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JUNE 1, 2007 BIG APB

A giant monkey arrives to terrorize Manhattan. What in the world will happen?

INKsters Writing Competition, June 1, 2007
Big Ape in the Big Apple

Beauty vs The Beast

It was summer of 1969 and dreams of Dwan still sevenwagnslzen Calliope appeared. The muse took
the form of Fay Wray, her filmy nightgown slowly and gently being parted by a clumsy, hairy forefinger =
bcYZ (z22Y CzZY wbdLO BDB, WcecC WzzzVYDb. tcYZ, bcYZz

UPYbYAdYzCYy wad zBODb z b il cdlli@e MWBHd fofFr@rself &hd Mhdd Domeé i6Wb b O,
render his idea into the preferred medium of the day, a spaglel comic strip. Here was the young

Dbz CYb DWBBWW ¥Img th€pinfarly of puklighinghanachey the rag that launched a

thousand careers, give or take, Playboy Magazine.

His drawing experience limited to copying clowns and puppies on matchbook covers, the boy layed out his
craypas, stuck his tongue out of the side of his mouth, and set to work. After many attemqutackd p

a picture which approximately conveyed his idea, causing his mother (who drew Micky Mouse with three
YzbYI YD) CB BBEBZ WBY WZZZ WBY 720 ZWdatra¥ibpencDZb YbY
to cough politely. His confidencauhbolstered, he scribbled a quick cover letter and sent his masterpiece

6ZZ CB 3YZBYbLO ZWIIBDYY ZWITD.

Presently he received a curt felatter of rejection, and thus was the world denied a budding talent akin
to Larry Niven, Douglas Adams, and Leovéltberley all rolled into one and a half, give or take.

Many years later, the 50 year old man (give or take), having sublimated his compositional urge with works

in Fortan, PL/l and C++, was presented with a means of redemption. Through pure cdimoiolevaye

influenced by a lataight visit to his writing club founder, along with a romantic haiku designed to melt

her heartand plantapegtd b B6ECzY 0c¢cz22YOCzBB zB ZYb wbWzB (MUS5D
CbzYCZYb [/ UB ¢ BunavistzompafitiorbafforddtbhimMie pppdttdnity to recast his
bYBYy2CzBB BbZ TzBzZz TBEBZLO 9YbzOY zB Old, OWcYd 2YDO
worth a lot less than 400 words of his prose, give or take.

Here then is NebbisgkD YBCbd ZBb CZY tc¢cBY 10C YBbBYCzCzBB, MS$
EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILBRUEL SHOTDAWN
EXT. CITY AND SKRULL SHOTDAWN
The remainder of the squadron dive together towards the

Empire State Building.

EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILPRGL SHOTDAWN
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They sweep past Kong with a roar of machine guns. He
staggers, turns and slowly topples off the roof.

EXT. EMIRE STATE BUILDHINGENERAL VIEVDAWN

Kong as he falls to

EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILPRUEL SHOTDAWN

-- the street below. He lands beside the burning airplane.

EXT. FOOT OF THE BREPSTATIDAWN

Kong lying dead on the sidewalk with a ragged hole in his chest two feet in diameter.
Driscoll, Denham, couple of cops rush in. Driscoll grabs a megaphone and calls up to Ann.
DRISCOLL

Ann! Ann! Are you all right? Oh, my
darling, sure you're not hurt?

ANN

Ad lib. Something about beittypecast and never working in this town
again. Maybe a bit or two about Tarzan.

Denham and one cop lean over the fallen Kong.

COP
(drawinga long breath)
Gee, what a sight. Well, the
aviators got him.

DENHAM
Oh no, 'twasn't the aviators
(Cops looks questi)
It was Beauty killed the Beast.

Cop stares at him, very puzzled.

EXT. DOME OF THE EMPIRE $DMEN

SWbYbW 9BBEDBOD zB BB S$SBB 0zCCzBz WOQbdng&y W ObEZz
tinder box in one hand and an RKO Radio Picture script in the
other.

ANN (laughing maniacally)
Sniff that, you upstaging motherfucker of an ape!
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FADE OUT.

- NebbiskOh

FIGURE 1: NEBBISK OH'S PHOTOFOR BIG APE

TYUU BYDO bWyzbB 1060F UBc 2zPY ¢O 22 bzBcCYD, DV 2

Our top news story today comes ollahhattan. It seems that a giant chimpanzee, a member of the Ape
family, has been running ramped in the heart of New York City since early this morning. Information at this
time is sketchy at best, but what we do know is that this giant ape, whicakineves has been calling

Mongo, swam ashore sometime around 3 am. Unconfirmed reports are stating that Mongo has found

OBl WYY zZB ZcbbzBz CZY SbbhbzbVY UCWCY $czlygzBzZ. TC
almost shot a janitor out the othsde of the building. Luckily the janitor did not retain any permanent

injuries, and is currently in stable condition at Sacred Heart Hospital. There are also reports that Mongo

has left and tossed giant piles of excrement all over the city, causilngdsuof car accidents. Thousands

of people had to evacuate their homes due to the sanitary issues tsezedarthimpanzee has caused.

City officials have asked that all residents please show patience when it comes to the cleanup. Some pile:
of excrenent are said to be the size of Volkswagens. Also the city officials are urging the Asian Community
Cb OCBB bcBBzBZ WbBcecBY CZY YzCd OYbYWbzBzZ MSBYQzI

Demonstrators of all kinds have showed up at the site of the new Freddorg Butry and save Mongo

ZbbBb O0ZWbzBz CZY OWbY ZWCY WO $§BIIAdDBBYLD TzBz T6b
way from Philadelphia to see Mongo. He believes that New York City officials should be trying to contact

Dr. Valerie Jan&oodall, in hopes that perhaps Mongo and Jane might know each other. He is hopeful

that she can talk some sense into him.

Dr. Jane Goodall is best known for her studies on ability to communicate with Chimpanzees. English born
Goodall is not availabfer comments. It is said that she is currently deep in the jungles of Ngamba Island )
zB UZWBYW, YBzBYzyYBCId DzZWC bWBAd BZZzYzWI O WYl zZzY

UzzlY CbdzBz CB OCBB FBBzZBLO §YOCbcVYCzamvwolkWCZz, (zC
and the use of lethal force has not yet been approved. So we asked General Charles Bowen, Commandirig
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0zzzYYb BZ CzY UBYYzZWI s$sBbYYD CYWbh WOODzzBYYy CB |OC
plus speakers, 10,000 watts, and Qelins z 6 B. UZWC 23Zbcly WbzBZ CZz2 WY
UB ZbbBb WII BZ c¢OY zZYbY WC TyU BYDO bWyzbB M3YIDB ¢

-Nutzoids Kidd

TC DWO W BBz WBY YBBZcOzBzZz Cbzb CB TWBWBYWCICYWMBON T
who blathered away at him. He was allowed out in the fresh air for only short periods as he was put

through his paces.

It was so strange. The smells were so different from home. The sky and the light all seemed wrong. Then
there were the peae Pso different from home. Yet, in their way, they seemed to worship him just as the

folks back home had.

Now he was loose. He tore into the throng of men in front of him, flinging them aside like rag dolls. He
OCbbBYY ZBbDWDbY . waspoWerl\WOFBrpleshided/ati dakted @astzhivh on the right

running ahead over the open space. He followed, knocking down all those who approached them.

Women shrieked and jumped. He glared ahead where the two tall spires jutted into the@irpl&he

shirt ran beneath the spires and thousands of people cheered. Touchdown: Kansas State Wildcats.

GzY YBWYZ Obzl Yy. UzCz MTBBzZN BB CzY CYWb zC Tbc
bWzY QJcbVY CZY iz CCWdodhimaday.UCWCY SBbz[I [ WO §z9BLC

Oboe Riederer
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JUNE 2, 2007 JUNE BRDE

Marriage is in the electronic breeze. Weddings in real life and weddings in SecondA\Livell this
rage over premonogamy never cease?

Marriage. Visions of fairy tales filled with whip creamebetce through my mind. Behind the facade

of tripled tier cakes and assorted sauces are all the technical difficulties of a real life wedding. Journals ard
lists, and the one hundred and oneth try on of the not right dress. The picking and cmabsiragnsing

the caterer you can't have because he wants to be paid with too much cold hard cash.

Marriage. The gathering of people known and unknown. It's the relatives that are unknown, seen only in
old scrapbooks or at the random funeral or a cews@ulding. Yes, they are all so difficult it seems. We'd
rather have the friends who love us unconditionally than the relative who will hate you because he didn't
get the table at the front.

Marriage. Inreal life it is, oh, so "real". Dangeroudsiyd IThe flowers may wilt, the DJ could be late.
Someone might even die. At the end of the night it's you and him or she and the rest of your life. Perhaps.
Or not. But in that solemn moment a hand is held, a kiss is given amid the taste pédgactddars.

Marriage. Visions of fairy tales filled with whip cream dresses dance through my mind. Behind the facade
of tripled tier cakes and assorted sauces are prims and pixels of a second life wedding. There are no
journals, no lists. No hairrmness when trying on the dress. No caterer needed just some yummy prims that
can't be eaten, can't be tasted, cannot even be left for the dog.

Marriage. Who cares who comes. Pictures will be taken. Chat will be spoken. Music will be streamed.
The half there grandfather and psycho mother will not be there. No little girl will stare with shining eyes at
a princess drifting down the aisle with a fairy smile. No, a wedding in Second Life is not a celebration of
life, does not send two people fondaintil death. It's a facade of painted drippy cream, someday deleted.
The names have no meaning, painted faces will change. At the end of the night it's just you and your
empty, sad reflection staring back from a black computer screen.

arraiin Grayesn

The day winds down like any other, an evening that might be seen in so many other homes across the
world. Dinner has been served and cleaned up and there are just a few hours in the day left before slumber
must be claimed in order to function anatlay. The living room provides the perfect space to relax in.

Company is always welcome though, as most people will admit. To my right sits a man | have shared my | fe
with for the past eight years. Our wedding day came several years later than vpetdorlznd the

event was grand. Friends from all over gathered to join us in celebration, the perservation of High School
Sweethearts done through vows that swore we would love and support each other forever.
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Our television provides entertainment in foem of comedic relief from our stressful lives. Sometimes we

hold hands as he reclines in his chair and | settle at the end of the adjacent couch. Sometimes we just thirk
how lucky we were to meet each, and especially at such a young age. What's eveanvelores though

was that we were so compatible as young adults and seem to be even more as we have grown.

Our similarities to the rest of the neighborhood end there.

Before me kneels a brown eyed boy who looks up to me with complete adorationfloefitehat he

was indeed the one to prepare, serve, and clean up the dinner that both my husband and | just enjoyed. Hz
rests his chin upon my knee, his back to the television, as | pet his hair and compliment him on his culinary
skills. They have comuite some way from the day he joined us.

The meals served in my house aren't the only things that have changed since | met him though.

Leading an alternative lifestyle has been difficult. There have been many questions that have come to
surface over thgears of my journey of selploration. My husband had to come to terms with the fact

that he married someone quite unlike what most men marry. He was proud of me for finding my happiness,
even if this happiness hangs in the balance of two men, rahehéhtraditional one.

There will come another day in my life where | pledge myself to another. We will not make a committment
in a church. Our vows will be spoken softly to one another. Our audience will be limited to only those who
can understand th&é¢ we lead. Instead of living our lives as equals, we will lead our lives as Mistress and
slave. He will be bound to me not by a legal certificate, but by his heart and his need to serve. He will not
wear a wedding band but a collar. My husband willdberta presenting this boy to me, and in turn

offering me a happiness few husbands can offer their wives.

-Julia Sutter

FIGURE 2: JULIA SUTTER'S PHO O FOR JUNE BRIDE

June 2, 2007 June Bride
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400 words

MUBc bWa ©£z00O CZY WwWbzy

SWbbbBEBA CzI CYy ZYb ZWYY ¢b, YIBOYYy ZYb YdaYODo, WBY
manage to plant one on the corner of her mouth. The guests let out a sigh. Probably a sigh of relief from

her poor wedding planner, but it hati come off without a major disaster, at least none visible from the

outside.

She gave Duane a wide, reassuring smile and took his hand to lead him back down the aisle. The big lug

he was doing the best he could. | swear, Harmony thought, if he let&ltoop or pumps his fist in the

air, 1 will slap him, no matter what my mother said.

They made it to the sidewalk, where the limo awaited to whisk them off to their honeymoon hotel. At least
that part was likely to go well.

Sandra waved to her daughtnd new soin-law as the limousine drove away, and then turned to accept

CzY 2c¢VYOCOL YBBzZbWCcI WCzBEBDOD.

MOcYZ W wWYWcCzZcl WbzygV!N

M§z9 SWbbBEBA WBYy S§cWBY DbzCY CzZBOY DPBEDO?N

SWobBEBAd ZWy DbzCCYB CZVYb, advYO. She émlétlard naddded. Y BCO D
MUB bBDzBzZ! UB ODYYC! N

MUOWBY bW, DZB 9§29 CZY bBI WBBzBz? SbYbd §YCWzIl DWD
That was her college roommate, Tish. It was nice to have an excuse to see her. Weddings and funerals,
they kept old friends in touch.

Ma z Y WBAB, Y bdWBYch bZYb, bzzZC?N

MOZ VYBcbOY. UzyY zBBDO ZBED Cb §b CZzBzD ¢b bzzZC.
Sandra nodded. A double, at least. She turned to the next guest.

In the bar a little later, she and Tish found a quiet bookteibdck.

MiZWB2O ZBb YBbzBZ, N 2ZY OWzy.

MT DbBc¢l §BLC ZWPY bz20VYy 2zC. N Uz0Z DWBPYYy CB CZY D

UWBYbW YIBOYYy ZYb YAdYD wbzYZla. MUB bcYZ YZZBDLC
every penny. Andeverydrlﬁ;i Wl BBY T C)'DYWCYyI N

MTC bYWIId DWO bBbzYCcbY BYbZYYVYC. UzYbyY 929 8§ Wb b BB
MidzYd bYC WC CzZY zdb. §Y DWO CZY BBY ZYIIBD 2B Z
DYbY WZCYb Zzb. N

MT 9BBLC Wl WbY CZYb. N

MUY [ [gptarbthier @e of them lined up for next month. Her mother can deal with that wedding.
SWobBEBALD zBC W BzYY DbzCYb ZYIITBD OYC ZBb sc coC
lasQ this one will have a string quartetand a very seafl @ C [ z O C. UzZYdLbyY zZBzBz (
ZzWoqYWB BB W bBBEBIzZC WYWYZ. N

MT WIbBBOC Dz0OZ T DYbYBLC OB BIYy ZWOZzZBBYYy, N Uz2Z
UWBYbW 2Obz[l YYy. MUbBc¢ Z2BBED DZBLOD BB §cWBYLOD [220C W
UzOZD ODXWWBYY . MUBCc?N

MEWbbBEBALD 2zB2zBz CB ZYIH DY BIWB zC. N

Ophidia Schumann
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JUNE 3, 2007 JUNE CEAVER

If you were going to engineer the perfect woman, would she be June Cleaver, or something a little
more exotic?

Deeter Decosta JuneCleaver June 3, 2007

The perfect woman at least in image, is snuggled comfortably in my arms sleeping as we share he-
bed in this second life. | know when she wakes this morning she will look as good as sheelisbvdhen
goodnight to each other some seven hours ago. There will be no gnatty hair, smeatguonaken bad
breath. She could jump from bed right onto the runway of a major fashion show without any indication in
her appearance she had just done so.

Amberlee has the beauty and figure most of us males in our shallowness desire in a perfect
woman. Blonde hair and perfect figure to fit the male stereotyping of what the appearance of the perfect
woman should be. Perhaps as males we chelpoit. After all, even today, the images of former and
present perfect women bombard us, offered for sale via posters, calendars and other items retailers use tc
entice a dollar. The potential of finding this woman of perfection enough to drive ratemaito
irrational actions to have but a taste of it. Marliyn Monroe may have passed on for decades but her image
still looms large to remind the male that perfection never dies it only lives on. The silicon surgeon the tool
today for women enhancing toying to hang on to their beauty in an attempt to keep their and the male
vanity alive.

But if the male mind goes beyond the perfect image and into the mindset of the perfect woman
he will surely demand more. | would suspect this waimald be a nymphomaniac, have a good income,
buy him lavish gifts, demand he not work, open his beer, make his bed, do his laundry, clean the house
without complaint, mow the lawn, cook gourmet meals, never get headaches, never cry, accept his
infidelity and never complain about the toilet seat being up.

This second life is as close as it gets to entertaining the male indulgence for perfection in a
woman but falls short in altering her state of mind. Amberlee unfortunately for merigmpbamaniac,
does get headaches, does not accept infidelity, and would surely complain if the toilet seat was up if she
had one. Here, cooking and drinking are of no consequence and are not required for sustenance. However
her image alone is enough tdisfy most male's requirements for perfection as they steal a glance walking
by on the shallow ground below.
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58 O e
FIGURE 3: DEETER DECOSTA'S HOTO FOR JUNE CLEAVIR

UWbYy, TLb DBbbzVYy WWBcC CZY $S$YWDYD.

t bD tc¢cBY, DLEYOCBW b&BWOYzdIIYLD 2B2BZ CZbbczZ. §YL
more tattoos and piercings than either of us. He just needs time.

T 2BBD 9§YWb, wcC ZYLO WwWYYB WYCzBZ OB OCu¥w@&zyYld, D
like to be seen with him.

MmmmZ b b . TLD ODc¢cby¥Y ZYLIT 2YC WWYZ CbB WIWYZ WYZBbLY
FWBY CZWCLO WBBCZYb CZzBzZ. §b dBbc bYWIzZgQVY ZY ZWD
Lumpy have been playingrs® board game called Monopoly. And that music they listen to! | never )
bYW[zng ZbD WDZc¢l CZBOY UzBWCbW O23BBzO DYbY! TZ T
SBYy CWzY W [BBZ WC CZzOF

Where did you get this, June?

[founditunde€ZY $YWDPYbLO WwWYY.

UZz0 z2 bbyYCCAd OYbzbcO. T 2¢cYOD zCLOD CzbY¥Y T ZWY
TCLDO WwbBcecC CzbVY.

Memoirs of Richard Nixemwhere did he get this thing?

TLPY WIDWAO CZbczzZC CZWC S99zY SWOzYIIT DWO W wWwWy

ST bz z Z Bpepkttofitie Bealet tbmorrow. Youkndws ¢ LbY W bYWl [ d DBEBYYbZ I
for the boys and me yet always having your dog collar gleaming!

Oboe Riederer
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As they dance the homemakers tango, making cookies and pies,

you will break the akie cutter and manipulate my eyes, my heart, sway me and break me, build me up
and stimulate my every being. You will make me think, wonder, reflect and convulse. Salivating over your
ability to fill me with intrigue, | will dine with you endlessly aarngolike nothing | can or will ever know.

You are the impossible. To build you up in the passages of my mind, love, you are flawed, complex,
irrational, tempting and erotic. You are like nothing man has ever known. You are all the images we shun
bottled into a divine temple, touchable, desirable, unforgettable. April, May, June were all forgettable.
Stain an image in my mind, the "perfect" woman.

Shasta Chambers

From within and without,
comes a creature without doubt

Born of light, day from night,
The one who sees revealed to sight

When being perfect is your task, and the task has been completed....
What remains when you have it all? Who resides behind the mirror mask?

No limits. No boundaries. Spirit finds freedom in virtual reality, movinggtheduneeds met to find truth
on the other side.

By Velvet Tone
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JUNE 4, 2007 JUNE BGS

Creepy crawly oogies. Tell us your best bug encounter.

Jitterbug crawled up beside me, settling his his head against my leg, dripping mucus onto my khakis. The
greencarapace over part of his head glistened in the afternoon sunlit. | had chores to do, but instead drew
him onto my arm and swayed to the music. Across the way, Doodlebug continued making his trap.
Occasionally he would look up over the edge of the trdpvatch Jitterbug. | could tell he was plotting

how to get the soft rolpoly body to climb down off me and investigate. And plotting how he would leap

up, grasp him with strong arms, and pull him down. | knew how it would go, how it had gone i the past.

had watched him build his traps before. Even if | interfered, it would only happened again. Nature
sometimes has to be allowed to take its course, | told myself.

Jitterbug stirred, restless to get down and explore. The young ones are so curioesabteahol so

alien. As he crawled away, the spell of the music was broken. | decided to escape the area to avoid the urje
to stop the carnage ahead. Behind me | could hear the scuttling noises of Jitterbug going to investigate. |
could hear the anticipaty scritchings of Doodlebug, waiting for his victim.

| tried to concentrate on washing up, but found myself washing the same spot over and over. | gave up an/
grabbed a rag to quietly clean up the mucus puddles on the floor, sneaking looks at theg,tegidyi

evolving dynamic. | wanted to record every type of interaction between them. Although the work was
exhausting, it was also fascinating. When would Doodlebug pass his equivalent of larval stage? Would
Jitterbug still continue to charm everyone iletiting him near, into swaying to some rhythm with him?

Finally Jitterbug started to crawl onto the mound. Doodlebug shot up from the pile and grabbed the soft
squishy body. | braced myself for screams, struggles, and inexorable capture.

But this timel found myself watching Jitterbug defend himself, roar with anger, beat Doodlebug until
§bBYI YWcz [ YC 2B, ZBDI 2Bz DzCZ ZbcOCbWCzBB. 3§Y 0Z
MG ZWC z0 DZWC dbc¢ zYC ZBbNDBAY¥2BBzWcEBzbhACAPZEBZYODFE
wipes. One | handed to the older one to use on his bloody nose. One | used to scrape the fresh and dried
mucus off the face of the younger one as | carried him into the kitchen to keep me company while |
finishedthe dishes.

- Bhavavah Voom

e
FIGURE 4: BHAVAVAH VOOM'S PHOTO FOR JUNE BUGS

The Granddaddy Spider
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| don't remember why we got home later than normal that night. | just remember | was glad | didn't have to
mess with fixing dinndecause | was tired and we had eaten while we were out. | quickly changed from my
dressy work clothes to a light robe and proceeded to head for the kitchen to prepare our patiently waiting
pup dog's dinner. On the way | collected her water dish foeandgefill. It only took a few minutes to

pop the can of dog food into a bowl and get the water and then, with a dish in each hand, | started to leave
the kitchen to put them down for her. Suddenly one of the largest garden spiders | had ever seen came
around the corner of the kitchen cabinet. | squealed and spilled some of the moist food and water on the
linoleum floor. The spider jumped off the cabinet in my direction and | squealed again, and more water and
food went flying. The spider disappeared,tbah my continued screeching had nothing to do with him. |

was now ice skating across the floor courtesy of the spilled bowls. Before my startled husband could
respond to my cries of distress | wound up sitting flat in the middle of the floor, sdiltlistitin each

hand, and with the remainders of the dog food and water rapidly soaking into my robe. | wasn't hurt and
after a second or two | burst into laughter and then was laughing so hard | could only gesture helplessly to
my spouse who was anxiougjting to know if | needed 81 and what caused all this brouhaha. | was

able to shortly reassure him of my ieihg and, with warnings to be careful of the floor, | sent him into

the kitchen to hunt for the spider. | got cleaned up and my wondebfoy Istarted in on the mess while |

finally got the dog her dinner. We continued to be on the lookout for the granddaddy spider over the next
ZYD gyWadod wcecC ZzBWIITAd g9YYz9gYy ZY bcOC ZWDY bBEDYY
carton of sod from the back of the pantry. There on the floor was a corpse of what appeared to have been
a very large spider. Funny, he didn't look so big anymore!

CeAire Decosta

My uncle Curt was always the cool uncle. Gym teacher, football and wrestlingleagshseemed to
know how to get autographs at Baltimore Orioles games. (I still have a signature from the late, great Dan
Quisenberry because of him.)

As a young'n, | was at his house during the summertime. A pesky fly had found its way in their suburban
condo, and Curt wasn't going to stand for that.

The fly had landed at a convienent spot on the wall. Curt crept up and held the flyswatter still, a few inches
from its intended target. He held it there for a moment. Then, with a flick of the wristwbatfto the
great pile of poop in the sky.

Having tried unsuccessfully to kill flies many times, | was even more impressed with my uncle. (Hey, when
you're 12, you tend to be easily amused.)

I went home with the technique in mind. (We were three laovwarg, so summer was in full effect at our
house to0.)

Not long after, | had my own encounter with a fly. | copied Curt's technique, and soon | had my first Kill.
Sweet! | felt like a man, because that's what men do around the house: kill bugs.

And it sill works. After a late night of drinking on our deck, several bugs of all sizes crowded around one of
our lights. Each was systematically eliminated with the Curt Method. Because that's what | do at our house:
kill bugs.

It works on flies, mosquitos, tmaspiders, whatever.
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Well, except for one time. We found a spider in our bedroom and | was dispatched to deal with it. My aim
was off, and the spider scurried away. | relayed the bad news to my wife.
"Honey," she said, "next time, just tell me yoedkitl"
I can't help but think Curt would have been a little disappointed.

By Hustle Humphreys

BUGS

For a few years bugs were a big part of my life. 1 lived with an exterminator, or, more correctly, the owner
of a pest control company. Extermimat he explained. gave up that word because it is impossible to
exterminate insects. One can only hope to control them.

We lived in a migsized, miewestern American City. His father had owned the business and upon death

passed it on to, Hank, my bdgmfid. Since it was a tiny, family owned business, Hank did a lot of the
YaCYbbzBWCzBz DBbz ZzbOVYI Z. Zz2 bYWBC CzZWC bWBA
needed help. Bees, mice, rats, ants etc. were all problematic in the wanther rfrothe cold mid

western winters business slowed down a lot.

Except for the cockroaches. Many people think of New York City when they think of cockroaches, but
believe me, cockroaches are everywhere. Mostly, they are in restaurants. Evant,rdstaemding on

local health laws, is supposed to be sprayed regularly for bugs. And every restaurant, | mean every
restaurant, has cockroaches. The local greasy spoon, thiamrirgh place, and the finest of dining
establishments all have cockrbas. (I once had a cockroach crawl up my arm at the IVY in West
Hollywood, a tre trendy entertainment industry spot, but that was in a much later life.)

So Hank and | would drive around in his silver moacleonvertible in the summer with the top dand

the radio playing, and the sprayer in the trunk. We would stop so Hank could handle the job. | waited in
the car and he would report back to me afterward. There was not a whole lot to do anyway, so this countel
as a date. Bees and wasps were th&t vb@rcause they could cause real harm if they attacked, but
restaurants and cockroaches were the most disgusting.

One night Hank came back to the car and was almost vomiting. The restaurant was full of roaches. In the
kitchen they were so thick that @hhe sprayed they were dropping en mass from the ceiling onto the
counters and into the pots and pans and the food. We never ate there.

Eventually Hank and | split up and | moved far away. | understand his business has prospered .
tremendously. AfewWwhb O Wz B ZY YWbY ¢b DzCZ CZY 2Ol BZWB M$YcCE
advertising major in college, but he misspelled Buenas.

| will remember always the smell of summer nights and the smell of malathion mingled in his hair. | will
remember that it is [ control, not exterminating, and | will remember that every restaurant has
cockroaches. Also | truly understood that is was true that after the nuclear holocaust the only things left in
the world would be Cher and cockroaches.

By Isabella Lubitsch
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I turn on the light over the bathroom sink, and reflexively take a step back when | see the small black thing
crawling around at the bottom of the basin. "Holy crap, what is... oh, it's an ant." It wiggles a leg in the air.
not seeming to notice me.

Roght, I'd come in here to wash my hands. | grip the faucet and am a split second away from turning on the
water- but | stop. It occurs to me that the tiny thing in my sink is a living creature just like  am. I'm no
paragon of insect rightd've pickel ticks off my dog and thrown them into the fireplace without a thought

- but this time | decide to let things be. It can't hurt. I'll just go wash my hands in the kitchen sink instead. |
flick off the bathroom light and the room goes dark.

An hour gos by.

On comes the bathroom light once again as | come in, needing to answer the call of nature. My eyes
absently pass over the sink. "Whoa, it's still there?" The ant hadn't moved much when | was gone, if it ha
moved at all; it just stands there, agionally waving its leg in the air at me. | shrug atit. Hello? Goodbye?
Can't understand what you're saying, buddy. Sorry.

I sigh and go to use the facilities. God, | can't get this song out of my head. | can't even remember what il's
from. Theoilet flushes. It's so frustrating when you know the melody but can't remember who sings it. |
start to hum it to myself as | turn on the sink faucet.

Hot water gushes forth. "Oh, shit!" I'd forgotten! Quickly I turn off the water. The atltdsestiiling

on its side now with all of its legs pedalling in the air. No, not all of them; some look like they're broken. |
can't tell. "Aw, geeze, | can't believe I..." Suddenly | feel like a monster. The ant's movements are slower
and more jerkyhan before. Can it even get back on its feet? My eyes feel hot.

I look at the lopsided body for a minute more, then turn the water back on full blast as | squeeze my eyes
shut. When | open them, the ant is gone.

Keisuke Muromachi

Although | @ not witness it, | have this tale from several reliable sources.

The local Boy Scout Troop camps every June at large Scout camp near the Lake of the Ozarks. For 10 days
CZY wbddo WBY CZYzb ZWCZYDbO Mb b cmdor pudhing, a@heaty b z Bz 2
and humidity.

One night one of the boys awoke screaming. Many of the younger boys get afraid on such a long campott
and they wake up wanting to go home. Many boys who are troublemakers cause problems in the night.

The boy whoalled out was neither a troublemaker nor a youngster. He was one of the responsible, serious
minded older boys.

MUBbYCZzBzLDO zB bd YWb! N ZY OYbYWbYy. MTC ZcbCQ,
ZI WOZI z227C zmRgduldddethe BaBkkhddf sdm&/Bort of baetle. When they tried to

extract the creature, it burrowed in deeper and the boy screamed louder in his pain and terror.



Page|20

The men loaded the boy into a car and drove him to the medical clinic at the scouffoamp duty

doctor used tweezers to pull the Beetle out. Depending on who told the story, it was between half an inch
and an inch long.

When | first heard the story, | thought they must be joking. Someone had watched the Wrath of Khan too
many timesBut | heard this tale from too many honest people for it to be fiction.

If you go camping in the Ozarks, be sure to take earplugs.

Oboe Riederer

June Bugs

Hector was in Saudia Arabia, working away again, and the bairn needed a holidayoudgmestih
would take him north to Banff to visit her school chum.

The bairn was into snails in a big way. Yes, snails, not slugs, but snails. Every day to and from school he
collected the beasties and brought them home.

He hadn't been able to find amythe south and he was having withdrawal symptoms. The only thing to do
was to collect the buckies from the beach at Banff and take them home with him. He filled an ice cream
carton. They set off home, the bairn, the two dogs and the snails.

Not faralong the road the bairn was concerned that his snails couldn't breathe. They stopped and he
opened the lid a smidgeon and put the ice cream carton back in the boot of the car.

By the time they arrived home in the south it was late. They had stoppeti@lway several times to
walk the dogs, feed the bairn and meet the calls of nature. Janet reversed the car up the drive. They ran
inside and had a cup of tea and fed the dogs.

Several minutes later she returned to unpack the vehicle. She dpehatch at the back of the Volvo

and was met by a blanket of snails all around the inside of the boot. Eeeek! There must have been more
than two hundred. The bairn was summoned and told in no uncertain terms to remove said
unmentionables. He obligeshd undertook Janet's bidding. A few weeks later, the next door spinster
complained of snails over running her garden!

Several years later, on a visit to a country park, Janet discovered that it had, in fact, been illegal to remove
creatures from thelocal habitat and take them to another location. Enough said on the subject.

Skye Soderstrom

FIGURE5: SKYE SODERSTROM'S?’HOTO FOR JUNE BUGS
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JUNE 5, 2007 WHAT ISSECOND LIFE TO ME

Maybe a philosophical treatise, or a caaty sketch, we really want to know: When you come home and
turn on your computer, what does this "game" really mean to you?

What Does Second Life Mean to Me?

What does Second Life Mean to Me? I'm still working on that. | would say it's an expehis gt

to see who this avatar, this person I've created is, what he can do and who he can become. | wonder what
roads he'll travel, what victories and disappointments he will face as we continue this journey together?
Where does he end and | beghrd visaversa?

| see Second Life as filled with Wonder, Possibility, and Potential; perhaps even Hope. Itis a new world,
ready to be both created and discovered, as uncertain and fluidic in its destiny as each of its inhabitants.
Though | have nget integrated myself so thoroughly that | am actively using it for purposes other than
diversion, | find the possibilities provocative. Could there come a time when there are things my avatar can
do, accomplish, that | can not? Will he at some poiableeto make a material difference, be a
ODJcWOCWBCzDY BIWAYb zB CZY BBbYODWCzBEB BZ bd KbYWIL
making our way through First Life?

I think at this point in time, there are far more questions than analb@ut Second Life, which is as it

should be for any new world. Where will SL be five years from now? Ten? Twenty? How will it take shape?
§BbD ZWb DzI[I[ z2C 2BZbzBzY zBCB Becb ZzbOC [z2BDYOD? U
world that created it? Will it simply disappear into obsolescence, yet another in the endless line of victims

of that merciless executioner, The Next Big Thing? | suspect the former is more likely than the latter, but

only Time will tell.

Either wayn in.
By

Alaken Tatham
060507

What is Second Life to me?

Selfregulatory governance of virtual residents
controversy ... education

SbBCzY OYYbYCO F OWPBEbDAd F WBY c¢cBOWDEDA
SbYWCzDY bbYBBEBYyYDbWBYY BZ z9YWO F WybzbVyY ¢cO F 2z/BO
OcCoCWByz2Bz WbC zB CYYZBzYWH [ WBYy F bWzBCzBz, OJOYc

architecture, design, music, poetry, writing
Need for money
Deceit

tzPzBz zB CzZzY bWz2zBz BZ bYbBLzYD F WH CYbBWCzBPY VYZ
reliving
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TbbbYD2zBBO F OVYY z2¢YD FF 0®Bb Z¥WzWwzAWBC F OB YCZB
F OB OCBIzy F OB YCZYbYWI

Friendship and Fun and Foolishness and Faith

Everything | want it to bdo remember, to relive, to
dream, and to build

Anita Flyer

A Chance at a Second Life (the first one isn't that exciting)

I ventured into Second Life about a month ago because of the virtually (no pun intended) unlimited
educational possibilities that could, can, and do exist here. The thought of taking American Literature
while watching Tom Sawyer paint his fence, or exanargrigie scene as a crime scene investigator to

find out it's not as easy as it looks on TV, or participating in NASA's exploration of space are just the tip of
the things | see. I'm chomping at the bit for brick and mortar universities to get off tiseancbatart

offering degree programs using SL as they are now doing fbiated distance learning courses, or at

least using combinations thereof. Educators who have come here and have seen what can be done are
having hard times convincing the PTBa/@PoThat Be from an Anne McCaffrey book) that Second Life is
the next frontier. Their steps are tiny and uncertain, and some have even erected large SL campuses, but
nobody is usually home. Not the bustling college campuses we typically imagine. ateeHditsv with

silence.

I've enjoyed learning how to finally waltz (!). Our office chairs have been pushed against the wall while my
spouse has awkwardly taken me through the steps (he had dance lessons when he was a boy long ago)
while we watch our atas gracefully swinging and swaying in some beautiful ballrooms. | always enjoy
being in his arms whether in SL or RL!

It's been amazing to me meeting and talking with people from all over the world and finding out they

aren't really any different thamin with late night discussions (for me anyway!) on everything from politics

to the kitchen sink. (That was fun Isobel and Skye!) And other random encounters with people have alreacy
led to some interesting future possibilities. These chance encountiiisagiqen when you run to the

local hardware store for a new washer drain hose because you don't often wind up talking with people from
Canada, Australia, Germany, or Belgium all at one time in the plumbing department!

My inventory SL closet holds moathes and dresses than I've ever had in my entire real life time and they
mostly look good on me too! A quick click on delete gets rid of the ones | would not be caught dead in for
Second Life or real life and there's always time for more shopping!

CeAie Decosta

Well, isn't this scarey. This place of mystery and intrigue, all these female avies running around half
naked, and my gawd, look at all the men !! How do you play this game? Why am | here?

Those were my first thoughts, when | joiremb®&d Life almost a year ago.  June is my second, second
lifer. What S/L means to me now, is something totally different, than when | charged my credit card for
the first time in July of 06.
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| found something here, that in real life, | actualtydieen up on, something | thought would never come
to me, something | would never have.

Its not profound, its not unusual, its not even that interesting to anyone but me. For the first 5 months, |
lived in s/l asidid in r/l....just for me. Whateltene wants to do, June does. Floating around, meeting
nice people, some not so nice, they were illiminated quick enough, just like r/l. | could drown in all the
shopping | did, and had techni color dreams from all the exploring of this cyber haven.

Til one day in November | was shopping and some kind soul asked me, where was a good place to find
drapes. Six months later, | now can't wait to turn my computer on, go into s/l and see the name Java pof
up in blue. We metin r/l in Las VegasnfJaand then spent 2 fabulous weeks together in Florida in
April.  Wow...we meet again in 5 days, 22 hours and 51 minutes.

This is no longer a game to me, there are no winners or loosers here, but there is real love. | was very
fortunate to findit, in this most unique venue, totally unaware of the possibilies that a "game" of this
nature could enlighten oneself, could hold so much promise, to someone so skepticalbsorbelfl, so
not looking, and just stumble upon it, as if it were heiting/dor me all this time.

By June Arkin

Lady Hightower
What Does Second Life Mean to Me?
JUne 5, 2007

| drag my aging, wrinkled, overweight body to the computer. In the kitchen, on the counter, sit an onion

with Don King hair, a jar of pimientosda box of oatmeal. It is not the stuff of a gourmet meal, and | am

not the stuff of an elegant and poised hostess. But wait! | hit connect! And | am no longer staring at culinary
homicide at the hands of my hungry family. 1 am now 21 years old Miitle baie of Dolly Parton's best

wigs, and | weigh only 80 pounds despite being 6 feet tall. | put on diamonds and 6 inch heels. | have
cleavage that is closer to my neck than my knees. | am perfect.

And you have to ask what Second Life means to me?

I met a newbie who asked some hard questions. Do you look like your avatar in real life? Put another way:

Is my avatar made in my image? Out of curiosity, | experimented with many different avatars when | first
arrived SL. Like a teenager searchingiémtity, | have been young and old, female and male, human and
WBzbWI, SWcYWOzWB, SZbzYWB WBY SOzWB. UZY WBBYWDW
922ZYbYBC, WwcC CZY OBbc¢l DWO CZY OWDHY. mybadatrisMb YN z B
made in my image.

Where does your avatar go when you leave? The newbie had another profound question. Where does
YEBOYZBCcOBYOOD 6B DZYB DY O1YYB? UzYbY 9B DY 2B DZ
BYDWz Y. UZWCHCz ZBB.C bSEWACWD-Theyyehmie With their Sré&itory ThoiWwb b Y WhH
YabYbzYBYYD, CzZY bBYBBIY CzYd bYC WBY CZzBzO CzYad
CoWbYlI DzCZ CzZVYzZb VYbYWCBDL 2z B diek¥to thcdlité Wae ddatdr. DEb [ § .
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SL through Oboe.

UZY Zzb2OC [22Y bBZzI1BOBEBZYDbbD CYI [ ( dpeecti€tidDbbl §y |WB
What is my avatar if not my shadow in the world of SL? What is SL if not a shadow of first life?

This then, is the meaning of second life to me. It is my laboratory of thought about myself, my world and

my creator. If | am a shadoia higher perfection, SL is the mirror | hold before myself hoping to catch a

ray of the light that forms me.

Oboe Riederer

Dancing with butterflies around my fingers, | know | have found the right touch of blue. As my mind and
heart race fasteand faster for her, the words merge to images of a tale of lovers that will one day slow

down together. Where are memories will one day be the images of our love. For these moments in SL, my
dreams come more visible, my heart's images feel more real.

RJ Flyer

What is Second Life to me?
My Second Life

When a young person | read comics avidly, Rupert the Bear, Casper the Friendly Ghost, The Topper, The
Beezer. | was also raised on Disney fairy tales. Superman was my all time favouthe. esltaggdm
from a mundane existence even in the world of Bizarre Superman.

Second Life has returned escapism to my life. I've been studying hard for years in order to occupy my
mind. Second Life has filled a space in my neurons, long overdue.

| have met many interesting minds in Second Life. Minds, not people, due to the cyber existence within.
Superman comics brought to life wherein | can participate. My own Disney World. | am embedded in my
escapism. Second Life is a magic key rejuvetiagirngeativity of my childhood.

Within this world | have met and conversed with Superman, super people who have inspired and
encouraged my creativity, my mind.

When | log in, | feel as though in suspended animation playing my life out on Krjptgthing is
possible. There are no restrictions to the imagination in Second Life and therefore | can give flight to my
creative skills.

Second Life fills a gap in my mind. A gap I've tried to fill for years. For me, itis a spiritual, incredible,
phenomenon. It's Rupert Bear, Disney and Superman rolled into one.

| am totally addicted! A fully fledged SL addict!



Skye Soderstrom ©

FIGURE 6: SKYE SODERSTROM'SHOTO FOR "WHAT IS £COND LIFE TO ME"
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JUNE 6, 2007 DDAY

The Battle of Normandy began on the beaches of France. What say you, shall we make fun of the
French today? This competition is in English right? Let's do it. French fries, French maids, Mr.
French. Something positively wpolitically correct is desperate to espe from your ink pen.

Christelle, mah belje A
UzZY sbYBYZ FTWzYy

This bride wore black, and

Carried a bouquet of yellow roses.

The orange chair of the groom remained empty
His body never present...

After the ceremony

Sanctbned by Jacques Chirac,

President of France,

She claimed she had the perfect wedding, and spent
The honeymoon with her mothierlaw.

His spirit transcended death for love

In established French retro style

The French make perfect sense.

Bride and widowshe sleeps with his ashes.
aYCbBWYCzDPY F [ 22272

WBY dYD F z2zC 20 CZY CbcyY
French girls marry dead guys about 20 times a year.

By Anita Flyer

GYbzyYyYc UYBOY CB FTVY F

| 0222

OCbbd BZ SZbzOCYIITY &§Ybz

| bet the stories you get are fictional. This one is true.

We have two cat&race, the female, has been with my wife since before we met. For several years, she had

the run of the apartment.

But Grace was also pretty antisocial; it was pretty bad with strangers, but sometimes with us too. One night

| walked past her and she dexido attack my leg.

"That's it," | told my wife. "She needs another cat to check her back to reality."

A few weeks later, we adopted a male cat who we renamed Hank. Hank is a big softie and considerably

younger than Grace.

If you have any experiencdwiats, you know Grace was seriously pissed off at this new animal in *her*

space. They fought and raised hell constantly.
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Since the beginning of the year, Hank has learned that he doesn't have to put up with Grace's shit (hell, we
didn't). He'll fight lack from time to time, but is still a softie; just as often, he'll flop down on his side and
show Grace his belly.

That's cat language for "l surrender."

We keep hoping he'll slap Grace around, but that has yet to happen. He doesn't seem to havathe figh
him.

As a result, we've begun calling him Hankque (pronouncedWARK in honor of our French friends.

By Hustle Humphreys

Watching a house burn down a stanger quickly comes to a french man's rescue helping him save his house
from burning to te ground. Thank you good man may your generosity be returned to you 10 fold. | am

most thankful for you saving my life and the house | live in. As time passes by the french man ages and
finds the stranger asking for help. Only to find the french rhaalletcting things he wants for himself

forgeting about the strangers calls. As the old stranger now mumbles to himself he looks at his beautiful
wife and reminds himself. If | had to live with a hairy beast of a wife like that french man did | probably
would be good at ignoring things also.

By RJ Flyer

UzZY O2YYbYC 20 zB MWbWBYyzBzZz. N Ubc ZWPY CB 2z2YC dbc

qualities. e R . - . . - o .
GZY sbYBYZ WbY bWOCYbO WCPLCIL @ YhepgBdbta falChagealicc b 2 b
everyone goes oelah[ WZ ! §cC DZWC zO0 zC bywlrlranr TCLDO ZbBbLY

ODWeYYO? Ubec ¢cOY OWecVYYD DZYB CZY ZBBY 20 YBBZYYy W
you overcooked it so you throw a sauce on and hide the mistake and make it taste better.

UZYzb YZYYOYOD [z2Y SWbYbWwYbC WBY $bzVY? GgzyYydLbyY O
DWzCYYy ZBb zC CB Zzbb cb eletilkitomeé atiofit Rgquetbibar Blal! YBulb S Z Y
can see the mold in those things. Do you know the French have a cheese called Morbier that has ashes in

it? This is what passes for great food?

SbYBYZ BYB ZWDPY CZz2O bYDHc CY€theb Bameud a kisS!FakdaOookal zd 2?2 T
the reality, though. Look at how the French women act and you see the truth. Why do French women line

the streets to welcome foreign soldiers? What does that song say: The Mademoiselle from Armentieres
ShehasdnC WYYB 22z00VY9y zB ZBbCd dYWbO? UB DZYbY WbY 2ZY
You know who was a huge hit with the French [B&iesjamin Franklin! Far be it from me to malign a

patriot but the guy was old and he was the original geek. He was over 70 yeaessdd like a bumpkin

with a raccoon hat, won science prizes for electricity, and even invented bifocals. He had the complete

7YYz CzzBz 9BDB b WC. UZY sb¥YBYZ DBbBYB VYBCclI yBLC =z
great lovers, why wettheir women running around with a 70 year old geek?

§YYWcOY sb¥YBYZ bBYB ZWBPY z2zBC CZY WbWBY z9YBCzZzVYWC
sbYBYZ ZBBY ZWO CZY WbLbWBY 2z9YBCzZzYWCgeacBcabZ MYczO
wczlygy CzY OWbY 2z2BY BZ OCbbBBz, bbBOJ2zCzBY z9YBCzCa

Oboe Riederer
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JUNE 7, 2007 VIRTUAILLY DATING

Describe your romantic flings in your second or first life. The bad experiences make the best reading.
Treat us!

| find this realm of virtual romantic encounters so frustrating, and yet so exhilarating.

When | am engaged in virtual romantic pursuits, the exercise of trying to precisely describe the actions,
sensations and thoughts exploding in my mimgdigees my poor fingers as they frantically transcribe.

Instantly choosing the most concise words to create desired images and sensations in my virtual partner is;
like a four dimensional fencing match. An exhilarating exercise that has flexed wsitiieg that |
ZWBDYBLC bcecC CBb c¢cOY zB dYWbO. §c¢cC CzY YabYbzVYBYY

In books, I find phrases that resonate with me, flooding my mind with translated sensations and images. |
return to them again and again as | dedden my memory fades, the printed words are always there to
restore that experience.

By contrast, there is no permanent manuscript in the virtual world. Even though our encounters are
constructed from words, they are as ephemeral as a theatricahpmr€e. No record of sighs or sweet
whispers, no visual imprint on the memory of the way the sunlight touches his hair or the smoky glances we
YdYZWBzY. T bYlrd BB becbY OYBOBbAd bYYWI I BZ OBbDY
the small of my back as we virtually dance or his fingertips brushing the hair from the nape of my neck as
we clatter sweet nothings into IM.

After a particularly enriching experience with a-likieded soul in the virtual world, | have no transcript to
sigh over like a lovesick schoolgirl. | cannot lift sweet sentiments out of an IM and let them roll around in
pd CZbBczZCO, 9ybz27ZCziBz, CbcYZzBz YPYbdCzziBz, [z22VY
final curtain of a performance, ane/e have logged off, the experience becomes shared memory.

One could say the same about fa@mdace conversation, but there are other senses at work to imprint
those experiences on my mind. Lacking complete sensory details, all we have aradlwandts amn to
faded, indistinct shadows much more quickly without context.

However, the words we create carry meanings and forge connections that transcend the limits of
physical presence. How exhilarating it is to get quickly past the ridiselbe@nsciousness that
accompanies us on our journey through the physical world, and get past the prejudices that so often
separate and delineate us.

UzzYZ bWzYD YPYbd YBYBCBCYb bBbLY zBCYBOY, bBbY cI

--Calligpe Delgado

Online dating has always left a bitter taste in my mouth. It might be that I've only seen horrible things come:
of it, and that belief might be slightly tainted due to the fact that my mother found the 'love of her life'
online. The love ofehn life put a serious cramp in mine. We never did get along.

I've always had friends who had friends online. In fact, they'd every once in a while tell me about their
online adventures with their online friends. For one in particular, expanding heatroagmdo things
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outside of reality, to enjoy someone else for an hour or two a week, put spice back into her marriage that'c
been long gone. What husband could argue with that? Let his wife have an interactive daydream and he
could reap the benefits d@flater. It was a perfect situation for them.

Since discovering the joy of online games, I've admittedly made a few friends. Because my weapon of
choice is roleplay, it would turn out that the characters would lead some interesting lives. When the hero

of the story was face to face with the previously distressed damsel and the lighting, atmosphere, and mood
called for a kiss, by golly they were going to kiss. When those lights turned low and the mood changed to
something else, well, we drew the curtaim lat the characters do their thing.

As for me though, | was still skeptical about the online dating. You really only get to see so much of a
person. While someone might seem perfectly articulate, refined, anchamtiered on screen, they could
be the &act opposite of that in real life. | decided to test my theory.

I'd had an online friend for four years, nothing romantic between us. | planned a vacation in the city that
this friend lived and hoped to be able to meet up with her. Instead, she affé&eche stay in her

apartment with her and gave me a week long tour of her home. She was exactly everything she portrayed
herself as online.

The experience might have been a little in my favor, being that | went to see another woman and that we'c
neverbeen romantically linked. That trip paved the way for more to come in the future though.

Just recently I'd invited another person I'd met online to come and visit me. Surprisingly enough, he too we's
everything he portrayed online and a little bit morgvay of being sweet and playful.

So, even though I've had these two good experiences, one romantic and one not, the idea of online dating
still makes me smirk. People who find their soulmates online make me skeptical. Maybe after a dose of
reality has beminjected into their relationships I'll be able to swoon with them.

-Julia Sutter

INKsters writing competition, 6/7/2007
Virtual Dating

Only a Game

TC DWO BBId W ZWbY, WBY zC DWOBLC -gearbththe9inggy CB WY
World of Warcraft. He played a noble dwarf hunter for the Alliance and wreaked bloody havoc as a Horde'
Ogre. It was great fun, but after seeing a slighty misleading presentation posted on YouTube, here he was

in Second Life seeking Real Life &bnz Y BbBBBEbCcBzCzYD. UZBOY 9z29BLZ ¢
interest as a vast, rich medium for his creativity. Involving, yes, even addictive, but only a game.

Then he met Seraph. And everything changed.

It was nothing much at first, justl@ared board game, a little recursive virtual reality, but little by little they
discovered shared interests and a common, caustic sense of humor. He got interested enough to check her
profile and, surprisingly, discovered that she included a pictuleofd Y[ Z zB CZY M10C t z Z\
B6 Z2BzY, BB MT [ BBZ [2z22Y CZz0 z2zBbzYBCcO YVYI YWbzCdN
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[22Y Dz2CZ 2c¢OCB WBYy daY¥C zWy OWy, DBcBYYy Yavyd WBED
2YC Czz2 YIBOY CB dbc¢ WBYy BB bBbY, WYYWcOY T 9BBL

\<)

UYbWbBbZ DWO BYPYb 9203ZBBYOC DzCZ Zzhb. UzY CbBI Y (22
because it would just remind her of what she could never have in &icepted that, but those eyes kept

drawing him in and before he knew it, his heart was drawn in too. His RL heart, not the pixellated puppet
ZYWbC BZ W zWbYLO WHPWCWb.

Time passed, and they remained together, occasionally doing romantic things IBar@ew3 at

midnight in a beautiful, sparsely populated spot that they had discovered together. He never asked for
bBEbY WYYWcOY ZY yzyBLC DWBC CB OYWbY ZYb BZZ. oy
Wl BBEY bWYYN VeBgretunYwhi¥hh®t¥ok as\dh eddourdging sign. He enjoyed the

relationship that they had and wanted to explore her quick, fascinating mind for as long as she would allow'.

UBY 9ywd, CzYd DYbY VYdblI BbzBz W wYWIN OzZWC CHEBWICZHNbS
with many different animations. She brought him to her new home, a small, unfurnished flat in a secluded
parcel. Laying the blanket down, she said that she wanted to try it. The blanket produced some simple hug
and kiss animatian very nice, things they had done once or twice before. Then she asked him to remove
Zzz2 YIBCZYD CB Cbd CZY BCZYb BBOVYO. 3V CZBCZZQ
WOzyg Y, N WBY BbBYYVYY Yy y@dbalguogh@gethzr wizen e admitted@ab¥i@an U Z Y

ePzbzzB WBY OZY bBbbBDPzyYYy Zzb DzCZ W ZczVY M'DBBde

They enthusiastically tried each position in turn, and he felt closer to Seraph than he had ever felt before.
When they were done, @662 YBEBCbBI BZ CZY $Us8, bcecC CZY¥Yb zB W
O2DYYC, OBbBYCZzBz bBbY CZWB MWIBBY bWYYN WwcC [ VYOO
ODCWbbYbYy, M$§cC T CZBczZCFN MN 2ZICWDWRBEYY CGEBYGED
and uttered the words that etched themselves into his heart and created a dark little private place which

BB BBY YWB YPYb CBcVYZ: MUbc 9§BBZcO, zCLO BBIAd W

- Nebbisk Oh

FIGURE 7: NEBBISK OH'SPHOTO FOR "VIRTUALLY DATING"

Skye Soderstrom

June 7, 2007
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Virtual Dating

| smiled. He smiled. | wanted to dance. He wanted to observe. We danced. We danced a salsa, a wa tz,
soon a slow dance in each others arms. | was his CindégeNas my Prince Charming. A few nights
more, we met and danced. We conversed.

| listened to his talk of stars of constellations of universes. He listened to my haverings. We laughed
together. We spoke each others words a second ahead in fimvendered. | wrote a questing poem. |
felt a connection. He felt a connection. We felt a connection.

We explored together. Crashed in waterfalls, fell from air ballons, lost our way in dungeons and castles.
We had such fun! The feelingemsified! The connections electrified! The sparksahmrited!

The sploder spilled out stars, hearts, flowers! The poetry flowed from my pen. My heart grew. His heart
grew. We were overcome with happiness. We were addicted, cybes!j@nki worlds expanded, minds

grew, we learned from each other. We were besotted. Our passion deepened.

Now we live together in our own astral plain. Our own comic strip has come to virtual life. Lois Lane and
Clark Kent. Emotions are shared, saré stretched, feelings have deepened. We are entwined in our
own third dimension.

How can this be? We've never met but the minds have welded. The hearts are sewn together in our dream
forever. My soul is kept safe. My safety intact, my digaityegl. My thinking expanded. The love
grows daily.

Our universes advance daily. The global plains are spanned through our cyber connections. Love emits
each night from our monitors. The nights have lengthened into daylight messages. Thewmetry

With his infectiousness, the creativity has become a sickness. The sickness has become a fever so intense
that it is terminal.......

| feel surrounded by his love, his spirit, his caring in the air | breathe, all day, every dayhid am stil
Cinderella. He is still my Prince Charming. Will there be a happy ever after..........

Skye Soderstrom ©

FIGURE 8: SKYE SERSTROM'SPHOTO FOR "VIRTUALLY DATING"

MSbbzO. N
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MUZWCLD YbbzO?N T WOzVYy.

MUzyyz22Z: CEZEYWBYBC.N §Y OWzy.

Sz2727. §Y CZbBDO Yz9y9z2Z WC bY [22Y W 2BzZY CZbbD
CbO0YD DBbyOD [22Y, KbcecCqolL WBY KOYZBWI CoL WC bY; C
MUBc WbYNbE &¥bEZzOZzb, WBY T bYWB zC. T BYDPYb CzZz-
computer connection. | only see the handsome broad shouldered hunk of a Second Life avatar. Making
quips about my beauty, my wit. Making me laugh. For months vee€aniwb z BZ BcbOYI DYODO CbB
[6DY dBbc.L UB DY OWd, bbbb zBOCYWY. MT bbbb dbc
ZbBDO. oy CYWOY WBY [ WczZ. gy zWBY ZbBcOYD WBY b

We first meet in abdrary. Whispering in instant message, best friends in a heartbeat. At the start its all
ZcOC Q2z[1d ZcB. $cC CZY bBbY DY z2YC Cb zZBBD BBY
ZcOC yBYOBLC -OwEwadhastoe®a®y CZY bYWl ¢

Uy WbY BWzYYy zB YWYZ BCZYbLOD WbbO WBY ZY CYIITD bV
out of time: bright, shiny, where the colors are too bright and | seem to be Iaughlng too loud. The world

turns, the middle gives wdy t CzY YBYy, WBY zB W wbzVYZ bBbYBC TLHY
hours before he is telling me its over.

The silly fun has morphs into tragedy. Like all good dramas it has a beginning a middle and a sad, sad end.

T 9YBBLC bY Yd&Peakears BraCaMBatdssingly long time. But | do mend. | make a new
second life. | move on.

Still, he is emmis. Always, and forever.

Hitt
Zayante Hegel
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JUNE 8, 2007 BEST FEENDS DAY

Who is yours? Why?

Best Friend's Day

I have tesay unequivocally that my best friend is my spouse. After 22 years | think I'll still be keeping him
too! We did agree that when we renegotiate our marriage agreement sometime in the next megamillenia
that he will be able to opt out of household paintihgres as long as we can afford to hire a replacement

for him. Until then, he knows he's on the hook when the decision is made that something (usually a room)
needs a new coat of paint. We just moved to our current home a little over a year ago. Féaigmoms

and one of these is a complicated kitchen. | think it's going to take a lot of humor and patience to get us
through that one!

He is also very supportive for everything | want to do and offers help, encouragement and a soft boot in thi2
pants when Inqocrastinate. (Although he can't defend himself there when he procrastinates worse than |

do; but we'll talk about that later!) He puts up with my mood changes and gets frustrated when | initially
reject suggestions he makes. However, he has learnddaf/be me alone for a little while to chew on all

the pieces and parts of the issue at hand | may eventually come around to his side of the reasoning. |
honestly am trying to not say no up front and trying the "I'll think about it" approach even thdadmins
screaming "No"! And | do think about it and get back to him!

His Number One trait is fairness. In this-dagdog world he tries to treat other people as he would like

to be treated. Unfortunately, this has gotten him figuratively stabbed ratkethroughout his career

because he refuses to drag other people down and always looked for ways to mitigate any "harm" that he
necessarily had to hand down himself. They've had no such ideas of fairness for him. He's not meek, but he's
gentle and onlyaises his voice when he has to. He believes in reasoning as a defense. But how do you
defend yourself against stupidity when you're not even given a chance to defend against no definable
wrongs?

To sum it all up: He's the most fantastic, marvelous, mditsjaand wonderful husband and best friend in
the whole universe and | try to tell him that at least once a day in so many words!

CeAire Decosta

FIGURE 9: CEAIRE DECOSTA'S PIOTO FOR "BEST FRIEMS DAY"






