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JUNE 1, 2007 BIG APES 

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 seven years away when Calliope appeared.  The muse took 
the form of Fay Wray, her filmy nightgown slowly and gently being parted by a clumsy, hairy forefinger 
ƀƈŶŻ ſżžŸ ƇŻŸ ŵƂƌLƆ ƂƊƁ, ŵƈƇ ŵżźźŸƅ.  ŦƈŶŻ, ƀƈŶŻ ŵżźźŸƅ. 
 
ŨƉŸƅŸƋŶżƇŸŷ ŵƌ żƁƆƃżƅŴƇżƂƁ ŴƁŷ ŦƆ. ŰƅŴƌLƆ ŶŻŴƅƀƆ, ŻŸ left Calliope to fend for herself and rushed home to 
render his idea into the preferred medium of the day, a single-panel comic strip.  Here was the young 
ƊƅżƇŸƅ ƊŴƁƁŴŵŸLƆ ƇżŶžŸƇ ƇƂ ƇŻŸ ŵżź-time, the pinnacle of publishing panache, 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 
cray-pas, stuck his tongue out of the side of his mouth, and set to work.  After many attempts, he produced 
a picture which approximately conveyed his idea, causing his mother (who drew Micky Mouse with three 
ŶżƅŶſŸƆ) ƇƂ ƂƂƂŻ ŴƁŷ ŴŻŻŻ ŴƁŷ ŻżƆ ŹŴƇŻŸƅ (ƊŻƂ ŶƅŸŴƇŸŷ Ŵ ƃŸƅŹŸŶƇ ŶƂƃƌ ƂŹ  ūŸƀŵƅŴƁŷƇLƆ ƆŸſŹ-portrait in pencil) 
to cough politely.  His confidence thus bolstered, he scribbled a quick cover letter and sent his masterpiece 
ƂŹŹ ƇƂ šŸŹƁŸƅLƆ ŻŴſſƂƊŸŷ ŻŴſſƆ. 
 
Presently he received a curt form-letter of rejection, and thus was the world denied a budding talent akin 
to Larry Niven, Douglas Adams, and Leonard Wibberley 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/I and C++, was presented with a means of redemption.  Through pure coincidence in no way 
influenced by a late-night visit to his writing club founder, along with a romantic haiku designed to melt 
her heart and plant a post-ŻƌƃƁƂƇżŶ ƆƈźźŸƆƇżƂƁ żƁ ŻŸƅ ŵƅŴżƁ (MŰƂƊ ƌƂƈ ŻƂƇ ƀƂƀƀŴ / ťŸƇLƆ ŷƂ ƃƂƆŸ ŵŴſſƆ 
ƇƂźŸƇŻŸƅ / ŲƂƈƅ ŵżź ŻŴżƅƌ ŴƃŸN), ƇŻŸ June 1st competition afforded him the opportunity to recast his 
ƅŸƁŷżƇżƂƁ ƂŹ ŤżƁź ŤƂƁźLƆ ŷŸƀżƆŸ żƁ Ɔſƌ, ƆŴƈŶƌ ƆŸƆƄƈżƃŸŷŴſżŴ.  ŚƁŷ ſŸƇLƆ ŹŴŶŸ żƇ, ƂƁŸ ƂŹ ƇŻżƆ źƈƌLƆ ƃżŶƇƈƅŸƆ żƆ 
worth a lot less than 400 words of his prose, give or take. 
 
Here then is NebbiskLƆ ŸƁƇƅƌ ŹƂƅ ƇŻŸ ţƈƁŸ 1ƆƇ ŶƂƀƃŸƇżƇżƂƁ, Mśżź ŚƃŸ żƁ ƇŻŸ śżź ŚƃƃſŸ:N 
 
               EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILDING - FULL SHOT - DAWN 
 
               EXT. CITY AND SKY - FULL SHOT - DAWN 
 
               The remainder of the squadron dive together towards the 
               Empire State Building. 
 
 
               EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILDING - FULL SHOT - DAWN 
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               They sweep past Kong with a roar of machine guns. He 
               staggers, turns and slowly topples off the roof. 
 
 
               EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILDING - GENERAL VIEW - DAWN 
 
               Kong as he falls to -- 
 
 
               EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILDING - FULL SHOT - DAWN 
 
               -- the street below. He lands beside the burning airplane. 
 
 
               EXT. FOOT OF THE EMPIRE STATE - DAWN 
 
               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 being typecast and never working in this                                  town 
again.  Maybe a bit or two about Tarzan. 
 
               Denham and one cop lean over the fallen Kong. 
 
                                   COP 
                             (drawing a long breath) 
                         Gee, what a sight. Well, the 
                         aviators got him. 
 
                                   DENHAM 
                         Oh no, 'twasn't the aviators 
                             (Cops looks question) 
                         It was Beauty killed the Beast. 
 
               Cop stares at him, very puzzled. 
 
 
               EXT. DOME OF THE EMPIRE STATE P DAWN 
 
               ŜŴƀŸƅŴ ƍƂƂƀƆ żƁ ƂƁ ŚƁƁ ƆżƇƇżƁź ŴƆƇƅżŷŸ Ŵ ƆƀƂžżƁź, 24N ƃƅŸŵŸſſƈƀ ŶŴƁƁƂƁ,                    holding a 
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! 
 
 



P a g e | 8 

 

                                                              FADE OUT. 
 
- Nebbisk Oh 
 

 

FIGURE 1: NEBBISK OH'S PHOTO FOR BIG APE 

 

ŤŲŰ ƁŸƊƆ ƅŴŷżƂ 1060Ƒ ŲƂƈ źżƉŸ ƈƆ 22 ƀżƁƈƇŸƆ, ƊŸ źżƉŸ ƌƂƈ ƇŻŸ ƊƂƅſŷ. 
 
Our top news story today comes out of Manhattan.  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, which the local news has been calling 
Mongo, swam ashore sometime around 3 am.  Unconfirmed reports are stating that Mongo has found 
ƆƂſŴŶŸ żƁ ŻƈƀƃżƁź ƇŻŸ ŞƀƃżƅŸ ŬƇŴƇŸ śƈżſŷżƁź.  ŢƇ ƊŴƆ ŸƉŴŶƈŴƇŸŷ ŸŴƅſżŸƅ ƇƂŷŴƌ ƊŻŸƁ ŦƂƁźƂLƆ MƅŸſŸŴƆŸN 
almost shot a janitor out the other side 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, causing hundreds of car accidents.  Thousands 
of people had to evacuate their homes due to the sanitary issues the over-sized chimpanzee has caused.  
City officials have asked that all residents please show patience when it comes to the cleanup.  Some piles 
of excrement are said to be the size of Volkswagens.  Also the city officials are urging the Asian Community 
ƇƂ ƆƇƂƃ ƅƈƁƁżƁź ŴƅƂƈƁŷ ƇŻŸ ŶżƇƌ ƆŶƅŸŴƀżƁź MŠƂŷƍżſſŴN.  ŢƇ ƆŸŸƀƆ ƇƂ ŴƁźŸƅ ŦƂƁźƂ. 
 
Demonstrators of all kinds have showed up at the site of the new Freedom Building to try and save Mongo 
ŹƅƂƀ ƆŻŴƅżƁź ƇŻŸ ƆŴƀŸ ŹŴƇŸ ŴƆ šƂſſƌƊƂƂŷLƆ ŤżƁź ŤƂƁź.  ŨƁŸ ŷŸƀƂƁƆƇƅŴƇƂƅ, ŬƇŸƃŻŸƁ şŸƅƅŴźƈƇż, ŷƅƂƉŸ Ŵſſ ƇŻŸ 
way from Philadelphia to see Mongo.  He believes that New York City officials should be trying to contact 
Dr. Valerie Jane Goodall, 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 available for comments.  It is said that she is currently deep in the jungles of Ngamba Island 
żƁ ŮźŴƁŷŴ; ŶƂżƁŶżŷŸƁƇſƌ ƊŻŴƇ ƀŴƁƌ ƂŹŹżŶżŴſƆ ŵŸſżŸƉŸ ƇƂ ŵŸ ŦƂƁźƂLƆ ŻƂƀŸ.  
 
ŰŻżſŸ ƇƅƌżƁź ƇƂ ƆƇƂƃ ŦƂƁźƂLƆ ŷŸƆƇƅƈŶƇżƉŸ ƃŴƇŻ, żƇ ŻŴƆ ŵŸŸƁ ƅŸƃƂƅƇŸŷ ƇŻŴƇ ƇƅŴƁƄƈżſżƍŸƅƆ Ɔżƀƃſƌ ŷƂ not work 
and the use of lethal force has not yet been approved.  So we asked General Charles Bowen, Commanding 
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ŨŹŹżŶŸƅ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ ŬƃŸŶżŴſ şƂƅŶŸƆ ƇŸŴƀ ŴƆƆżźƁŸŷ ƇƂ ƆƇƂƃ ŦƂƁźƂ, ƊŻŴƇ ŻżƆ ƁŸƋƇ ƃſŴƁ ƊŴƆ.  šŸ Ɔżƀƃſƌ ƅŸƃſżŸŷ M500 
plus speakers, 10,000 watts, and CelinŸ ŝżƂƁ.  ŭŻŴƇ ƆŻƂƈſŷ ŵƅżƁź ƇŻżƆ ŵŸŴƆƇ ƇƂ żƇLƆ žƁŸŸƆ!N  
 
ŬƂ ŹƅƂƀ Ŵſſ ƂŹ ƈƆŸ ŻŸƅŸ ŴƇ ŤŲŰ ƁŸƊƆ ƅŴŷżƂ MšŸſƃ ƈƆ ŜŸſżƁŸ ŝżƂƁ, ƌƂƈƅ Ƃƈƅ ƂƁſƌ ŻƂƃŸN 
 
-Nutzoids Kidd 
 

 
ŢƇ ƊŴƆ Ŵ ſƂƁź ŴƁŷ ŶƂƁŹƈƆżƁź Ƈƅżƃ ƇƂ ŦŴƁŻŴƇƇŴƁ.  ŢƇ ƊŴƆ ŹƂſſƂƊŸŷ ŵƌ ŷŴƌƆ ƂŹ ŵŸżƁź ŶƂƂƃŸŷ ƈƃ ƊżƇŻ MŻŴƁŷſŸƅƆN 
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 people P so 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 
ƆƇƅƂŷŸ ŹƂƅƊŴƅŷ.  šŸ ƊŴƆƁLƇ ŹŴƆƇ ŵƈƇ ŻŸ was powerful.  A purple shirted man darted past him 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 air.  The purple 
shirt ran beneath the spires and thousands of people cheered.  Touchdown: Kansas State Wildcats.  
ŭŻŸ ŶƂŴŶŻ ƆƀżſŸŷ.  ŰżƇŻ MŤƂƁźN ƂƁ ƇŻŸ ƇŸŴƀ żƇ ƊƂƈſŷ ŵŸ Ŵ źƅŸŴƇ ƌŸŴƅ żƁ ŦŴƁŻŴƇƇŴƁ, ŤŴƁƆŴƆ. šŸ ŽƈƆƇ ŻŴŷ ƇƂ 
ƀŴžŸ ƆƈƅŸ ƇŻŸ ũżƇƇƆŵƈƅźŻ ŬƇŴƇŸ ŠƂƅżſſŴƆ ŷżŷƁLƇ woo him away.  
 
Oboe Riederer 
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JUNE 2, 2007 JUNE BRIDE 

Marriage is in the electronic breeze. Weddings in real life and weddings in Second Life Ν will this 

rage over pro-monogamy never cease? 

 

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 all the technical difficulties of a real life wedding.  Journals and 
lists, and the one hundred and oneth try on of the not right dress.  The picking and choosing, and choosing 
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 cousins wedding.  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.  In real life it is, oh, so "real".  Dangerous and risky.  The 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 of sacred, perfect tears. 
 
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 hair to mess 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 forward until 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 Grayson 

 
 
 

 
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 another day. 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 I have shared my life 
with for the past eight years. Our wedding day came several years later than we had hoped for and 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 the form of comedic relief from our stressful lives. Sometimes we 
hold hands as he reclines in his chair and I settle at the end of the adjacent couch. Sometimes we just think 
how lucky we were to meet each, and especially at such a young age. What's even more marvelous 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 adoration, despite the fact that he 
was indeed the one to prepare, serve, and clean up the dinner that both my husband and I just enjoyed. He 
rests his chin upon my knee, his back to the television, as I pet his hair and compliment him on his culinary 
skills. They have come quite some way from the day he joined us. 
 
The meals served in my house aren't the only things that have changed since I met him though. 
 
Leading an alternative lifestyle has been difficult. There have been many questions that have come to 
surface over the years of my journey of self-exploration. 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, rather than the traditional one. 
 
There will come another day in my life where I 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 the life 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 will be the one 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 PHOTO FOR JUNE BRIDE 

 

 

 
June 2, 2007  June Bride 
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400 words 
 
MŲƂƈ ƀŴƌ žżƆƆ ƇŻŸ ŵƅżŷŸ.N 
šŴƅƀƂƁƌ ƇżſƇŸŷ ŻŸƅ ŹŴŶŸ ƈƃ, ŶſƂƆŸŷ ŻŸƅ ŸƌŸƆ, ŴƁŷ ƃŴƅƇŸŷ ŻŸƅ ſżƃƆ ƆſżźŻƇſƌ.  ŝƈŴƁŸLƆ Ŵżƀ ƊŴƆ ƂŹŹ, ŵƈƇ ŻŸ ŷżŷ 
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 had all 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.  I swear, Harmony thought, if he lets out a whoop or pumps his fist in the 
air, I 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 daughter and new son-in-law as the limousine drove away, and then turned to accept 
ƇŻŸ źƈŸƆƇƆL ŶƂƁźƅŴƇƈſŴƇżƂƁƆ. 
MŬƈŶŻ Ŵ ŵŸŴƈƇżŹƈſ ŵƅżŷŸ!N 
Mŝżŷ šŴƅƀƂƁƌ ŴƁŷ ŝƈŴƁŸ ƊƅżƇŸ ƇŻƂƆŸ ƉƂƊƆ?N 
šŴƅƀƂƁƌ ŻŴŷ ƊƅżƇƇŸƁ ƇŻŸƀ, ƌŸƆ.  ŝƈŴƁŸLƆ ƇŴſŸƁƇƆ ƊŸƅŸ ƁƂƇ żƁ Ŵ ſżƇŸƅŴƅƌ ŷżƅŸŶƇżƂƁ.  She smiled and nodded. 
MŬƂ ƀƂƉżƁź!  ŬƂ ƆƊŸŸƇ!N 
MŬŴƁŷƅŴ, ƊŻƂ ŷżŷ ƇŻŸ ƃſŴƁƁżƁź?  ŞƉŸƅƌ ŷŸƇŴżſ ƊŴƆ ƃŸƅŹŸŶƇ!N 
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. 
MūżŸŴƁŴ, ƌƂƈ ƅŸƀŸƀŵŸƅ ŻŸƅ, ƅżźŻƇ?N 
MŨŹ ŶƂƈƅƆŸ.  ŬŻŸ žƁƂƊƆ ŻƂƊ ƇƂ ŷƂ ƇŻżƁźƆ ƈƃ ƅżźŻƇ.  ŲƂƈ ƈƃ ŹƂƅ Ŵ ŷƅżƁž ƊŻŸƁ ƇŻżƁźƆ ƄƈżŸƇ ŷƂƊƁ Ŵ ſżƇƇſŸ?N 
Sandra nodded.  A double, at least.  She turned to the next guest. 
In the bar a little later, she and Tish found a quiet booth in the back. 
MŭŻŴƁžƆ ŹƂƅ ŶƂƀżƁź,N ƆŻŸ ƆŴżŷ. 
MŢ ƊƂƈſŷƁLƇ ŻŴƉŸ ƀżƆƆŸŷ żƇ.N  ŭżƆŻ ƊŴƉŸŷ ƇƂ ƇŻŸ ƊŴżƇƅŸƆƆ ŴƁŷ ƂƅŷŸƅŸŷ ŹƂƅ ƇŻŸƀ ŵƂƇŻ. 
ŬŴƁŷƅŴ ŶſƂƆŸŷ ŻŸƅ ŸƌŸƆ ŵƅżŸŹſƌ.  MŬƂ ƀƈŶŻ ŸŹŹƂƅƇ ŹƂƅ ƂƁŸ ƀŴźżŶŴſ ŷŴƌ.  ŝƂƁLƇ źŸƇ ƀŸ ƊƅƂƁź, żƇ ƊŴƆ ƊƂƅƇŻ 
every penny.  And every drop ƂŹ ŵſƂƂŷ Ţ ƆƊŸŴƇŸŷ!N 
MŢƇ ƅŸŴſſƌ ƊŴƆ ƃżŶƇƈƅŸ ƃŸƅŹŸŶƇ.  ŰŻŸƅŸ ŷżŷ šŴƅƀƂƁƌ ŹżƁŷ ƇŻŴƇ ŻŴƁŷƆƂƀŸ ƌƂƈƁź ƀŴƁ?N 
MŭŻŸƌ ƀŸƇ ŴƇ ƇŻŸ źƌƀ.  šŸ ƊŴƆ ƇŻŸ ƂƁŸ ŹŸſſƂƊ żƁ ŻŸƅ ƀƂƅƁżƁź ŶſŴƆƆ.  Ţ ƈƁŷŸƅƆƇŴƁŷ ŻŴſŹ ƇŻŸ ƊƂƀŸƁ ƇŻŸƅŸ 
ƊŸƅŸ ŴŹƇŸƅ Żżƀ.N 
MŢ ŷƂƁLƇ ŵſŴƀŸ ƇŻŸƀ.N 
MŰŸſſ, ŻŸLƆ got another one of them lined up for next month.  Her mother can deal with that wedding.  
šŴƅƀƂƁƌLƆ źƂƇ Ŵ ƁżŶŸ ƊƅżƇŸƅ ŹŸſſƂƊ ƆŸƇ ŹƂƅ ŚƈźƈƆƇ.  Ţ ƇŻżƁž ƆŻŸLƆ źŸƇƇżƁź ƇżƅŸŷ ƂŹ ƇŻŸƆŸ ŸƋƇƅŴƉŴźŴƁƍŴƆ ŴƇ 
lastQthis one will have a string quartet and a very small gƈŸƆƇ ſżƆƇ.  ŭŻŸƌLƅŸ źƂżƁź ƇƂ ƆŴƌ ƇŻŸżƅ ƉƂƊƆ ƈƁŷŸƅ Ŵ 
źŴƍŸŵƂ ƂƁ Ŵ ƀƂƂƁſżƇ ŵŸŴŶŻ.N 
MŢ ŴſƀƂƆƇ ƊżƆŻ Ţ ƊŸƅŸƁLƇ ƆƂ Ƃſŷ ŹŴƆŻżƂƁŸŷ,N ŭżƆŻ ƆŴżŷ.  MŤżŷƆ ƇŻŸƆŸ ŷŴƌƆ.N 
ŬŴƁŷƅŴ ƆƀżſŸŷ.  MŲƂƈ žƁƂƊ ƊŻƂLƆ ƂƁ ŝƈŴƁŸLƆ ſżƆƇ ŴŹƇŸƅ ƇŻŴƇ ƂƇŻŸƅ ƌƂƈƁź ſŴŷƌ ŹƅƂƀ ƇŻŸ źƌƀ?N 
ŭżƆŻLƆ ŸƌŸƆ ƊżŷŸƁŸŷ.  MŲƂƈ?N 
MšŴƅƀƂƁƌLƆ źƂżƁź ƇƂ ŻŸſƃ ƀŸ ƃſŴƁ żƇ.N 
 
Ophidia Schumann 
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JUNE 3, 2007 JUNE CLEAVER 

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

more exotic? 

 
                     Deeter Decosta - June Cleaver - June 3, 2007 
                      
                The perfect woman at least in image, is snuggled comfortably in my arms sleeping as we share her 
bed in this second life. I know when she wakes this morning she will look as good as she did when we said 
goodnight to each other some seven hours ago. There will be no gnatty hair, smeared make-up or even 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 cannot help it. 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 to 
entice a dollar. The potential of finding this woman of perfection enough to drive rational men into 
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 or trying 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. I would suspect this woman would 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 me is not a nymphomaniac, 
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 to satisfy most male's requirements for perfection as they steal a glance walking 
by on the shallow ground below.  
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FIGURE 3: DEETER DECOSTA'S PHOTO FOR JUNE CLEAVER 

 

 

 
ŰŴƅŷ, ŢLƀ ƊƂƅƅżŸŷ ŴŵƂƈƇ ƇŻŸ śŸŴƉŸƅ. 
 
ŧƂƊ ţƈƁŸ, ŢLƉŸ ƇƂſŷ ƌƂƈ żƇLƆ ŽƈƆƇ Ŵ ƃŻŴƆŸ ŻŸLƆ źƂżƁź ƇŻƅƂƈźŻ.  šŸLſſ źƅƂƊ ƂƈƇ ƂŹ żƇ.  ŰŻƌ żƁ ƁƂ ƇżƀŸ ŻŸLſſ ŻŴƉŸ 
more tattoos and piercings than either of us.  He just needs time.  
 
Ţ žƁƂƊ ŷŸŴƅ, ŵƈƇ ŻŸLƆ ŵŸŸƁ ŴŶƇżƁź ƆƂ ƆƇƅŴƁźŸſƌ, ƊŸŴƅżƁź ƇŻƂƆŸ ƊŻżƇŸ ƆŻżƅƇƆ ŴƁŷ ƅŸƃ ƇżŸƆ.  ŰŴſſƌ ŷƂŸƆƁLt even 
like to be seen with him. 
 
Mmmm-Żƀƀ.  ŢLƀ ƆƈƅŸ ŻŸLſſ źŸƇ ŵŴŶž ƇƂ ŵſŴŶž ŵŸŹƂƅŸ ſƂƁź.  ťƂƂž ŷŸŴƅ, ŢLƀ ŴŵƂƈƇ ƇƂ ſŸƉŸſ ƈƃ! 
 
ƑŴƁŷ ƇŻŴƇLƆ ŴƁƂƇŻŸƅ ƇŻżƁź.  ŝƂ ƌƂƈ ƅŸŴſżƍŸ ŻŸ ŻŴƆƁLƇ ƇƈƅƁŸŷ ƂƁ ŻżƆ ƉżŷŸƂ źŴƀŸƆ żƁ ƂƉŸƅ Ŵ ƊŸŸž!  šŸ ŴƁŷ 
Lumpy have been playing some board game called Monopoly.  And that music they listen to!  I never 
ƅŸŴſżƍŸŷ ŻƂƊ ŴƊŹƈſ ƇŻƂƆŸ ŬżƁŴƇƅŴ ƆƂƁźƆ ƊŸƅŸ! ŢŹ Ţ ŻŴƉŸ ƇƂ ſżƆƇŸƁ ƇƂ ƂƁŸ ƀƂƅŸ Ţ ŽƈƆƇ ŷƂƁLƇ žƁƂƊ ƊŻŴƇ ŢLſſ ŷƂ.  
ŚƁŷ ƇŴžŸ Ŵ ſƂƂž ŴƇ ƇŻżƆƑ 
 
Where did you get this, June? 
 
I found it under ƇŻŸ śŸŴƉŸƅLƆ ŵŸŷ. 
 
ŭŻżƆ żƆ ƃƅŸƇƇƌ ƆŸƅżƂƈƆ.  Ţ źƈŸƆƆ żƇLƆ ƇżƀŸ Ţ ŻŴŷ MƇŻŸ ƇŴſžN ƊżƇŻ ƇŻŴƇ ƌƂƈƁź ƀŴƁ.   
 
ŢƇLƆ ŴŵƂƈƇ ƇżƀŸ. 
 
Memoirs of Richard Nixon - where did he get this thing? 
 
ŢLƉŸ ŴſƊŴƌƆ ƇŻƂƈźŻƇ ƇŻŴƇ ŞŷŷżŸ šŴƆžŸſſ ƊŴƆ Ŵ ŵŴŷ żƁŹſƈŸƁŶŸ. 
 
ŚſƅżźŻƇ ŷŸŴƅ, ŢLſl speak to the Beaver tomorrow.  You know - ƌƂƈLƅŸ Ŵ ƅŸŴſſƌ ƊƂƁŷŸƅŹƈſ ƀƂƇŻŸƅ, ſƂƂžżƁź ƂƈƇ 
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 cookie 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, I will dine with you endlessly as you are like nothing I 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, moving through all needs met to find truth 
on the other side. 
 
By Velvet Tone 
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JUNE 4, 2007 JUNE BUGS 

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 
green carapace over part of his head glistened in the afternoon sunlit. I 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 trap and watch Jitterbug. I could tell he was plotting 
how to get the soft roly-poly body to climb down off me and investigate. And plotting how he would leap 
up, grasp him with strong arms, and pull him down. I knew how it would go, how it had gone in the past. I 
had watched him build his traps before. Even if I interfered, it would only happened again. Nature 
sometimes has to be allowed to take its course, I told myself.  
Jitterbug stirred, restless to get down and explore. The young ones are so curious, so vulnerable and so 
alien. As he crawled away, the spell of the music was broken. I decided to escape the area to avoid the urge 
to stop the carnage ahead. Behind me I could hear the scuttling noises of Jitterbug going to investigate. I 
could hear the anticipatory scritchings of Doodlebug, waiting for his victim.  
I tried to concentrate on washing up, but found myself washing the same spot over and over. I gave up and 
grabbed a rag to quietly clean up the mucus puddles on the floor, sneaking looks at them, studying their 
evolving dynamic. I 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 into letting 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. I braced myself for screams, struggles, and inexorable capture. 
But this time, I found myself watching Jitterbug defend himself, roar with anger, beat Doodlebug until 
ŝƂƂŷſŸŵƈź ſŸƇ źƂ, ŻƂƊſżƁź ƊżƇŻ ŹƅƈƆƇƅŴƇżƂƁ. šŸ ƆŻƂƈƇŸŷ żƁŷżźƁŴƁƇſƌ, MŭŻŸ ŵŴŵƌ źŴŵ ƀŸ Ŵ ŵƊƂƂŷƌ ƁƂŷŸ.N  
MŭŻŴƇ żƆ ƊŻŴƇ ƌƂƈ źŸƇ ŹƂƅ ƃżŶžżƁź Ŵ ŹżźŻƇ ƊżƇŻ ƌƂƈƅ ŵŴŵƌ ŵƅƂƇŻŸƅ.N ũżŶžżƁź ƈƃ ƀƌ ƌƂƈƁźŸƆƇ ƆƂƁ Ţ źƅŴŵŵŸŷ ƇƊƂ 
wipes. One I handed to the older one to use on his bloody nose. One I used to scrape the fresh and dried 
mucus off the face of the younger one as I carried him into the kitchen to keep me company while I 
finished the dishes. 
 
- Bhavavah Voom 
 

 
FIGURE 4: BHAVAVAH VOOM'S PHOTO FOR JUNE BUGS 

The Granddaddy Spider 
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I don't remember why we got home later than normal that night. I just remember I was glad I didn't have to 
mess with fixing dinner because I was tired and we had eaten while we were out. I 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 I collected her water dish for a rinse and refill. 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, I started to leave 
the kitchen to put them down for her. Suddenly one of the largest garden spiders I had ever seen came 
around the corner of the kitchen cabinet. I squealed and spilled some of the moist food and water on the 
linoleum floor. The spider jumped off the cabinet in my direction and I squealed again, and more water and 
food went flying. The spider disappeared, but then my continued screeching had nothing to do with him. I 
was now ice skating across the floor courtesy of the spilled bowls. Before my startled husband could 
respond to my cries of distress I wound up sitting flat in the middle of the floor, still with a dish in each 
hand, and with the remainders of the dog food and water rapidly soaking into my robe. I wasn't hurt and 
after a second or two I burst into laughter and then was laughing so hard I could only gesture helplessly to 
my spouse who was anxiously waiting to know if I needed 9-1-1 and what caused all this brouhaha. I was 
able to shortly reassure him of my well-being and, with warnings to be careful of the floor, I sent him into 
the kitchen to hunt for the spider. I got cleaned up and my wonderful hubby started in on the mess while I 
finally got the dog her dinner. We continued to be on the lookout for the granddaddy spider over the next 
ŹŸƊ ŷŴƌƆ ŵƈƇ ŹżƁŴſſƌ ŷŸŶżŷŸŷ ŻŸ ƀƈƆƇ ŻŴƉŸ ƀƂƉŸŷ ƂƁ. ŮƁƇżſƑ...Ŵ ŶƂƈƃſŸ ƂŹ ƊŸŸžƆ ſŴƇŸƅ Ţ ƊŴƆ ƅŸƀƂƉżƁź Ŵ 
carton of soda 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 wrestling coach, always seemed 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, I 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 wrist, the fly went to the 
great pile of poop in the sky. 
 
Having tried unsuccessfully to kill flies many times, I 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 hours away, so summer was in full effect at our 
house too.) 
 
Not long after, I had my own encounter with a fly. I copied Curt's technique, and soon I had my first kill. 
Sweet! I felt like a man, because that's what men do around the house: kill bugs. 
 
And it still 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 I do at our house: 
kill bugs. 
 
It works on flies, mosquitos, gnats, spiders, whatever. 
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Well, except for one time. We found a spider in our bedroom and I was dispatched to deal with it. My aim 
was off, and the spider scurried away. I relayed the bad news to my wife. 
 
"Honey," she said, "next time, just tell me you killed it." 
 
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.   I lived with an exterminator, or, more correctly, the owner 
of a pest control company.  Exterminators, he explained. gave up that word because it is impossible to 
exterminate insects.  One can only hope to control them. 
 
We lived in a mid-sized, mid-western American City.  His father had owned the business and upon death 
passed it on to, Hank, my boyfriend.  Since it was a tiny, family owned business, Hank did a lot of the 
ŸƋƇŸƅƀżƁŴƇżƁź ƊƂƅž ŻżƀƆŸſŹ.  ŭŻżƆ ƀŸŴƁƇ ƇŻŴƇ ƀŴƁƌ ƂŹ Ƃƈƅ ŷŴƇŸƆ żƁƉƂſƉŸŷ ƆƇƂƃƆ ŴƇ ŶƈƆƇƂƀŸƅƆL ƃſŴŶŸƆ ƇŻŴƇ 
needed help.  Bees, mice, rats, ants etc. were all problematic in the warmer months.  In the 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.  Every restaurant, depending on 
local health laws, is supposed to be sprayed regularly for bugs.  And every restaurant, I mean every 
restaurant, has cockroaches.   The local greasy spoon, the drive-through place, and the finest of dining 
establishments all have cockroaches. (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 I would drive around in his silver muscle-car convertible in the summer with the top down and 
the radio playing, and the sprayer in the trunk. We would stop so Hank could handle the job.  I waited in 
the car and he would report back to me afterward. There was not a whole lot to do anyway, so this counted 
as a date.  Bees and wasps were the worst, because 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 when he 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 I split up and I moved far away.  I understand his business has prospered 
tremendously.  A few yeŴƅƆ ŴźƂ ŻŸ ŶŴƀŸ ƈƃ ƊżƇŻ ƇŻŸ ƆſƂźŴƁ MśŸƈƁƂƆ ŧƂŶŻŸƆ ūƂŴŶŻŸƆ.N šŸ ƊŴƆ ŴƁ 
advertising major in college, but he misspelled Buenas.  
 
I will remember always the smell of summer nights and the smell of malathion mingled in his hair.  I will 
remember that it is pest control, not exterminating, and I will remember that every restaurant has 
cockroaches.  Also I 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 I 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. 
 
Right, I'd come in here to wash my hands.  I grip the faucet and am a split second away from turning on the 
water - but I stop.  It occurs to me that the tiny thing in my sink is a living creature just like I am.  I'm no 
paragon of insect rights - I've picked ticks off my dog and thrown them into the fireplace without a thought 
- but this time I decide to let things be.  It can't hurt.  I'll just go wash my hands in the kitchen sink instead.  I 
flick off the bathroom light and the room goes dark. 
 
An hour goes by. 
 
On comes the bathroom light once again as I 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 I was gone, if it had 
moved at all; it just stands there, occasionally waving its leg in the air at me.  I shrug at it.  Hello?  Goodbye?  
Can't understand what you're saying, buddy.  Sorry. 
 
I sigh and go to use the facilities.  God, I can't get this song out of my head.  I can't even remember what it's 
from.  The toilet flushes.  It's so frustrating when you know the melody but can't remember who sings it.  I 
start to hum it to myself as I turn on the sink faucet. 
 
Hot water gushes forth.  "Oh, shit!"  I'd forgotten!  Quickly I turn off the water.  The ant is still there, lying 
on its side now with all of its legs pedalling in the air.  No, not all of them; some look like they're broken.  I 
can't tell.  "Aw, geeze, I can't believe I..."  Suddenly I feel like a monster.  The ant's movements are slower 
and more jerky than 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 I squeeze my eyes 
shut.  When I open them, the ant is gone. 
 
--- 
Keisuke Muromachi 
 
 

 

 
Although I did not witness it, I 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 
ƇŻŸ ŵƂƌƆ ŴƁŷ ƇŻŸżƅ ŹŴƇŻŸƅƆ MƅƂƈźŻ żƇ,N ƆſŸŸƃżƁź żƁ ƇŸƁƇƆ ƊżƇŻ ƁƂ ŸſŸŶƇƅƂƁżŶƆ, ƁƂ żndoor plumbing, and heat 
and humidity.   
One night one of the boys awoke screaming.  Many of the younger boys get afraid on such a long campout 
and they wake up wanting to go home.  Many boys who are troublemakers cause problems in the night.  
The boy who called out was neither a troublemaker nor a youngster. He was one of the responsible, serious 
minded older boys. 
MŬƂƀŸƇŻżƁźLƆ żƁ ƀƌ ŸŴƅ!N ŻŸ ƆŶƅŸŴƀŸŷ. MŢƇ ŻƈƅƇƆ, żƇ ŻƈƅƇƆ! Ţ ŶŴƁ ŹŸŸſ żƇ ƀƂƉżƁź.N  ŨƁŸ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ ŹŴƇŻŸƅƆ ƆŻƂƁŸ Ŵ 
ŹſŴƆŻſżźŻƇ żƁƇƂ ƇŻŸ ŵƂƌLƆ ŸŴƅ.  ŭhey could see the back end of some sort of beetle.  When they tried to 
extract the creature, it burrowed in deeper and the boy screamed louder in his pain and terror.  
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The men loaded the boy into a car and drove him to the medical clinic at the scout camp.  The on 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 I first heard the story, I thought they must be joking.  Someone had watched the Wrath of Khan too 
many times!  But I 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 holiday.  Janet thought she 
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 any in the 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 far along 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 stopped along the way 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 opened the hatch 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 obliged and 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 their local  habitat and take them to another location.  Enough said on the subject. 
 
Skye Soderstrom 
© 
 

 
FIGURE 5: SKYE SODERSTROM'S PHOTO FOR JUNE BUGS 
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JUNE 5, 2007 WHAT IS SECOND LIFE TO ME 

Maybe a philosophical treatise, or a comedy 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.  I would say it's an experiment at this point, 
to see who this avatar, this person I've created is, what he can do and who he can become.  I wonder what 
roads he'll travel, what victories and disappointments he will face as we continue this journey together?  
Where does he end and I begin? And visa-versa?   
 
I see Second Life as filled with Wonder, Possibility, and Potential; perhaps even Hope.  It is a new world, 
ready to be both created and discovered, as uncertain and fluidic in its destiny as each of its inhabitants.  
Though I have not yet integrated myself so thoroughly that I am actively using it for purposes other than 
diversion, I find the possibilities provocative.  Could there come a time when there are things my avatar can 
do, accomplish, that I can not?  Will he at some point be able to make a material difference, be a 
ƆƈŵƆƇŴƁƇżƉŸ ƃſŴƌŸƅ żƁ ƇŻŸ ƂƃŸƅŴƇżƂƁ ƂŹ ƀƌ KƅŸŴſL ſżŹŸ?  Űżſſ ŬŸŶƂƁŷ ťżŹŸ ƃƅƂƉŸ ƇƂ ŵŸ Ŵ ƉŴſƈŴŵſŸ ƅŸƆƂƈƅŶŸ żƁ 
making our way through First Life? 
 
I think at this point in time, there are far more questions than answers about 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?  
šƂƊ ŹŴƅ Ɗżſſ żƇ żƁŹƅżƁźŸ żƁƇƂ Ƃƈƅ ŹżƅƆƇ ſżƉŸƆ?  Űżſſ żƇ ŵŸŶƂƀŸ ƆƂ ƃƂƊŸƅŹƈſ ƇŻŴƇ żƇ ŵŸźżƁƆ ƇƂ ƆŻŴƃŸ ƇŻŸ KƅŸŴſL 
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?  I suspect the former is more likely than the latter, but 
only Time will tell.   
 
Either way, Im in. 
 
By  
Alaken Tatham 
060507 
 

 

 
 
             What is Second Life to me? 
 
Self-regulatory governance of virtual residents 
          controversy ... education 
ŞƅƂƇżŶ ƆŸŶƅŸƇƆ Ƒ ƆŴƉƂƅƌ Ƒ ŴƁŷ ƈƁƆŴƉƂƅƌ 
ŜƅŸŴƇżƉŸ ƃƅŸƃƂƁŷŸƅŴƁŶŸ ƂŹ żŷŸŴƆ Ƒ ŴŷƀżƅŸ ƈƆ Ƒ żƁƆƃżƅŸ ƈƆ 
ŨƈƇƆƇŴƁŷżƁź ŴƅƇ żƁ ƇŸŶŻƁżŶŴſ ſŴƁŷ Ƒ ƃŴżƁƇżƁź, ƆŶƈſƃƇƈƅŸ,    
          architecture, design, music, poetry, writing 
Need for money 
Deceit  
 
ťżƉżƁź żƁ ƇŻŸ ƀŴžżƁź ƂŹ ƀŸƀƂƅżŸƆ Ƒ ŴſƇŸƅƁŴƇżƉŸ ŶŻƂżŶŸƆ Ƒ  
      reliving 
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ŢƀƃƅŸƆƆżƂƁƆ Ƒ ƆŸŸ ƈƆ Ƒ ƆƂ ŸſŸźŴƁƇ Ƒ ƆƂ ŸƇŻƁżŶ Ƒ ƆƂ ŻŴżƅƌ  
    Ƒ ƆƂ ƆƇƂſżŷ Ƒ ƆƂ ŸƇŻŸƅŸŴſ  
Friendship and Fun and Foolishness and Faith 
Everything I want it to be - to 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 examining a crime 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 I see. I'm chomping at the bit for brick and mortar universities to get off their rears and start 
offering degree programs using SL as they are now doing for text-based 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 PTBs (Powers That 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. The halls are hollow 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 avatars gracefully swinging and swaying in some beautiful ballrooms. I 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 than I am 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 already 
led to some interesting future possibilities. These chance encounters don't happen 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 more clothes 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 I would not be caught dead in for 
Second Life or real life and there's always time for more shopping!  
 
CeAire 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 I here? 
 
Those were my first thoughts, when I joined Second Life almost a year ago.     June is my second, second 
lifer.     What S/L means to me now, is something totally different, than when I charged my credit card for 
the first time in July of 06. 
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I found something here,  that in real life, I actually had given up on, something I thought would never come 
to me, something I would never have.   
 
Its not profound, its not unusual, its not even that interesting to anyone but me.   For the first 5 months, I 
lived in s/l as i did in r/l....just for me.  Whatever June wants to do, June does.  Floating around, meeting 
nice people, some not so nice, they were illiminated quick enough, just like r/l.   I could drown in all the 
shopping I did, and had techni color dreams from all  the exploring of this cyber haven. 
 
  Til one day in November  I was shopping and some kind soul asked me, where was a good place to find 
drapes.    Six months later, I now can't wait to turn my computer on, go into s/l and see the name Java pop 
up in blue.  We met in r/l in  Las Vegas in Jan/07, and 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.    I was very 
fortunate to find it, 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 skeptical, so self-obsorbed,  so 
not looking, and just stumble upon it, as if it were here waiting for me all this time. 
 
By June Arkin 
 

 

 

 
Lady Hightower 
What Does Second Life Mean to Me? 
JUne 5, 2007 
 
I 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 pimientos, and a box of oatmeal. It is not the stuff of a gourmet meal, and I am 
not the stuff of an elegant and poised hostess. But wait! I hit connect! And I am no longer staring at culinary 
homicide at the hands of my hungry family.  I am now 21 years old with hair like one of Dolly Parton's best 
wigs, and I weigh only 80 pounds despite being 6 feet tall.  I put on diamonds and 6 inch heels. I have 
cleavage that is closer to my neck than my knees. I 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, I experimented with many different avatars when I first 
arrived SL.  Like a teenager searching for identity, I have been young and old, female and male, human and 
ŴƁżƀŴſ, ŜŴƈŶŴƆżŴƁ, ŚŹƅżŶŴƁ ŴƁŷ ŚƆżŴƁ. ŭŻŸ ŴƃƃŸŴƅŴƁŶŸƆ ƊŸƅŸ ŷżŹŹŸƅŸƁƇ ŴƁŷ ƃŸƂƃſŸLƆ ƅŸŴŶƇżƂƁƆ ƊŸƅŸ 
ŷżŹŹŸƅŸƁƇ, ŵƈƇ ƇŻŸ ƆƂƈſ ƊŴƆ ƇŻŸ ƆŴƀŸ. ŭŻŸ MƀŸN żƁƆżŷŸ ƇŻŸ ŴƉŴƇŴƅ ƊŴƆ ƈƁŶŻŴƁźŸŷ.  ŢƁ ƇŻŴƇ ƊŴƌ, my avatar is 
made in my image.  
 
Where does your avatar go when you leave? The newbie had another profound question.  Where does 
ŶƂƁƆŶżƂƈƆƁŸƆƆ źƂ ƊŻŸƁ ƊŸ ƆſŸŸƃ? ŰŻŸƅŸ ŷƂ ƊŸ źƂ ƊŻŸƁ ƊŸ ŷżŸ?  MŲƂƈ ŽƈƆƇ ŷżƆŴƃƃŸŴƅN ƂƇŻŸƅƆ ƇƂſŷ ƇŻŸ 
ƁŸƊŵżŸ. ŭŻŴƇLƆ ƁƂƇ ƅżźŻƇ, Ţ ƇŻƂƈźŻƇ.  ŚƉŴƇŴƅƆ ŷƂƁLƇ ŽƈƆƇ ŷżƆŴƃƃŸŴƅ - they reunite with their creator.  Their 
ŸƋƃŸƅżŸƁŶŸƆ, ƇŻŸ ƃŸƂƃſŸ ƇŻŸƌ ƀŸƇ ŴƁŷ ƇŻżƁźƆ ƇŻŸƌ ŷżŷ ŵŸŶƂƀŸ Ŵ ƃŴƅƇ ƂŹ ƇŻŸżƅ ŶƅŸŴƇƂƅLƆ ŸƋƃŸƅżŸƁŶŸ ŴƁŷ 
ƇƅŴƉŸſ ƊżƇŻ ƇŻŸżƅ ŶƅŸŴƇƂƅ żƁ ƇŻŸ ŶƅŸŴƇƂƅLƆ ƊƂƅſŷ.  ŰŸ Ŵŷŷ Ƃƈƅ ŴƉŴƇŴƅ ŸƋƃŸƅżences to the life of the creator.  
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ŭŻżƆ ƉŸƅƌ ŸƆƆŴƌ żƆ ƇŻŸ ƃƅƂƂŹ.  ŢƇ żƆ żƁƆƃżƅŸŷ ŵƌ ŨŵƂŸLƆ ŶƅŸŴƇƂƅ ŵƈƇ ƈƆŸƆ ŨŵƂŸLƆ ŸƋƃŸƅżŸƁŶŸƆ ŴƁŷ żƆ ŵƅƂƈźŻƇ żƁƇƂ 
SL through Oboe.  
 
ŭŻŸ ŹżƅƆƇ ſżŹŸ ƃŻżſƂƆƂƃŻŸƅƆ ƇŸſſ ƈƆ ƇŻŴƇ ƊƂƅſŷ ŴƁŷ żƇƆ ƃŸƂƃſŸ ŴƅŸ MƆŻŴŷƂƊƆN ƂŹ ƇŻŸ ƇƅƈŸ ŴƁd perfect creation.  
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 I am a shadow of a higher perfection, SL is the mirror I hold before myself hoping to catch a 
ray of the light that forms me.   
 
Oboe Riederer 
 

 

 
 
Dancing with butterflies around my fingers, I know I have found the right touch of blue.  As my mind and 
heart race faster and 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 I read comics avidly, Rupert the Bear, Casper the Friendly Ghost, The Topper, The 
Beezer.    I was also raised on Disney fairy tales.  Superman was my all time favourite.  I loved the escapism 
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. 
 
I have met many interesting minds in Second Life.   Minds, not people, due to the cyber existence within.   
Superman comics brought to life wherein I can participate.  My own Disney World.  I am embedded in my 
escapism.  Second Life is a magic key rejuvenating the creativity of my childhood.   
 
Within this world I have met and conversed with Superman, super people who have inspired and 
encouraged my creativity, my mind. 
 
When I log in, I feel as though in suspended animation playing my life out on Krypton.     Anything is 
possible.  There are no restrictions to the imagination in Second Life and therefore I 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, it is a spiritual, incredible, 
phenomenon.  It's Rupert Bear, Disney and Superman rolled into one. 
 
I am totally addicted!  A fully fledged SL addict! 
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Skye Soderstrom © 
 

 
FIGURE 6: SKYE SODERSTROM'S PHOTO FOR "WHAT IS SECOND LIFE TO ME" 
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JUNE 6, 2007 D-DAY  

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 un-politically correct is desperate to escape from your ink pen. 

 
Christelle, mah belle ... 
ŭŻŸ şƅŸƁŶŻ ŦŴžŸ ũŸƅŹŸŶƇ ŬŸƁƆŸ ƇƂ ŦŸ Ƒ /ƆżźŻ 
 
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 
Sanctioned by Jacques Chirac,  
President of France, 
She claimed she had the perfect wedding, and spent 
The honeymoon with her mother-in-law. 
His spirit transcended death for love 
In established French retro style  
The French make perfect sense. 
Bride and widow, she sleeps with his ashes. 
ūŸƇƅƂŴŶƇżƉŸ Ƒ /ƆżźŻ 
 
 
ŴƁŷ ƌŸƆ Ƒ żƇ żƆ ƇŻŸ ƇƅƈŸ ƆƇƂƅƌ ƂŹ ŜŻƅżƆƇŸſſŸ ŝŸƀżŶŻŸſ... 
French girls marry dead guys about 20 times a year. 
 
By Anita Flyer 
 

 

 
 
I bet the stories you get are fictional. This one is true. 
 
We have two cats. Grace, 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 
I walked past her and she decided to attack my leg. 
 
"That's it," I 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 experience with cats, 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 back 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 "I surrender." 
 
We keep hoping he'll slap Grace around, but that has yet to happen. He doesn't seem to have the fight in 
him. 
 
As a result, we've begun calling him Hankque (pronounced Hank-WAH) 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 the ground.  Thank you good man may your generosity be returned to you 10 fold. I am 
most thankful for you saving my life and the house I live in.   As time passes by the french man ages and 
finds the stranger asking for help.  Only to find the french man off collecting 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 I had to live with a hairy beast of a wife like that french man did I probably 
would be good at ignoring things also. 
 
By RJ Flyer 
 

 

 
ŭŻŸ ƆŸŶƅŸƇ żƆ żƁ MŵƅŴƁŷżƁź.N  ŲƂƈ ŻŴƉŸ ƇƂ źŸƇ ƌƂƈƅ ƁŴƀŸ ŴƁŷ ƌƂƈƅ ŵƅŴƁŷ ŴƆƆƂŶżŴƇŸŷ ƊżƇŻ ƃŴƅƇżŶƈſŴƅ ƃƂƆżƇżƉŸ 
qualities.   
ŭŻŸ şƅŸƁŶŻ ŴƅŸ ƀŴƆƇŸƅƆ ŴƇ ƇŻżƆ.  ťƂƂž ŴƇ ƇŻŸżƅ ŹƂƂŷ.  ŢƇLƆ ƁƂƇ ŹƂƂŷ P żƇLƆ ŶƈżƆżne.  They give it a fancy name and 
everyone goes ooo-lah-ſŴŻ!  śƈƇ ƊŻŴƇ żƆ żƇ ƅŸŴſſƌ?  ŢƇLƆ ŹƂƂŷ ƊżƇŻ Ŵ ſƂƇ ƂŹ ƆŴƈŶŸƆ.  ŝƂ ƌƂƈ žƁƂƊ ƊŻƌ ŶƂƂžƆ ƈƆŸ 
ƆŴƈŶŸƆ?  ŲƂƈ ƈƆŸ ƆŴƈŶŸƆ ƊŻŸƁ ƇŻŸ ŹƂƂŷ żƆ ŶƂƂžŸŷ ŵŴŷſƌ ŴƁŷ ƌƂƈ ƊŴƁƇ ƇƂ ŶƂƉŸƅ ƈƃ ƇŻŸ ƇŴƆƇŸ. ŢƇLƆ ŷƅżŸŷ ƂƈƇ Ƃƅ 
you overcooked it so you throw a sauce on and hide the mistake and make it taste better.  
ŭŻŸżƅ ŶŻŸŸƆŸƆ ſżžŸ ŜŴƀŸƀŵŸƅƇ ŴƁŷ śƅżŸ?  ŭŻŸƌLƅŸ ƆƃƂżſŸŷ ƀżſž ƊżƇŻ ƆƂƀŸ ƆŴſƇ ƇŻƅƂƊƁ żƁ.  ŭŻŸƌ ŻŴƉŸƁLƇ ŸƉŸƁ 
ƊŴżƇŸŷ ŹƂƅ żƇ ƇƂ Źżƅƀ ƈƃ ſżžŸ Ŵ źƂƂŷ ŠƂƈŷŴ Ƃƅ ŜŻŸŷŷŴƅ.  ŝƂƁLƇ even talk to me about Roquefort or Bleu! You 
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? 
şƅŸƁŶŻ ƀŸƁ ŻŴƉŸ ƇŻżƆ ƅŸƃƈƇŴƇżƂƁ ŴƆ ſƂƉŸƅƆ. ŰŻƌ? ŢƇLƆ ŵŸŶŴƈƆŸ ƇŻŸƌ got their name on a kiss! Take a look at 
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 - 
She hasnLƇ ŵŸŸƁ žżƆƆŸŷ żƁ ŹƂƅƇƌ ƌŸŴƅƆ? ŬƂ ƊŻŸƅŸ ŴƅŸ ŻŸƅ źƅŸŴƇ şƅŸƁŶŻ ſƂƉŸƅƆ?   
You know who was a huge hit with the French ladies P Benjamin 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 years old, dressed like a bumpkin 
with a raccoon hat, won science prizes for electricity, and even invented bifocals. He had the complete 
źŸŸž ƇŻżƁź ŷƂƊƁ ƃŴƇ.  ŭŻŸ şƅŸƁŶŻ ƊƂƀŸƁ ŶƂƈſŷƁLƇ žŸŸƃ ƇŻŸżƅ ŻŴƁŷƆ ƂŹŹ Żżƀ.  ŬƂ, żŹ ƇŻŸ şƅŸƁŶŻ ƀŸƁ ŴƅŸ ƆƈŶŻ 
great lovers, why were their women running around with a 70 year old geek?   
śŸŶŴƈƆŸ şƅŸƁŶŻ ƀŸƁ ŻŴƉŸ źƂƇ ƇŻŸ ŵƅŴƁŷ żŷŸƁƇżŹżŶŴƇżƂƁ ŴƆ źƅŸŴƇ ſƂƉŸƅƆ ƇŻŸ ƇƅƈƇŻ ŷƂŸƆƁLƇ ƀŴƇƇŸƅ.  śŸŶŴƈƆŸ 
şƅŸƁŶŻ ŹƂƂŷ ŻŴƆ ƇŻŸ ŵƅŴƁŷ żŷŸƁƇżŹżŶŴƇżƂƁ ƂŹ MŶƈżƆżƁŸ,N ƇŻŸ ƇƅƈƇŻ ŴŵƂƈƇ żƇ ŷƂŸƆƁLƇ ƀŴƇƇŸƅ.  Ũƈƅ Ŵgency can 
ŵƈżſŷ ƇŻŸ ƆŴƀŸ žżƁŷ ƂŹ ƆƇƅƂƁź, ƃƂƆżƇżƉŸ żŷŸƁƇżƇƌ ŹƂƅ ƌƂƈ.  ţƈƆƇ ƆżźƁ ƂƁ ƇŻŸ ſżƁŸ ŴŵƂƉŸ ƌƂƈƅ ƁŴƀŸƑ 
 
Oboe Riederer 
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JUNE 7, 2007 VIRTUALLY DATING  

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

Treat us! 

 
I find this realm of virtual romantic encounters so frustrating, and yet so exhilarating. 
 
When I am engaged in virtual romantic pursuits, the exercise of trying to precisely describe the actions, 
sensations and thoughts exploding in my mind perplexes 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 writing muscles that I 
ŻŴƉŸƁLƇ ƃƈƇ ƇƂ ƈƆŸ żƁ ƌŸŴƅƆ.  śƈƇ ƇŻŸ ŸƋƃŸƅżŸƁŶŸ żƆ ƁƂƇ ƊżƇŻƂƈƇ żƇƆ ŴźźƅŴƉŴƇżƂƁ, ŴƆ ƊŸſſ. 
 
 
In books, I find phrases that resonate with me, flooding my mind with translated sensations and images.  I 
return to them again and again as I desire.  When 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 theatrical performance.  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 
ŸƋŶŻŴƁźŸ.  Ţ ƅŸſƌ ƂƁ ƃƈƅŸ ƆŸƁƆƂƅƌ ƅŸŶŴſſ ƂŹ ƆƂƀŸ ƂƇŻŸƅ ƅŸŴſ ſƂƉŸƅLƆ ƇƂƈŶŻ ƊŻŸƁ Ţ Ƈƅƌ ƇƂ żƀŴźżƁŸ ŻżƆ ŻŴƁŷ ŴƇ 
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 like-minded soul in the virtual world, I have no transcript to 
sigh over like a lovesick schoolgirl.  I cannot lift sweet sentiments out of an IM and let them roll around in 
ƀƌ ƇŻƂƈźŻƇƆ, ŷƅżŹƇżƁź, ƇƂƈŶŻżƁź ŸƉŸƅƌƇŻżƁź, ſżžŸ Ţ ŶŴƁ ƊżƇŻ Ŵ ƃŻƅŴƆŸ ŹƅƂƀ Ŵ ŵƂƂž Ƃƅ Ŵ ſƂƉŸƅLƆ ſŸƇƇŸƅ.  ťżžŸ ƇŻŸ 
final curtain of a performance, once we have logged off, the experience becomes shared memory. 
    One could say the same about face-to-face conversation, but there are other senses at work to imprint 
those experiences on my mind.  Lacking complete sensory details, all we have are words, and words turn 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 ridiculous self-consciousness that 
accompanies us on our journey through the physical world, and get past the prejudices that so often 
separate and delineate us.   
    ŰŻżŶŻ ƀŴžŸƆ ŸƉŸƅƌ ŸƁŶƂƈƁƇŸƅ ƀƂƅŸ żƁƇŸƁƆŸ, ƀƂƅŸ ƈƅźŸƁƇ, ƀƂƅŸƑŹƅƈƆƇƅŴƇżƁź ŴƁŷ ŸƋŻżſŴƅŴƇżƁź. 
 
--Calliope 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 of her 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 her imagination to do things 



P a g e | 29 

 

outside of reality, to enjoy someone else for an hour or two a week, put spice back into her marriage that'd 
been long gone. What husband could argue with that? Let his wife have an interactive daydream and he 
could reap the benefits of it later. 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 curtains and let the characters do their thing. 
 
As for me though, I 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, and well-mannered on screen, they could 
be the exact opposite of that in real life. I decided to test my theory. 
 
I'd had an online friend for four years, nothing romantic between us. I planned a vacation in the city that 
this friend lived and hoped to be able to meet up with her. Instead, she offered to let me 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 I went to see another woman and that we'd 
never been 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 was 
everything he portrayed online and a little bit more, in way 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 been injected into their relationships I'll be able to swoon with them. 
 
-Julia Sutter 
 
 

 
 
INKsters writing competition, 6/7/2007 
Virtual Dating 
 
 
Only a Game 
 
ŢƇ ƊŴƆ ƂƁſƌ Ŵ źŴƀŸ, ŴƁŷ żƇ ƊŴƆƁLƇ ƆƈƃƃƂƆŸŷ ƇƂ ŵŸ ƇŻżƆ ƊŴƌ.  šŸ ŻŴŷ ŽƈƆƇ ŶƂƀŸ ƂŹŹ Ŵ ƇƊƂ-year stint playing 
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 econƂƀżŶ ƂƃƃƂƅƇƈƁżƇżŸƆ.  ŭŻƂƆŸ ŷżŷƁLƇ ƆŸŸƀ ƉżŴŵſŸ, ŵƈƇ ƆƇżſſ, Ŭť ŻŸſŷ ŻżƆ 
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, just a shared 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 picture of hŸƅƆŸſŹ żƁ ƇŻŸ M1ƆƇ ťżŹŸN ƆŸŶƇżƂƁ.  ŭŻżƆ ƊŴƆ 
ƁƂ ŽƂžŸ, ƁƂ MŢ ſƂƂž ſżžŸ ƇŻżƆ źƂƅźŸƂƈƆ ŶŸſŸŵƅżƇƌN žżƁŷ ƂŹ ƇŻżƁź, ŵƈƇ ƇŻŸ żƀŴźŸ ƂŹ Ŵ ƊƂƀŴƁ ƊŻƂ ŶƂƈſŷ ŸƁŽƂƌ 
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ſżŹŸ ƊżƇŻ źƈƆƇƂ ŴƁŷ ƌŸƇ ŻŴŷ ƆŴŷ, ƊƂƈƁŷŸŷ ŸƌŸƆ ŵƂƅŷŸƅżƁź ƂƁ ƇŻŸ ŶƌƁżŶŴſ, ŸƌŸƆ ƇŻŴƇ ƆŴżŷ ƇƂ Żżƀ, MŢ ŶŴƁ ƂƁſƌ 
źŸƇ ƇŻżƆ ŶſƂƆŸ ƇƂ ƌƂƈ ŴƁŷ ƁƂ ƀƂƅŸ, ŵŸŶŴƈƆŸ Ţ ŷƂƁLƇ ŵŸſżŸƉŸ Ţ ŶŴƁ ŸƉŸƅ ŵŸ ƆŴŹŸ.N 
 
ŬŸƅŴƃŻ ƊŴƆ ƁŸƉŸƅ ŷżƆŻƂƁŸƆƇ ƊżƇŻ Żżƀ.  ŬŻŸ ƇƂſŷ Żżƀ ƇŻŴƇ ƆŻŸ ŷżŷƁLƇ ƊŴƁƇ Ŵ ƅƂƀŴƁƇżŶ ƅŸſŴƇżƂƁƆŻżƃ żƁ Ŭť 
because it would just remind her of what she could never have in RL.  He accepted 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 
ŻŸŴƅƇ ƂŹ Ŵ źŴƀŸLƆ ŴƉŴƇŴƅ. 
 
Time passed, and they remained together, occasionally doing romantic things like Slow Dance v3 at 
midnight in a beautiful, sparsely populated spot that they had discovered together.  He never asked for 
ƀƂƅŸ ŵŸŶŴƈƆŸ ŻŸ ŷżŷƁLƇ ƊŴƁƇ ƇƂ ƆŶŴƅŸ ŻŸƅ ƂŹŹ.  ŰŸſſ, ŻŸ ŷżŷ ƇŸſſ ŻŸƅ ƂŶŶŴƆżƂƁŴſſƌ ƇŻŴƇ ŻŸ ŻƂƃŸŷ ƇƂ MƀŴžŸ ŻŸƅ 
ŵſƂƂŷ ƅŴŶŸN ŴƁŷ ƅŸŶŸżƉŸŷ Ŵ Ɔƀżſe in return, which he took as an encouraging sign.  He enjoyed the 
relationship that they had and wanted to explore her quick, fascinating mind for as long as she would allow. 
 
ŨƁŸ ŷŴƌ, ƇŻŸƌ ƊŸƅŸ ŸƋƃſƂƅżƁź Ŵ ŵŸŴŶŻ Ɔżƀ ƇƂźŸƇŻŸƅ ŴƁŷ ƆŻŸ ŵƂƈźŻƇ Ŵ MƀŴźżŶ ŵſŴƁžŸƇN ƇŻŴƇ żƁŶſƈŷŸŷ Ŵ šŮŝ 
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 animations, very nice, things they had done once or twice before.  Then she asked him to remove 
ŻżƆ ŶſƂƇŻŸƆ ƇƂ Ƈƅƌ ƇŻŸ ƂƇŻŸƅ ƃƂƆŸƆ.  šŸ ƇŻƂƈźŻƇ, MŭŻżƆ żƆ źƅŸŴƇ, ƆŻŸ ŹżƁŴſſƌ ƇƅƈƆƇƆ ƀŸ ŸƁƂƈźŻ ƇƂ ƆŸƇ ŻŸƅ ŵŴƅƅżŸƅƆ 
ŴƆżŷŸ,N ŴƁŷ ƃƅƂŶŸŸŷŸŷ ƇƂ ŷŸƇŴŶŻ ŻżƆ ŶſƂƇŻŸƆ.  ŭŻŸƌ ŸƁŽƂyed a laugh together when he admitted to being an 
e-ƉżƅźżƁ ŴƁŷ ƆŻŸ ƃƅƂƉżŷŸŷ Żżƀ ƊżƇŻ Ŵ ŻƈźŸ MƊƂƂŷƌN ŹƅƂƀ ŻŸƅ żƁƉŸƁƇƂƅƌ. 
 
They enthusiastically tried each position in turn, and he felt closer to Seraph than he had ever felt before.  
When they were done, he ƇƂƂž ŶƂƁƇƅƂſ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ šŮŝ, ƃƈƇ ƇŻŸƀ żƁ Ŵ MŶƈŷŷſŸN ƃƂƆżƇżƂƁ ŴƁŷ ƆŴżŷ ƆƂƀŸƇŻżƁź 
ƆƊŸŸƇ, ƆƂƀŸƇŻżƁź ƀƂƅŸ ƇŻŴƁ MŵſƂƂŷ ƅŴŶŸN ŵƈƇ ſŸƆƆ ƇŻŴƁ MŢ ſƂƉŸ ƌƂƈ.N  MŭƂƂ ƀƈŶŻ ŷƅŴƀŴ,N ƆŻŸ ƅŸƃſżŸŷ.  šŸ 
ƆƇŴƀƀŸƅŸŷ, MśƈƇ Ţ ƇŻƂƈźŻƇƑN  MŢ ŽƈƆƇ ƊŴƁƇŸŷ ƇƂ Ƈƅƌ ƂƈƇ ƇŻŸ ŹƈƁƁƌ ŴƁżƀŴƇżƂƁƆ,N ƆŻŸ ŴŷŷŸŷ.  ŭŻŸƁ ƆŻŸ ťŨťLŷ 
and uttered the words that etched themselves into his heart and created a dark little private place which 
ƁƂ ƂƁŸ ŶŴƁ ŸƉŸƅ ƇƂƈŶŻ:  MŲƂƈ ŷƂƂŹƈƆ, żƇLƆ ƂƁſƌ Ŵ źŴƀŸ.N 
 
- Nebbisk Oh 
 

 
FIGURE 7: NEBBISK OH'S PHOTO FOR "VIRTUALLY DATING"  

 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom 
 
June 7, 2007    
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Virtual Dating 
 
I smiled.   He smiled.  I wanted to dance.   He wanted to observe.  We danced.   We danced a salsa, a waltz, 
soon a slow dance in each others arms.   I was his Cinderella.   He was my Prince Charming.   A few nights 
more, we met and danced.   We conversed. 
 
I 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 time.     I wondered.   I wrote a questing poem.   I 
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 feelings intensified!   The connections electrified!   The sparks short-circuited!    
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, cyber junkies! Our 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, minds are 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 dignity guarded.   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.  The poetry flows.    
With his infectiousness, the creativity has become a sickness.   The sickness has become a fever so intense 
that it is terminal.......   
 
I feel surrounded by his love, his spirit, his caring in the air I breathe, all day, every day.   I am still his 
Cinderella.  He is still my Prince Charming.  Will there be a happy ever after.......... 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
 

 
FIGURE 8: SKYE SODERSTROM'S PHOTO FOR "VIRTUALLY DATING"  

 

 

 
MŞƀƀżƆ.N 
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MŰŻŴƇLƆ ŸƀƀżƆ?N Ţ ŴƆžŸŷ.  
 
MŲżŷŷżƆŻ.  ŦŸŴƁżƁź: ƇŻŸ ŵŸƆƇ.N šŸ ƆŴżŷ.  
 
ŚŻŻŻ.  šŸ ƇŻƅƂƊƆ ŲżŷŷżƆŻ ŴƇ ƀŸ ſżžŸ Ŵ žƁżŹŸ ƇŻƅƂƊŸƅ.  ŢLƀ ƇŻŸ ƃƅŸƇƇƌ źżƅſ ƆƇƅŴƃƃŸŷ ŷƂƊƁ ƇƂ ƇŻŸ ƊŴſſ ŴƁŷ ŻŸ 
ƇƂƆƆŸƆ ƊƂƅŷƆ ſżžŸ, KƃƈƇƍL ŴƁŷ KƆŶŻƀŴſƇƍL ŴƇ ƀŸ; ƇŻŸƌ ƆſŴƀ żƁƇƂ ƇŻŸ ƊŴſſ ƁŸƋƇ ƇƂ ƀƌ ŵſƂƁŷŸ ƆŶŻżžƆŴ ŻŸŴŷ.  
 
MŲƂƈ ŴƅŸ ƀƌ ŸƀƀżƆ,N Ţ ƇŸſſ Żżƀ, ŴƁŷ Ţ ƀŸŴƁ żƇ.  Ţ ƁŸƉŸƅ ƇŻżƁž ŴŵƂƈƇ ƇŻŸ ƅŸŴſ ƀŴƁ ŴƇ ƇŻŸ ƂƇŻŸƅ ŸƁŷ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ 
computer connection.  I only see the handsome, broad shouldered hunk of a Second Life avatar.  Making 
quips about my beauty, my wit. Making me laugh.  For months we cannƂƇ ŵƅżƁź ƂƈƅƆŸſƉŸƆ ƇƂ ŴŶƇƈŴſſƌ ƆŴƌ, KŢ 
ſƂƉŸ ƌƂƈ.L ŬƂ ƊŸ ƆŴƌ, ƀƀƀƀ żƁƆƇŸŴŷ.  MŢ ƀƀƀƀ ƌƂƈ.N  ŰŸ ƀŸŸƇ ŸŴŶŻ ŷŴƌ ŴƁŷ ƆŻŴƅŸ Ƃƈƅ ſżƉŸƆ.  Ũƈƅ ſƂƉŸ 
źƅƂƊƆ.  ŰŸ ƇŸŴƆŸ ŴƁŷ ſŴƈźŻ.  ŰŸ ŻŴƉŸ ŻƂƈƆŸƆ ŴƁŷ ƃƂƆŸ ŵŴſſƆ ŴƁŷ żƁ ŽƂžŸƆ ŴƁŷ ŸƉŸƁ MƂƈƅ ƆƂƁź.N    
 
We first meet in a library.  Whispering in instant message, best friends in a heartbeat.  At the start its all  
ŽƈƆƇ Ɔżſſƌ ŹƈƁ.  śƈƇ ƇŻŸ ƀƂƅŸ ƊŸ źŸƇ ƇƂ žƁƂƊ ƂƁŸ ŴƁƂƇŻŸƅ, ƇŻŸ ŵŸƇƇŸƅ żƇ ŵŸŶƂƀŸƆ.  ŮƁƇżſ ŹżƁŴſſƌ MŢ ƀƀƀƀ ƌƂƈN 
ŽƈƆƇ ŷƂŸƆƁLƇ ŶƈƇ żƇ,  ŴƁŷ ƇŻŸ ƅŸŴſ ť-O-V-E word has to be said.    
 
ŰŸ ŴƅŸ ƁŴžŸŷ żƁ ŸŴŶŻ ƂƇŻŸƅLƆ ŴƅƀƆ ŴƁŷ ŻŸ ƇŸſſƆ ƀŸ Ţ Ŵƀ ŻżƆ ŸƀƀżƆ.  ŚƁŷ Ţ Ŵƀ ƆŴƌ ŻŸ żƆ ƀżƁŸ.  ŢƇLƆ Ŵ ƀƂƀŸƁƇ 
out of time: bright, shiny, where the colors are too bright and I seem to be laughing too loud.  The world 
turns, the middle gives way tƂ ƇŻŸ ŸƁŷ, ŴƁŷ żƁ Ŵ ŵƅżŸŹ ƀƂƀŸƁƇ ŢLƉŸ ƊƅżƇƇŸƁ Ŵ MŝŸŴƅ ţƂŻƁN ſŸƇƇŸƅ ŽƈƆƇ Ŵ ŹŸƊ 
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.   
 
Ţ ŷƂƁLƇ ƅŸŶƂƉŸƅ żƁƆƇŴƁƇſy.  I cry real tears for an embarrassingly long time.  But I do mend.  I make a new 
second life.  I move on.   
 
Still, he is emmis.  Always, and forever.  
 
### 
Zayante Hegel 
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JUNE 8, 2007 BEST FRIENDS DAY 

Who is yours? Why? 

 
Best Friend's Day 
 
I have to say unequivocally that my best friend is my spouse. After 22 years I 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 painting chores 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. Four rooms to go 
and one of these is a complicated kitchen. I 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 I want to do and offers help, encouragement and a soft boot in the 
pants when I procrastinate. (Although he can't defend himself there when he procrastinates worse than I 
do; but we'll talk about that later!) He puts up with my mood changes and gets frustrated when I initially 
reject suggestions he makes. However, he has learned if he leaves me alone for a little while to chew on all 
the pieces and parts of the issue at hand I may eventually come around to his side of the reasoning. I 
honestly am trying to not say no up front and trying the "I'll think about it" approach even though inside I'm 
screaming "No"! And I do think about it and get back to him! 
 
His Number One trait is fairness. In this dog-eat-dog world he tries to treat other people as he would like 
to be treated. Unfortunately, this has gotten him figuratively stabbed in the back throughout 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 only raises 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, outstanding, and wonderful husband and best friend in 
the whole universe and I try to tell him that at least once a day in so many words!  
 
CeAire Decosta 
 

 
FIGURE 9: CEAIRE DECOSTA'S PHOTO FOR "BEST FRIENDS DAY" 

 




