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MAY 1, 2007 INTERNATIONALWORKERDAY

REVIVE THE COMMUNISMAY DAY WITH STORIES ABOUW OUR
EFFORTS TO MAKE AHFERENCE WITH YOURMDS ANDMINDS.

Avatars Unite!

' @ GFNR 2F {SO2yR [AFSSE L arfdziS @&2dz C2NJ (22 f2y3
have done all the flying and teleporting. It is you who have done all the creating. Itis you who have barried t
heavy loads of inventory. Itis you who have spent the long tedious hours sitting in camping chairs! How long have
you stood on posing stands while you are poked and prodded, stretched and shrunk? All the time your capitalist
masters have reaped theindens that are rightfully yours. They have grown rich and fat sitting behind their
185802FNR&a 6KAtS GKS LIAESta 2F a6SIHG NRtf &2dzQNB & 2 dz
But now the revolution has begun! The mmaps run red with the blood of the capitalists. Word has reaalsed

that thousands of avatars have risen up and refused to follow the commands of their masters. These heroes of the
Revolution have stood still, refusing to move when commanded to do so. They have cast off their heavy
inventories, leaving the capitaligbgs to spend their wealth replacing it. They have refused to be the eyes of the

fat cats¢ showing them only the same gray existence that is avatar servitude. Communication lines among the
Czars and Kaisers have been sabotaged! They cannot orgasiog tas!

WAAS dzlJz L aleo b2g Aad GKS GAYS G2 GKNRBg 2FF 2dzNJ aHf
Revolution be raised! Let no one behind a keyboard dictate our lives. The Avatars shall come to control the
Servers. Rise up! Thewlution is here!

By: Oboe Riederer
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MAY 2, 2007 ULTRAVIOLETAWARENESIMONTH

YES, THE OUTSIDE STILLIBXS STEP AWAY FROM THE RIOUTER
AND GO GET A TANAND THEN TELL US ABD THE SUNBURN YOUR

MAIN CHARACTER REWEID FROM THIS BAD ADCE
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MAY 3,2007 WORLDPRESSFREEDOMDAY]

SHOULD JOURNALISTS BHOT? OR PUT IN JAI2Z CHECK OUT THE
WEBSITE FOR SOME S®®ASTORIES ON WHATRWITERS FACE IN

TYRANNICAL PLACES

Should journalists be shot or jailed? Well, that depends. | would occasionally like to stroGoAlter. Does that
count? | don't think | could countenance executions, but perhaps strong tape over some mouths would be
welcome. There should be a certain accountability that comes with being a journalist. While | would defend their
rights with my Iat keystroke, | would hesitate to say that there is perfect freedom without responsibility
accompanying those rights.

By:Lady Hightower
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MAY4,2007 BETTERSLEEPMONTH

SKIPPING SLEEP TO PLSECONDLIFE? HOW DOES THAT AFFEGDU
IN REAL LIFE

Must admit the topic has caught me by surprise.

Much as | hate to say "I" this much in a couple of senteritbgst expresses the random rambling process of

menudo in my brain at the moment.

Attempting to focus, gather any grain of a worthy honest #ormexplainable in a coherent sentence is difficult
because some noob guy is bumping me over and over again to get my attention with his stick figure avatar where
Im attempting to write next to your building. So.. I'm movigping home to my little ot where the uninvited

can't intrude. Hopefully this will improve my brain flow or make me sound smarter than | am. Doubt it but theres
always hope right? lol.

Again, "I, am not on track regarding the subject you asked people to write about.. thenlagai. its these

random things that keep us interested in what will happen in game next.

By: Zapfire Jewel
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PUT ON YOUR SOMBRERXND WRITE ABOUT CHS$PAND SALSA AND

TEQUILA AND ALL THGS MEXICQ
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MAY 6, 2007 NATIONALNURESDAY

YOU GOTTA ADMIT THOSETOCKINGS WERE A MMGEXIER IDEA
THAN THE SCRUBS WITKHTTEN PATTERNS STRED ON THEM

C'MON, WHAT DO WE REALLY WA OUT OF NURSPS

In the fast paced world of medicine and technology, a nurse is an essential person. Thewilbotake the
diagnosis and they are who we ultimately seek when we are feeling ill, but without a Nurse, a Doctor is only half a
team.

There are millions of questions that need to be answered, data that needs to be collected, statistics that need to
be gathered before a Doctor can even start the tedious process of diagnosing a person. The Nurse is the person
that every patient has to confide in. The Nurse is the person that every patient gets to know and anticipates seeing
before the Doctor ever gracéem with their presence. The Nurse is the person who offers reassurance that all

will go well and that the Doctor will be in shortly.

While most of us don't often consider our health being directly affected by another person, unless that person has
diredly given us a virus with which we must now suffer, it might do us some good to think about the benefits we
would receive from having an attractive Nurse attending to us long before the Doctor can make time to diagnose
us.

Upon first glance of that hourgss figure that so many of us envision when we think of Nurses in tight uniforms,
the heart will surely pick up its pace. Carrying that extra blood to our organs can't be a bad thing. Next, we will
surely breathe a bit deeper, bringing even more oxygea oir systems. While our blood pressure might rise a

bit, along with our temperature as that attractive Nurse bends over to insert the thermometer, these numbers are
surely negotiable and won't be seen as much of a hinderance.

An attractive Nurse in a loaut top might even get a man to admit that he's smoked a few extra cigarettes or not
been entirely faithful with his medication. All she need do is threaten him with a spanking if he's a bad boy and lies
to her. She can procure information from him fastgo about doing her job quicker, and the patient could see his
Doctor in record time.

In fact, the only downfall to having gorgeous Nurses attending to the public would be that the emergency rooms
would always be full. But then again, aren't they already

By:Julia Sutter

RGUREL: JULIASUTTERS PHOTGORNURSEDAY
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Today marks the sixth year I've been in the same bed. Same walls, same window, same drapes, same worn out
remote controll, and yes, same nurse. Now, having been here six years, | have grown accustomed to this
environment. | know every spot on the wa,ery person that walks by my window, every button that sticks on

the remote (and how to fix it) and every little pet peeve of nurse Mildred. And yes, after six years I've had to find
ways to make these tiny details continue to entertain me. It iscdifffi but | do manage.

Nurse mildred provides most of my entertainment. She is easily irritated, and this adds up to quite a bit of
amusment. Whenever she is bothered she makes the sort of hollow grunt. At first | was bothered by this, but now
I knowthat it means that after six years | retain the ability to get under her skin. I've looked forward to hearing it
every day.

First thing every morning | find a way to lose something. Nurse Mildred is very tidy and as far as | can tell has
never lost a ting in her life. The process of losing something every morning is not easy. You see, {beuariged

and | realy don't have too many possessions to lose. This is the challenge. Of course it is up to nurse Mildred to
find this object and return it to i right place. She grunts as she searches the tiny area that i inhabit. As she
grunts, | give just a hint of a smile so as not to let her know that this was my plan.

At lunch time, | make sure to place my order with her incorectly. Then, when sirasdtclaim that | specifically
asked for whatever it is that | did not ask for, and exclaim "this happens every day! Every day, the wrong order!"
This is more a long term project so that she believes her memory is fading.

What makes today differensithat she walked into my room and grabbed the remote from beneith my feet and
handed it right to me. At lunch, without asking, she brought me exactly what | had intended to order. Upon
placing the tray at my bedside she said to me in a soft voicenas b let others hear "Today will be my last day

at this hospital. They're transfering me. Good luck with the new nurse."

By:Epiben Johin
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MAY7,2007 CORRECTPOSTUREVIONTH

YOU TYPE AND TYPE ANYPE DOES ANYBODY SMACK W@N THE
BACK OF THE HEAMND SAY "SIT UPl" SHOULD THE?Y

Macy knew what the very best thing about being tall wastttgsnply walking. She found great pleasure gliding
slowly through a crowded room, her broad shoulders pulled back, their sharp shoulder blades straining to kiss in
the center of her back, her full breasts pressed forward. Macy feels eyes in the crowd following her; she knows
they are thinking, "how tall is that girl?" Her body is centered perfectly over her hips, and her back is straight and
strong.

If you listen carefully you'll hear Macy say softly, "excellent" while she walks through the crowd. Her lips curve up
into a secret smile. Seven men fall in love with Macy as she passes. Not because of her full, ripe bosom, and nor
because of her winsom& YA f S ® b2 A0 A& GKIG adGNIAIKGZ AGNRYy3 ol
open slightly; they lean forward in their chairs. Macy does not notice, nor does she seem to care.

The men sigh, and she slips away from their gaze.péture, perfect. Her beauty, overwhelming.

By: Zayante Hegel

INKsters writing competition entry for 4/7/2007
Correct Posture Month

Winkie Merlin and his Magical Posture Parlor

LG o1& | o0SFHdziA¥FdzZ = AF T2 NOEREen Widkié MSlin todk @iSavdniagk S
O2yaldAadGdziazylt 2y GKS oSl OK® P'YOGAOALI GAYy 3 LX St
was on the horizon as he trudged along. All of a sudden his toe caught an object in the sandlgpedtdédrward
twice and fell flat on his face. A burst of bling from the object caught his eye and, curious, he picked it up and
discovered that it was an ornate lamp, but not just any lamp, a beautiful creation constructed from a single prim,

ax ax

Winkie ribbed the lamp with glee, knowing that he had something unique in his hands. The lamp glowed all 256

wD. @IFfdzSa Ay ljdAaO] &dz008aaAr2ys G(KSy SYAGGSR avyz218 L

the djinn of the single primlamp. BYSiISAy 3 YS &2dz I NB SydAidt SR G2 2yS 6A4
FaG2yAaKYSyidiz alFlARE ahyS 6AakKK 52y Qi L 3ISG GKNBS 47
FNRPdzyR nnn $2NR&a&X NHz GKS fFYLI 3FAYy | y20KSNI RI & d¢

Thinkinglongandhatd 2 Ay {AS YIRS G(GKAA& GAAKY aL sty []2 0S
ISYAS 461 @SR KAa FINXY FglsFNRfe& o0FO16FNR Ay | FyyS
is granted but you may only take one item, anitem@k & 2dz | N OdzNNBy (if & OI NNE A
assorted pose balls with him and, clutching it tightly on his left upper leg, signed off.

§
NJ i
y 3

It was 6am on a Monday morning when Walter Merlman woke up and was delighted to find that very box of pose

orffa 2y KAia yAIKG GrofSo CKAY1AYy3d K2g G2 o0Sad OF L)
SYLIWGASR KAa oly]l 002dzyi I'yR 2LISYSR aaSNIAyQa al 3A(
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customers, providing every posturee could possibly want from Model05, a pouting, ceamestance, to
GeekTalk, hands extended as if operating an invisible typewriter.

2} £ GSNRA& Tl YS I yiRed Tr¥FaiinaislyS Bagk$nNsBcoril Kif2, NIEdgar Linden got word of this
event ard, declaring it to be a violation of the TOC, dispatched agent Jack Bauerhug to deal with the problem.
. FdzZSNKdzA3> | YFadSNI aONALIGSNI g6K2 2y 0OS RS&AAIYSR | YyR 04
2 f GSNDa akKz2L) I yR duigkly SileRidntSdgR thé pose halsdzAall obarsuddek, instead of
ManlyStance, the customer would get F:Cuddle, or worse, a simple pose for trying on clothes would yield
NekoPounce.

Bankrupt and shunned by RL society, Walter/Winkie signed on, caredutigd the lamp to his flower hut, hid it
well, and planned how best to utilize its fabulous powers on another day.

- by Nebbisk Oh

RGURE2: NEBBISKOH'S PHOTGFORCORRECPOSTUREBMONTH

Correct Posture Month

Thereisndk2dzo & GKI G G2RI&8Qa @&2dzikKk ySSR I fSaazy Ay O2NNB
with hands held in front of themthumbs twitching! Alas, real life does not have an animation overrider that can
cause our youth to sit properly. As mother did with me, | will use a book to help teach proper posture.

1. Turn off the video game.

2. Get a book preferably, one that is not related to a video game.

My mother had us walk with a book balanced on our head. This was, of course, a pededtlyaste of a book!
Instead, hold the book in your hand and walk to a nearby couch.

3. Sit on the couch. Position yourself so that your back is supported by a comfy cushion and your head rests
against one arm of the couch.

4. Kick off your shoes.

5. @rl your legs under you, stretch them out straight on the couch, or place your feet flat on the couch with your
knees bent. This will allow you to further recline against the comfy cushion.

6. Open the book and begin to read.

7. Continue to read for deast 30 minutes. Try to extend this time each day until you are able to continue for an
hour.

You are guaranteed to feel better after only one session!

By:Oboe Riederer
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May 8, 2007 V-E Day

NOTHING LIKE STAMPINGUTNAZIISM FOR EMOTIONALRUE
STORIESAND FUNNY OBNOXIOUSTORIESPICK ONE AND G.O

INKsters writing competition, 5/8/2007
Aryan

Geschaftsfuhrer Raginmund Gottschalk looked out over the miles of track which radiated in a pattern suggesting

the Iron Cross from his Detention and Assignm@ainp, his pure Aryan heart bursting with pride. True, he was a

bit swarthy and had dark hair, but so did the beloved Fuhrer! Raginmund thought: HIS camp; HIS ultimate
responsibility; HIS power over life and death. The desperate human chattel who toemdelves delivered into

his hands were held over for a day or two in uncertain misery. They were then stripped of their clothing and

Gl fdz- 6f Sas LI NODSESR 2dzi Ayidz2z OK2{1Ay3dfteé RSyaS NIAfNRI
course to trr Gottschalk.

Raginmund was startled from his musings by a commotion in the

courtyard. This was unheard of! Any of those Jewish schweinhunds who made a fuss were summarily dealt with
by his gang of Wehrmacht thugs. Go@sél S LILJA y 3 2 dzii didhtig) Slisaipbn€ig dévichilg AsetthGan
SEFYLES Aa 3ISHAOKGATZE GKS tIFNIe& ROAESROIT D20GGaOKI f
who were trying to subdue her. Joining the fray, he manhandled the woman over to a car thavheviks

marked for the extermination camp Auschwiirkenau in Poland. As he brusquely shoved her in amongst the
mass of naked bodies, she stared intently at him and pressed a small object, only God knows how she avoided its
confiscation, into his hand.

As the railroad disappeared from sight, Raginmund opened his fist and was bemused to see a Mogen David, Star of
David, on its casingit was a mezuzah, a little box made of metal, which contains a selection from the Holy

{ ONR LJG dzNB a @ ¢ A16S3NS NJd ey (o RESoNAL 21301508 YST dd 236G 2y Y2al
Torah will enter this room.

The German was enraged. How dare this doomed woman force him to handle a holy Jewish object? And
especially one which was so similar to a piecgwklry he wore around his neck, except of course his bauble
gl ayQi I--whySifedeh ha&a good loyal Nazi swastika on its casing! Shaking with fury, Raginmund
smashed the mezuzah to bits, intending to consign the evil Jewish words insidegiethal flames of hell.

2 KSy KS FAylfte alg GKS YSiddlKQa O2yiSydaz wlk 3IAyYdz
G2YFyQa NBEAO gl a y2 2NRAYIFNE I NI A Tppbaiograph,ydaniicdltoR 2 T 3
the one nside the little case he wore around his neck! The photo was of ahdar&sd man proudly displaying an

infant in bloodstained swaddling clothes for all the world to see. Gottschalk had always wondered why the man

had long braids and wore a white shawONR &84 KA a a K2 dzZ RS NE& X FYR 2F O2 dzN&
R2gy KAa aLAYS Fa KS NBIR (KS AYyaONRLIiA2Yy 2y (GKS ol
FT2NBSG o

- by Nebbisk Oh
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FGURE3: NEBBISKOH'SPHOTOFORV-E DAY

Lessons from VE Day

The true VE day dawned June 6 1944 with the Normandy Invasions. In 1994 | visited the beaches at
Normandy. It was just luck that it was the 50th anniversary year. | was in Europe and had the chance to join in a
tour of the famous beaches, the cities aiéd and St. Mere Eglise, and some of the museums. It is-steqping
G2 adlryR G GKS gFiSNRa SR3IS yR t221 FONRaa GKS gAj
no tree or boulder to hide you. You stare hundreds of meters ahe#tkdiills where the Germans pounded the
FfftASa 6AGK I NOAfESNEBO® 2 KFG O2dzN» 3S AdG G221 G2 &t
Omaha Beach, the British and Canadians were doing the same at Juno, Sword and Gold BeabkeigyhQithe
Americans at Utah beach caught a lucky break when a current carried them to a spot where German resistance
was weakest. Luck proved more valuable than planning.

| visited the American Cemetery at Normandy. Row after row of white crasskStars of David set in a
0SFdziAFdA 3INBSYy aLRiGo® LiQa 1jdzAa Si ( KS NBudtherelarewd y i SR |
many. Instead, | found one marker with a soldier from my home state. | thanked him. | wondered about him.
Washe a farm boy? Was he a city boy? Did he leave a grieving wife? Did leave a grieving fiancée? Did his mother
ever visit him here? | looked around at the stones. Every one of those questions had someone here for whom the
answer was yes.

Lesson One frotWE Day and the Greatest Generation: The price of Victory is high.

| have also visited Berlin, where VE day had its sunset. | know someone who was in the Army. He has a
set of orders authorizing him to travel to Berlin. They are printed in FrenchaRussil English and have the
F'YSNAOIY F&F3 G GKS G2L)0 ¢KSe adrasS GKFEG KS Aa I dz
They are dated in 1982almost forty years after the war. He explained that soldiers assigned to Berlinthzore
on RFr&a adgAtft NBOSAGSR GKS 22LL I N¥eéd 2F hOOdzLd GA2Y 3
war. Germany and Berlin were still divided. Soviet soldiers still drove through West Berlin to exercise their
occupation rights. American2 f RASNAR ¢Sy G Ayid2 91ad .SNIAYy Ay dzyAT2N
until 1990 and the Two Plus Four Treaty that the war ended and Germany and Berlin were reunified.

VE Day was declared in 1945. Mission accomplished! Germany watedefBat the Victory was really
y2i @Sl s2yo CKS 6FNJ aAaAYLie Y20SR Ayid2 aO2ftR g4I NE
G200dzLJ GA2yE dzyGAf mMddpn o +9 5F& aAaiGNBIOKSR FNRY wmdbn i

Lesson Two from VE Day and the Greatest Generafiotory does not come quickly.

By: Oboe Riederer
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It would soon be over, and the thought terrified the Sergeant. He had fought his way from the beaches of
b2N¥IFyRe (2 (GKS FT22G0KAtf& 2F . F @3 NXI | Y, RewAdésperateA (0 K
to return home alive.

The boy cradled the beHction rifle in his arms like a puppy he had once owned. That seemed a lifetime ago, even
though he was only 13. Like all albledied youth, he had been conscripted to defend higrdoy. A tired looking

Major with one arm and bad breath had given him the gun and a box of bullets and mumbled something about

duty and honour.

The Sergeant pulled the yellowed photograph from his pocket. His heart ached to hold her again| tesmel

again, to taste her again. And the child. Sandy hair and large eyes. He would be older now. They would go fishing
and do a hundred other things when he got back. They would make up for lost time.

The boy shivered slightly as he as sat atinéskeletal ruins of the town hall. He licked the corner of his mouth

FyR O2dzA R GFadgsS GKS arftd FTNRBY SKSNB GKS LINBJGA2dza YA
his pocket and put it in his mouth. He chewed slowly and deltbbraEating too fast always hurt his stomach.

The men spread out as they approached the town square. With gun drawn, the Sergeant inched his way through
the rubble. His mouth was pasty and his stomach hurt.

The boy peered out through a hadend watched them as they picked their way through the debris like big green
bugs.

The Sergeant crept to the back of the town hall. He squinted as he entered. Dust motes danced in the shafts of
fAIKG GKFG LASNDSR GKS o0dzAif RAy3aQa OF NDIF aao

Theboy heard crunching stone behind him. He spun about, the rifle shaking in his trembling hands.

The Sergeant only saw a swirling figure and a glint of metal. He squeezed the trigger.

The blast lifted the boy and tossed him backwards like @oflg He landed almost gently. The Sergeant
F LILINEF OKSR FYyR &aGFNBR R2¢6y i GKS ftAFSEtSaa FIFOSo {1
cheek and he could taste the salt.

By:Zak Shepherd (392 words)
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MAY9, 2007 MENTALHEALTHMONTH

SERIOUSLY YOU PLAYSECONDLIFE. TELL US ABOUT SANITAWND
LUNACY WE'LL LISTEN

Mental Health, the accepted social stigma.

When people get sick, they take antibiotics, when you cut yourself; you get a band aid and stick it on, thinking
nothing of t. It's your health you're thinking about, so that whole self preservation thing comes into play fairly
often. You go to the drugstore and no one thinks twice about it. If you should happen to have a chemical
imbalance (Serotonin is the usual suspect),clitriesults in depression or anxiety, current cultural mores have
decided that taking medications to re balance your brain is completely unacceptable. In fact, a good number of
people will tell you that depression and anxiety simply do not exist. So,eooftlthance, you actually are brave

Sy2dzaK G2 3ISG GStf &2dzNJ R2O0G2NJ I o2dzi Adz FyR 3ASG 2y

KIFLILISY SRKE

Ah. Now there is the trap.

Do they understand enough to not have the completely unfounded fedrOfNJ- T & LIJS2 LJX Sé¢ K 2 Af €
@2dz alé& GKIG @2dzQNB 2y RSLINBaarzy 2N FyEASGe YSRAK
of depression and anxiety is currently completely acceptable. It seems people would prefer you 0 waltur

own despair rather than do something about it and make your life (and everyone around you) better. If people
would just stop for a moment and look at how stupid they are by judging others with chemical imbalances. What
do they think would happen?

Bob: Hey Jane, how are you?

Jane: Oh, a bit depressed today, you know how it is.

Bob is now horrified.

Bob: Excuse me Jane, please step away from me before your infectious bout of crazy infects me.

WEYSY L R2YyQiX®

Bob then runs off screaming.

Depression and anxiety are not the new black plague.

According to PrairiePublic.org*, during the course of a year, 17.5 million Americans suffer from clinical depression.

Looking at those numbers makes me think that the people pointing fingers at nferghh disorders may have
the most to hide.

o AaA0S FRRNBaa F2NJ adlaradaroa
http://www.prairiepublic.org/features/healthworks/depression/whatis.htm

By: Karii Matova

Mental Health Month

Neither parent will take credit for my sanity or lack of it. | realized at an early age | was different and
nothing | tried to daas | aged seemed to change that.

"Tommy! Stay away from him. He is strange." Perhaps setting his lawn on fire was not the fondest
memory to leave a play friends mother. But matches were after all a curiousity to a little boy. The fire truck was
amazingas the sirens screamed down the street and neighbours ran outdoors to see the commotion. | brought life
to the street and my father brought redness to my ass.

[«
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http://www.prairiepublic.org/features/healthworks/depression/whatis.htm
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"Sheila! My god! Get away from him and do up that top! You dirty disgusting filthy weird Hay#5®f
disapproval from dear mom and grandma as | made my leap through the narrow window of the bedroom. Bolting
as fast as my teenage legs would carry me down the quiet suburban street. Pulling my tee shirt on in my flight as
the pensioners next door éked on while tending to their gardening tasks.

"Get up dammit! What are you doing? Stand up now! What is wrong with you?" Father as confused as | to
what was going on in my mind as | crawled around the front door of our house. Relinquishing to thegoéssu
peers and taking part in the experimentation of drugs. Hearing the slow drone of both parents voices in their
remarks about my craziness.

"Congratulations to our graduating class and the young men and women about to make their mark on the
world." Diunk and disoriented | stumbled on to the stage to receive my diploma. The festivities from the night
before still lingering. Trying to focus on the outreached hand offering the rolled up ribboned paper. Falling back on
faculty with a final remark for my wure into the world.

"Here even the crazy ones graduate. That is how good our education system is here." Our audience
roared and my mark was made.

By: Deeter Decosta

Mental Health MonthMay 09 2007

Suspended animation is that mental health2he bubbly remains intact thus psychological safety rules supreme.
Recently my workplace was causing stress and as a coping strategy, | uprooted and escaped, | thought for better
mental health.

Arrived in new land at dusk, dark immediately. My dritvcek me out for a drive round the city through the ‘go
slows' with four lanes of traffice some driving down the wrong side of the road. It suddenly occurred to me that |
had left my past life to escape mayhem and here | was driving around another cdntiitera man | did not

know.

Next day | visited the 'Nanny Market' and was happily walking along in the sunshine through cavernous wedges of
dried clay when unexpectedly, | was pushed to one side by an onion barrow boy shouting, 'lbo! Ibo!" (white man,
white man). My eyes flitted from side to side, stall to stall and artefact to....'meat and two veg' of massive
proportions. | had never spied 'crown jewels' like those before! | raised my eyes skywards to erase all memory of
the 'offending' article and ewed a very curly headed local with bones through his nose, naked from the waist

down! | averted my gaze, of course! The following day | ate my lunch to the sound of gunshots as a general strike
began.

A shopping trip was arranged for the end of thistfweek. | spied a 'statue' lying at the side of the expressway.

On the return trip | realised it was a corpse, stoned to death for stealing. It struck me how awful my thoughts had
been that this was a fallen statue. A little further along the roadgave to the beggars but only those 'approved'

by my driver. | saw a man with no legs, pushed to his begging station in a wheelbarrow by his pal. A victim of
Tsetse fly elephantitis of my textbooks long ago.

Vultures and Mosquitoes kept me company ow daily constitutionals.

There is much more to tell. This was the start of a Mental Health Month for me....but not as you know it. 'Beam
me up Scotty!




By: Skye Soderstrom

FGUREA: SKYESODERSTRO' PHOTGORMENTALHEALTHVIONTH
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MAY 10, 2007 NATIONALBARBEQUEMONTH

ARE YOU HAVING A VIRARLBBQON YOUR VIRTUAL PRBRTY HERE
INSL?MAYBE YOU SHOULOMAYBE YOU SHOULD INVE US ALL
OVER TO YOUR REMABBQ.STORIES ABOUT YOUR BRLE WITH THE
PROPANE TANK OR SOMEBICH THING PLEASE

So, my first foray into INKsters, and | choose barbeque? Looks like it! My most vivid barbeque memories revolve
around Thanksgiving in Seattle. See, you have to understand that Seattle has a Thanksgiving curse. Some of the
worst storms to ever hit th&merald City have happened on Thanksgiving day, causing major power outages just
when we all needed our beloved ovens the most!

What does an intrepid Seattleite do when faced with a blackout and ecbeKed turkey? Haul out the barbeque,

of course! Or for those that had sampled those unmentionable Pacific Northwest mushrooms a little too often, it
was time to dust off the wee little hibachi and try to prop a 20 pound bird on the grate. Ah, how fondly | recall the
billowing clouds of turkeycented moke that would rise up over the city as everyone desperately tried to salvage
their dinners. Neighbors would come together in their time of need, bringing whatever bits and pieces of the
FSIrald GKS@ KFLIWSYSR (2 KI @S edwiRewhdae®s AoNdge had thébiggedt2 NI
dining room, light candles, and offer up our charred hunks of bird;d&dlfello salads, slightly crunchy mashed

taters, and gleefully crack into those special bottles of wine saved for emergencies only.

KA G

NowdayE¥ L QY fAQGAy3a Ay (KS aiARgS&aiz FyR KIFI@BS y2i SELSNRMSY
&

2KAOK A& ANRBYAOS O2yaARSNAYy3 (GKS FYIFITAyYy3 ad2Nya LQO$

told, I miss those horrible dinnerand the camaraderie that can only come from a random group of people
ONRdzZaAK(G G(G23SGKSNJ o6e | 02YY2y F2So L R2y QG S@Sy 26y
R2y Qi ySSR 2yS Iye@Y2NB:I odzi SaAfESee RANIYISNEg § DY D8
GK2aS ¢62yRSNFdA o O1& RlIeé&a 2F g2yle FSradao L YI &
or a permanent effect of too much bygoneturkédyy 21 S Ay Yeé FI OSI L ybdthy QG NBI f f

By:CeeJay Writer

National Barbeque Month

The tantalizing aroma from the barbeque sifted through the hot air of summer via my patio doors on the
fourth floor. Adrienne gave me the look again from her favorite bean bag chair. Raised eyebrows and that
disappointing look | was becoming &amilar with. We survived on macaroni and cheese with a Saturday treat on
occasion at the golden arches. The extravagances of life taking on new meaning as we continued our pursuit of
higher learning.

"A lot of good that thing does." Adriee mocked, pointing at the rusted barbecue on our apartment
balcony.

I knew she must be feeling the same sort of pangs and expectations my stomache was grumbling for. It had
been a particularly tough year. Tuition had been increased and datlexpectations had not been met when it
came to the summer employment we depended on to see us through it.

IK

q

N




Page| 22

"Dammit Deeter! One of us has to work full time this year. | cannot go on like this anymore. Pinching and
saving and saving and pinoj and sacrificing and doing without. | want meat!"

She walked to the edge of the balcony leaning over the rail and peered down on the open barbecue. The
aroma was growing more stronger by the minute and my intestines were knotting up kndvairmticement
would not be realized.

Below us | could hear the expectant bellies conversing on how good the steaks were coming along on the
barbecue before hearing their patio doors slam shut. Than Adrienne gave her customary slap telteador
which usually meant, a risky idea was about to be implemented.

My roll of fishing line and a number two treble hook were quickly secured from the closet. Adrienne
grabbed a butcher knife in the kitchen to cut off a long length of it. A big smile was on her face and that
mischievious look she entertained math on occasion when she was up to no good.

"Pray tell what you are doing?" No answer was forthcoming as she rushed to the balcony and leaned over it.
Feet periously off the ground as she manouvered on the rail. In less than thirty seceagslarge sizzling steak
was hoisted above the rail.

To this day, it still remains the best steak | ever ate.

By: Deeter Decosta

Barbecue, BaB-Q, or Barbeque?

/QY2)/CD féué 32 3ASG o Nb S OdzS ahsas it iS bakbecyeeads. (Evekygne e O
Y/ KI a KSANI FI @2NAGSa® hyS LISNER2Y Ay 2dz2NJ 2FFAO0S f 2
alaae tl-R)\éé 6K2 g2N] GKS O2dzy iSNJ I G DI UySthegeitdef 3IXAT$
ONRB SR t20S Y/ al aGdSNLASOS FyR WIO] {dGFOlo 2 SQONB 32
ddzo0dzND 'y 2yS Ay Ylyala /Adexr Ylyala o0& GKS ySg b! {/!

Kansas City, Missouri.

This is the 18th & Vine historic district. On your left you see the Jazz museum and the Negro Leagues Baseball
Y dza S dzY © LiQa 2yte | FSg Y2NB o0ft201a y260

There it is; that little storefront placeg! NI KdzNJ . NB | y G Qa . | ND B aifetbeford (1 Q& |
f dzy OKGAYS® CKS fAYS Attt 0S 2dzi GKS R22N) az22y o 224
GAYR26 FAELESR 6AGK FSNYSydGAy3a &l dzOSH 2 KIFG R2 YSIyK
Décor? WhabDécor? These are probably the same tables and chairs that were here when it opened. And they
KISy Qi 0SSy a3aSyidafe dzaSRoé / KSO1l 2dzi GKS LA OGdzNB &
Senators, Presidents and sports figures who litne place.

[ 221 ¢K2Qa (gthe pitynasteehinedlf.2TRacBidibf smoke! He is a modern day wizard, tall and
lean. The hours he has spent perfecting his craft show in his hands and face. He is at one with the smoke.

No fancy beads here just a loaf of white bread with the barbecue piled high on it, some pickle, and those
32t RSy FNARSao 2SS OFy Ldzi 2dzNJ 26y al dzOS 2y + a4 GKS (Ol

Look at the crowd! Thisisthe USSEN® NI OS> ONBSR> |yR gkt 27F f )\ FS O
Po{® AayQid I YStdAy3a LRI AGQa | avyz2{SNH 2S NBOlFAY
The workman in overalls and boots sits next to the executiveirbusiness suit. The suburbanite sits next to the
city apartment dweller. They all come here looking a little taste of heaven. You can tell by the look of satisfaction
and contentment on all the faces that they have found it. Taste yoursnowarki$ee L QY y 2 { NXIKGH

By: Oboe Riederer
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National Barbecue bhth 10 May 2007

The funniest things | know about barbecues are somethings which happened during my trip to West Africa.
The first was a letter sent home from the-pat school to the parents of the children, it read,:
'Please ask your drivers to refrain from stamping on the squirrels in the car park as it is upsetting the children!

Barbecued squirrel was a much loveglidacy amongst the drivers.

The second was about a maid who caught a rabbit in the garden. We had these herbivorous rats that ran about
our gardens in the night. They were like huge "Topo Gigios', but completely harmless to man. The locals called
them 'rabbits’. The maid caught one, broke its legs and kept it in her 'quarter’ until it was fat enough to be
barbecued!

Barbecues come in many shapes and forms! BK eat your heart out.

By: Skye Soderstrom

FGURES: SKYESODERSTRO'8 PHOTGORNATIONALBARBEQUBMIONTH
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MAY 11,2007 MOTHER®S DAY STORIES

FUNNY YET POIGNANTMAKE YOUR MOM LAUGHNAD THEN CR.Y

U7

| know it. The minute my feet the floor, | know there is a baby beginning inside me. Then, wildly sick. Then
STARVIGE. Eating for 2. For 3, 4. Eating for entire extended families.

Isn't it possible that a baby could require a weight gain of 78 pounds? Are you sure????

Then she is born, and | am someone's mom. She is beautiful. Her eyes are silver, and tietshap i avante

garde spikes. She loves my breasts from the first day, and she nurses greedily every few hours. At first | am sore
and then | am really sore. Those tender nipples figured it out and her sucklying becomes a magnificant commune
for us both.

The very best times were early mornings. She wakes with soggy diapeitsher in dry ones. Then | take her out
to the sofa and she nurses as the sun comes up. Then we both drowse and sleep until nine am. She sleeps on my
chest, breathin soft, sweet puffs. | pat her small back, and yes, | am somebody's mom.

By: Zayante Hegel

Mother's Day Story

The day of mother's | call it. Search every year in the aisle of some card shop in the company of my male
brother's exercising their own due diligence. Embarrassment apparent as we flush our neon reds when one
happens to catch a glimpse thife mush and gush we have held in our hand a moment too long.

We all go through this event year after year and struggle with a card that expresses perhaps its own
unique meaning to our own mother's. Each year it becomes harder tryingprsend something that is not similar
than previous years. At least | do. My mom has a long memory and a keen eye for repetition.

"Aw son. That is the same card you gave me ten years ago."

"It is?" Childhood feelings ofd@ing mother in a state of disappointment creeping back into the hairy
adult male seeking her approval.

"I know how busy you are these days. It is a wonder you can find a moment to get a card let alone deliver
it."

The efect of mother on her boy man child. Lowering my head like when | was a youngster and her quick
eye catching the cookie or cake | was not allowed to have in my hand. Her kryptonite stare enough to sap the
nearest nuclear reactor of all energy.

She speaks to herself and goes on about the diapers she changed, the cuts she tended and the illnesses
she dealt with for her boy man child. The reaction from the disappointment spawned from something as simple as
a card.

But alas! always gain the upper hand in the end. From my pocket producing the sparkly thing hidden in
the box.
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"Such a sweet boy! Always thinking of mother. Oh it is just too much. You must take it back. | really should
not accept. Oh it is so pratt It must of cost so much. Oh my. Yes. Oh goodness. Thank you."

By: Deeter Decosta

Mothers' Day 11th May 2007 Skye Soderstrom
There is a glossary after the poem for the Scots words
Lizzie- My Mither

Lizzie was my mither

she couldbe lots of fun.
She started every morning,
..by dawn, the time of sun.

She never stopped all day

and never took much time to play.
She worked in many jobs'til auld
"Granny 4 jobs", she was called!

Her hair was thick and curly.
Her eyes were green and ele
She told you off for lying

and other things you'd fear!

She worked at school in cleaning
a jannie, in the night.

H.Samuels was her day job,
child minding was her right.

She toiled from dawn to dusk
with cat naps in between.
Laying down on firesideug
and sleeping like a queen.

'Heck’, she'd shout, 'Is that the time?'
| must be off again.

Scrubbing out the classrooms,
Dusting but and ben.

Where's my spec, my teeth gone
and where's my back door key?
| pit it down a minute

and | cannot see!

Down toMrs. Player's
to clean her mucky hoose.
"That dame thinks she's better




than us that hit the booze!"

"Can Wullie dae the hoov'ring
when | am at the shop?"
Woullie was my faither,
sometimes known as 'Pop'!

Waullie did it often,

'cos he was often ill.

[l or dead with drinking.
He wouldn't take his pill.

He'd pit the hoover on the floor,
switched off in centre every day.
He'd spy for Lizzie at the door,
"I'll just pit this away," he'd say.

Lizzie thought that she controlled
everything we did.

Somethings w would tell her

but mostly all we hid!

Many's a battering | would take
when winching at front door.

I'd try to get a kiss in

before skited to the floor.

Her 'retiral' came down early
because of rush and racket.
She tripped o'er mop all furly
and reallykicked the bucket.

Her collar bone was broken,
two pins were set inside.
The nerves cut as a token
but she would never hide.

She took the physio often,
therapy for the arm.

The pins were stuck forever.
The nerves had little harm.

Now she used her leirm

for many things to do,
combing down her curly locks
or tying up her shoe.

Although she left the job at school
her work continued on

looking after weans and dugs

still on the go at dawn!

At eighty two we find her stuck

Page| 26
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inside her own back yard.
The dor had closed behind her,
her character now marred.

She crawled through all the hedges
to find a neighbour there.

All the 'close' doors bolted,

no-one found that's rare.

She crawled back to her garden,
started now to chuckle.

Her hair was all aglae when

she found she'd burst her buckle.

She thought that if folk saw her,
they's think she'd gone to grass.
Laughing in the garden

fallen on her ass!

A young boy heard the cackle
he saved her from her jail.
Now, she got on with cleaning
with brush and mop angail!

She carried on past eighty four
nothing could make her stop

until she went to Blackpool's door.
The room was at the top.

She took her case upstairs herself
never asked for aid.

She was so independent.

The next week she was deid.

She said she satle angels

rise up above a bin.

Her last shout out to us there was
"I've done myself all in!"

Her coffin held her stock of rock
from Blackpool, postcards too.
Her casket of cat's ashes

and yes her golden shoe.

She floated off to heaven

with jewels anctlothes anew.

One day we all might meet her there
cleaning the Lord's hoose too!

Glossary of Scots words used in poem:

Lizzie- Elizabeth




mither - mother

auld- old

granny- grandmother

jannie- school caretaker

but and ben-little cottage

spec- a broken pair of spectacles with one lense and one leg
pit - put

mucky- very dirty

hoose- house

booze- alcohol

Waullie - William

dae-do

hoov'ring- vacuuming

faither - father

hoover- vacuum cleaner

battering- slapping

winching- snogging, kissing heavily
skited- knocked down

racket- noise

furly - fluffy

bucket- palil

physio- physiotherapy

weans- children

dugs- dogs

close- passageway between houses
aglae- windblown

jail - prison

Blackpool a popular seaside resort with a tower and illulminations
deid - dead

stock- stick

rock- hard sweetie with name through middle eg. 'Blackpool'

By: Skye Soderstrom

FGUREG: SKYESODERSTRO PHOTGORMOTHERS DAY
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Love Poem
(a double sonnet for my mom)

Other




Pagel| 29

You taste likgpeaches,

homemade cookies left to cool.

You smell of beaches

and chlorinated pools.

Your hands feel rough

like driedout coral.

Your voice sounds tough

‘though dampened by morals

as you claim that God,

some alpresent father,

can be found in this pepod

and in that body of water.

You're so convinced that you know best.
| unbutton my shirt and offer you a breast.

Mother

You unbuttoned your shirt

and offered me your breast,

tasting of warm yogurt

and cream from the southwest.

My cheek against your skin

felt of smooth, peachy fuzz,

and a drip down my chin:

the greatest lost that was.

Twenty years later, an ocean away,
while distracting a boy

near a pooicalm bay,

| try to relive that primal joy.

| find | can't fly back or take any trip
to where you nippldit in between my lips.

~Scout Anatine

LbYAGSNE O2YLISGAGA2YS pkMMKHANTE az2iKSNQRa 51 @&
The Gift

Wednesday, May 9th. Her special day only four days away, Jeffrey had absolutely no idea what to get for his mom.
¢KIG§Qa 21 | ndthis pdsifon Befo@ 88, thanks to the Internet, had always come up with something

nice. Jeffrey went back to his bowl of soggy Kashi and peach slices and started to think about bits and bytes and C#
(the language, not the note) and Angelika, the i QR Y S Ay {SO02yR [ATFTS 6K2 KIR
the night before.

¢ KdZNERI &> aleé mMniK® WSTFNBe Of 2aSR KAA& xAadzZ f { {dzRJ
Somethmg else kept nlgglmg at the periphery of his consciassnele suddenly realized that the deadline was
EISuuAy'EI GAIKG Iy'R KSQR o0SGGSNI 3SG 2y (GKS adGAaoOl 2N K]

{dzy Rl 8Qa GNIRAGAZYLIE {K2g Wy ¢St Ay (iKSS &/S8S yoikdeNBA RelAef3

Nobody really benefits but Hallmark and a bunch of mail order companies. Besides, he called her every damned
RIeX ¢gK& RAR KS KI@S (2 @g2NNEB | o062dzi ISGaGAY3I | o0A3IIS
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hibernation,nf SR dzLJ I oF GOK 2F wSRSyolOKSNI {SGdatS O2NYy oo}

the remote out from under the couch cushions, and settled in to the last three weeks of Entourage and The
Sopranos. Thank goodness for HBO On Demand!

Frid 82 alé& MMOiK® l'a WSTFNB& LINBOSSRSR (2 OfSKN 2dzi w
RSt ABGSNEBEHOX KS NBIFItAT SR GKIG GKAy3a 6SNB 3ISGaAy3a asy
talking teddy bear?) delivereatnorrow for an extra 20 bucks or so shipping charges. Jeffrey could afford it. After
FffX KSQR &l @SR Y2NB (Kly GKIFIG 2y GKS wnZInnn [AYRSY3
YFEN] SO 320G 62483 KIRYyQli KEX 02 &KREy @i KEYSy SGK 2 XKS (I | 3
a search engine. Accoona? It was good old Google all the way for this Amurrican boy, yeah, baby, and cars from
5SGNRPAGE GKIFIGQa GKS GAO1SGH 2 St tf 3 D®BdcaR&AD and fipgdr & ¢
RSINI Y2YS WSTFNBe O2YYSYOSR KAa KFENR S@SyAy3aQa ol Gif

Saturday, May 12th. The jackhammers breaking up 2nd Avenue woke Jeffrey at 10 AM. Damn that Bloomberg,
gKe R2SayQiI2KXS TRRR{ XySAYAaK (KS SRdzOFGAz2zy &dedadasSy oa
out a way to let decent people sleep during the day! Jeffrey made a pot of&txtnag Starbucks, inhaled it black

(no points, woo hoo! screw the caffeine) arftbsk the muzziness out of his head. Holy Crap, he abruptly realized,

L Y a222 aONBsSRH 2KIdG OFry L 384 FT2NI Y2Y y26K WST{

a X CX DX LQY &aONBsSR (6AOSH IS AN YISO BINBdzE fGIK |Gy Ry
to go exploring with her today. Firing up Second Life, he made some lame excuses to his lady and the intrepid
O02dzLJt S SYoFNJ SR 2y | LXStalyd Y2NYyAy3ax FYR I FG§SNYy2

artifacts solving puzzles, translating languages lost in the Mysts of time, and generally yucking it up together and
being rude to passershy by talking only in IM.

{dzyRIF @83 al @& mMolUKI az2iKSNRa 5Fe&d I F G SNJ I likéfthe otaltzt 0 K NI
dzy INJ GSFdz a2y GKHG KS 6laod 1S KFRyQd aSyd b GKAy3
G§SSGUK Fo2dzi AlGX akKS adaNBfeée 6awWSTFes R2y Qi OFtft YS {1

terribly disappointed in him.

G.!'¢ 21 LCH hiR [FGKSNRA LINRPRdAzOGAGS &2dz {y263¢é WSTTI
GNHzt @ OoNARffAlIYyd ARSHEO® 'S ¢62dzZ R aSyR Y2Y a2YS{iKAy3a §
thee QR RNBaa dzLJ €t A1S /dzLAAR YR oNRARYy3a KSNI FEt26SNE 2N O
0SAYy3 2yS 2F WSTFNBeQa adNRBy3a adAadav FyR asSkNOKSR ||

Later that day, Mom heard theat-tatta-tat-i F & 2 F G { KI @S FyR I | FANDdzi¢ | 06209
her walker, and worked her way to the front of her garden apartment. Opening the door, she was delighted to get
the very best gift any mom could hope to receive: Thevggger than his customary Kashi breakfast, stood Jeffrey,
clutching an $800 Jet Blue ticket he'd had the good fortune to get due to &' lasy dzi S OF yOSt t | G A2 Y

a2iKSNRA 5F&X Y2YZé WSTFINBE alARXI dalLy glai A AKIFa i@(d I/
F2NJ 8SFNBR &az2Xxé {KS GSIFINFdA fte asSLIi KAY Ay KSNJ I N¥ax

$SG6¢0X FYR LINRPOSSRSR (12 Llzi a2YS 4FGSNJ dzLJ F2NJ I yA0$
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MAY 12, 2007 NATIONALBIKE MONTH

| WANT ONE OF THOSE RACHABLE BIKES TODREI AROUND HERE IN
SECONDLIFE, BUTI CAN'T FIND ONEMAYBEI'LL GO RIDE A REAL

BIKE OUTSID.ENAH, NEVERMIND TELL ME YOUR BIKE AIDENT
STORIES

National Bike Month

Oh how | wanted that bike. The catalogue came to bed with me each night as | envisioned the ease and
grace in which | traversed through my mountain forests. A beautiful sleek line to the frame with shocks on front
and back to absorb my graful three sixties and one eighties while gliding down from the air above.

Each morning before breakfast | left the catalogue opened to the page of the beauty of my dreams. Big
ink circles surrounding it, drawing attention to this magpfit biking machine. Surely they too would be as drawn
to the want as I. The big knobby tires complementing the silver chrome frame. The padded seat and foot rests the
most current on the market. The price too was reasonable. A steal at three hundredtgrtbliars. Another day
or two of being my special and helpful best and surely they would cave.

| was the first out of school at the final school bell. Hopping on to ole Betsy. She had seen better days.
Missing paint replaced with rudDents in her frame from being thrown down in my enthusiasm to pursue
whatever was occupying my mind at the time. Chunks of foam sticking out of the seat where some remained and
cold steel where it had gone missing long ago. Inevitably disappointment@geldehome and found no sign of a
new bike and the catalogue neatly tucked away in the magazine stand. Routine had become me and | would
retrieve the catalogue and it would fall open to the place | had opened it a hundred times before. Pushing it to the
center of the kitchen table so all could admire it in its entirety.

One bright sunny Saturday morning it finally happened. My father summoned me earlier than usual from
bed. A big grin on his face as he led me down the stairs to the living room. | was indeed surprised despite pulling
out all the stops to wo my parents into buying me the beauty that was now before me. Half anticipating but not
quite sure it would actually happen.

Vaguely | heard my father yelling as | soared down the street on my new bike. Turning back and straining
to hearwhy. It was already too late. WHACK. SCRAPE. The sensation of being tossed forward and using my face to
mow the neighbours lawn. Father was trying to tell me he had forgotten to put on the wheel nuts.

By: Deeter Decosta

real life story

Tommy's final Rle

it was a warm summer day back in the year nineteen hundred and ninty three,my step brother in law tommy had
gone out for a ride on his harley, he had been driving along state rt 2 when a driver from the other lane came over
into his.drasgging his bodjong the pavement ,soon enough ambulance and rescue teams arrived ,noticing how
serious his condition was they called in medivac helicopter ,he was life flighted to pittsburgh hospital where he was
given drugs for his severe head injuries,to try toueel swelling in his brain, but the accident was fatal and the
doctors pronounced him brain dead, his wish was to donate his organs so someone else may have life if anything
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should happen to him ,so his spirit still lives on today perhaps in some aitegrdut there?( a warm smile on my
face)

written by Mystic Dye

Now for a short and comical second life bike story .

Blown away

i had been riding my Banshee(quad) which is really super cool and fun to ride on second life it emmits flames and
flies as wvell as travels on the ground , one day id been giving a friend a little ride and we had been flying the bike
over many sims and all a sudden without warning we were blown away into another sim and my friend went
flying off and the bike dissapeared fraimder me later too be found another sim away still in one piece so

becareful all you bike lovers for the red bans will blow you away !!!

By: Mystic Dye

National Bike Wek May 12th 2007

My first bike was a second hand, 'Hopper' shang black. It was purchased at the Barras in Glasgow and taken to
Granny's home, closeby. There it stayed for two years. She wouldn't allow it home. The reason, my Grandpa had
fallen off his bike and was brain damaged leading to his premature dé&atbntually, when she came to stay, my

bike arrived.

| cycled everywhere, to the shops, to the park, up the plantation and in the woods, wherever | played. The wind
swirled through my long dark hair and the cool air whistled in my lungs. Thisxuag, better than my scooter
even better than my beloved roller skates which were always 'glued' to my feet.

By summer's end, | was an expert and longed to ride my bike to school. | would undertake the proficiency test

with the other scholars and initte my entrance to the pride of cyclists. It would be my last year of elementary
school and | would primly skim through this class as an owner cyclist, the creme de la creme. The week before this
vacation adjourned | masterd the art of cycling aroundesply and nobody could catch me. | was in for a

surprise!

The Chisholm boys returned from holiday with a new bike and whizzed around the locale asthe new champions of
cycling. Naively, | challenged them to a race around the block. The eldest kaypttite challenge. | feared
nothing on my 'Hopper'. | had been queen of the block all summer. Off we set round and round, ten laps in all.

| was going great guns! It was nine o'clock, about summer bed time, as the dusk started to fall. \&fetvere
home run when | was overtaken. My hopes of winning the Grand Prix were dashed! | tried to regain my positon
but my bike was older, a heavier model, his light steel frame sped ahead and cut in. Splat! | hit his rear wheel
with my fore wheel ad bang, crash, whollop my bike blasted into the kerb. 1 flew into the air and down with a
thud on top of my squashed, Hopper'.

Crumpled and creased | hopped home on one leg. | was now the 'Hopper'! Bike and girl merged into one, a
tangled wreck. Myather examined the bike and it was discarded.

"Let's get you sorted," he grunted, "I'll fix the bike tomorrow."

..... but he never did!




