic than theirpwbitically correct
predecessors.

Top Ten thingabout being an SL Secretary

10. Typing skills make us the best chatters in SL.

hd [O] 2F GeLAy3 airatta vYShya GKS o602aasSa R2y Qi a
8. Travel arrangements? No problepfk SNBE Qa (G KS { [ dzNI o

7. Taking meeting minutes is easyopy chat history.

6. You never get toner on your oultfit.

pd® 52y Qi B2NNEB Fo2dzi Of SI yA yciself detns &2ry T SMeilBsy OS NR 2 Y

nd® {SEdzf I N}aavySyid A& yz2d | LINRofSY ¢gKSy &2dz 27
history.

3. Office supplies and fresh coffee are always ready in your inventory.

2. Pantyhose never snag on desks or chairs and never get runs.

And the number one best thing about being an SL secretary:

M® 9YF2NDAY3I (GKS d¢2YSKSYdRia a6 SISNDaoc NMdwedzi KISREGEO@ | F

By: Oboe Riederer

Administrative Professionals Day April 25, 2007
The Secretary

Working nine to five,

the secretary toils

writing all the letters,
mending all the foils

Her tippy tippy tapping
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is like a squirrel's nest
Pecking nuts and raisins
often putting her to test

The wife, she 'phoned the boss today,
(He's out with his new gal).

The secretary lies again,

"He's off to see his pal."

The head office they've sent a man
to work out new dimensions.

The boss he's losiyhere is that guy?
He misses all the sessions!

The secretary does the books.
The tax is due on Monday.

The boss golfs nearly every day,
she takes them home on Sunday.

The meetings planned,

all are in place.

No-one can see the boss's face.
He's slippedut for some 'bacon'.

The wife calls round.

She wants a word

with Mr. Boss, the pain.

She tells him that she's leaving now
and walks out in the rain.

He's worried now.

He asks for tea.

The secretary obliges.

She fills the kettle to the top.
It's time o ask for rises!

Promotion, wow, its come at last!
A raise in pay, a brand new station!
The boss's party cheers the day,

it pays his separation!

By: Skye Soderstrom
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Figure B: Skye Soderstrom'srary for Administrative Profesional's Day
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April 26, 2007 Prevention of Cruelty to Animals Month

Keep it light. Talk about your pet.
April 26, 2007 Prevention of Cruelty to Animals Month

| became a regular at walking dogs for an animal shelter. In my singledom lduhthat women
have a tendency to gravitate towards animals both of the furry and not so furry kind. That was my initial
greedy motive for walking the dog so to speak. The opposite sex and | engaged in some lengthy
conversation during some of those walkgsek managed to get a few dates out of it. Walking the dog
seemed to be my viable solution to meeting women.

One day some of what | classified as dogs of the chick magnet variety were in short supply. That is
where George came in. He was an wgyg looking dog of less than a year. George was a bear dog, a
breed known to be very loyal to their owners. More importantly | was told they could keep a bear at bay
and put the run on one or more if one happened to be in the area.

One of my pasions is the outdoors where bruins tend to live. It was clear after walking him a few
times that he was lacking in magnetic qualities so put him to the test in one of my favourite outdoor
jaunts. George stuck by my side and was not prone to venturinfatod felt secure knowing George
the bear dog was with me in addition to the can of bear spray holstered to my waist. Too often in recent
years | had happened upon bears during my escapades in the wild and for the most part they showed
little or no fear. At times this prevented me from visiting some areas | rather enjoyed.

George proved his worth immediately by taking off in a flash and putting the run on a rather large
bruin on the day of my test. The rest of the day | did not happen t@asether bear which was very
unusual for that particular area. The bond was made that day and | became the proud owner of an ugly
ass bear dog pursuing alternate methods of female introduction.

By: Deeter Decosta

Prevention of Cruelty to Animals MdnApril 26, 2007
Don't Be Cruel to hearts that are true

| have two little dogs, you see

they both are dear as dear to me.
Their little heads flick to the side,
Reading my feelings, | cannot hide.

If they were hurt or damaged so
| would not know a alce to go,
to bring them back instant to me,



we live in perfect harmony.

| take them walks in sea and shore.
| could not ever ask for more.

They are my world, my every place.
I love to watch their smiling face.

Both black and white and gold for me.
Their price you'll never know the fee.
They help me mend my broken parts.

They give so much, their eyed like darts.

Their love it is for me, untold

free flowing and always ever bold.
My heart would die if they were beat,
by rascals that walk any street.

By: Skye Soderstrom

Figurel4: Skye Soderstrom'srery for Prevention of Cruelty to Animals Month
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