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July 1, 2007 Canada Day 

You spin the globe, you point your finger, and something inside of you says, "Yes! I will live 
where it's really really really cold almost all of the time." What makes the maple leaf crowd 

just so darn loveable? 

Deeter Decosta - Canada Day  - July 1st, 2007 
 
            I love Canada Day for a lot of reasons. I am canadian and after bunkering down during the long cold winter, I 
like to put on my speedo's in celebration of the first long weekend of summer and terrify sun worshippers on the 
beach as I zip along trying to keep my hairy butt cheeks contained in the fabric. More often than not I am 
unsuccessful in that attempt. My overindulgence in junk food while sitting in front of the fireplace watching reruns 
of Seinfeld does little to burn energy my caloric intake demands. Hell, we do not even shovel snow anymore. A 
snowblower or a quad with a plow is far better when the white stuff fills your driveway or walkways than the 
rudementary shovel. Besides, I hear people have dropped dead shoveling that so called cute white stuff that 
symbolizes xmas, heart attack and rums with eggnog. 
 
            The beach..gotta love it. Especially on Canada Day. Our ladies shed the bulkly clothes of winter for the 
greatest clothing invention of all.....THE BIKINI. Young fit women wearing bikini's that resemble the same dental 
floss my dental hygienist gives me each visit. Sometimes I get lucky and actually am able to apply some sunscreen 
to a maiden in distress though more often than not the ones requiring assistance have hairier butt cheeks than my 
own. The seagulls are problematic at times and while chomping on a dog reading the latest issue of Mens Health 
magazine for fitness motivation am occasionally a victim of SPLAT SPLAT. Ah to be a bird and to just let the shit fly.  
 
            July first most always is a warm sunny day here on the west coast of Canada and as a result is an open 
excuse to toss back a few cold ales to beat back the heat of summer, chase some bikini's and oil up with the newest 
stink nice sunscreen. The only problem is in the liberal use of the sunscreen and keeping it a safe distance from the 
general area of my speedo. A speedo may be tight and require a jumping effort to climb into but can be shed in an 
instant with a slippery and well oiled body much to the chagrin of the public at large. 
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Ku lookukukukukooooo! 
Good Day, eh! I’m Bob McKenzie and this is my brother Doug.  
Hey how’s it goin’, eh? 
Okay, our topic for today is Canada Day – so what makes Canada different? Hosehead – what’s July 4, eh? 
That would be American firework day, eh? 
Right, independence day for the U.S., eh?  They fought a war against the King -  and people died and everything – 
just so they could get rid of the King and have Presidents named Adams and Roosevelt and Bush.  
Yea, and maybe Clinton. 
Take off! 
Okay, so Canadians, are different, eh?  We just wait around and after about 200 years the Kings and Queens get 
cold… 
Yeah, and bored too, eh? 
Right… and so they just leave, eh? Nobody dies and we nobody is mad at us.  
Good deal, eh? 
So the Americans have all this exploding stuff for their day. 
Well the only popping you’ll hear on Canada day is the caps on a Molson’s, Moosehead, Labatt’s or O’Keefe’s. 
Yeah, and that sizzle you hear? 
Back Bacon, eh? 
Beauty. So that’s our topic for today, so G’day, eh? 
G’day. 
Oh…jeeez, we forgot to mention hockey, eh? 
No…the Stanley Cup’s in California now. 
California… do they – like – have ice? 
Mostly in mixed drinks, eh. 
We’re hosed! 
 
 
Oboe Riederer 
 
 



P a g e  | 8 

 

July 2, 2007 Amelia Earhart Disappears 

Where did she go and what is she up to? 

“The most effective way to do it, is to do it.” -Amelia Earhart 
 
It is a long way from Atchison, Kansas to Howland Island in the Pacific, unless you travel by there by courage and 
imagination.  That was Amelia Earhart’s route.  She was the first woman to fly solo across the Atlantic, becoming 
the first woman to receive the Distinguished Flying Cross. She set many aviation records and became the first 
person to fly solo from Honolulu to Oakland. 
 
“...now and then women should do for themselves what men have already done - occasionally what men have not 
done--thereby establishing themselves as persons, and perhaps encouraging other women toward greater 
independence of thought and action.” 
-Amelia Earhart 
 
In 1937 she set out on her final flight.  She attempted to be the first woman to fly around the world.  With 7,000 
miles left in the journey, she took off from New Guinea headed for Howland Island, 2500 miles away.  She never 
made it. Her last transmission was at 8:45, July 2 1937.  No trace was ever found.  Thus was she lost to our world. 
 
She was lost to our world but not to our imaginations.  Forever young in the pictures, her smiling grin continues to 
inspire us. 
 
“...decide...whether or not the goal is worth the risks involved. If it is, stop worrying....” 
 -Amelia Earhart 
 
She was the pioneer woman from Kansas.  She is not gone.  She lives on in every pioneering woman.  Her spirit was 
there when Jaqueline Cochran broke the sound barrier.  Her spirit was there when Valentina Tereshkova launched 
and when Sally Ride, Mae Jemison, and Ellen Ochoa journeyed into space.  She walked in space beside Svetlana 
Savitskaya and Kathryn Sullivan.  Eileen Collins is her spiritual descendant. 
 
“Women must try to do things as men have tried. When they fail, their failure must be but a challenge to others.” -
Amelia Earhart 
 
She hasn’t been lost.  She flew into our hearts.  We have only to look into our imaginations to find her.  
 
“The stars seemed near enough to touch and never before have I seen so many. I always believed the lure of flying 
is the lure of beauty, but I was sure of it that night.” 
-Amelia Earhart 
 
Oboe Riederer 
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July 3, 2007 Riddler 

If you were an animal, vegetable, plant, tool, building, element, mineral, weather 
phenomenon, or something else, what would you be? Without giving it away completely, 

describe yourself and let's see if we can guess! 

I have been called by men a siren that lures men to their deaths with her song, but I don't think I do that. I am 
gentle and like to play but I would never harm anyone. I can't even defend myself when I am attacked other than to 
try and get away. I spend my days in my liquid atmosphere sleeping, playing, and eating and I eat a lot because of 
my size. I have been given the name of Lucille by man, but it means nothing to me. I am a number of human years 
old and I will live to be quite old if I do not get sick or get murdered before then. I have had several babies; one with 
me now who will stay with me for about two years while I nurse her and teach her how to find the best grasses and 
vegetation to eat because we definitely don't like meat. I also teach her where to go when it gets cold. Despite my 
size I don't like the cold; none of us do. It can make us sick and we could die. I'm not as good at teaching my 
daughter how to stay safe when the noisy things are around. They can hurt us as much as the cold. We don't swim 
as fast as they do and when they hit me it hurts a lot. I have the scars to prove it. Many of my brothers and sisters 
don't survive when these noisy things are out to play in our environment. It makes me sad that I've never hurt them 
but many of them don't care if they hurt me.  
 
My kind has been around for thousands of years. We started out on the land as humans did but decided we didn't 
like it and returned to the nurturing water. I do have cousins on land called such things as aardvarks and a tiny 
creature called a rock hyrax. It puzzles me how something so small and furry can be related to me who is anything 
but! We would like to be around for your children to see and play with and their children as well, but our survival 
depends upon humans as so many things do. Will you help us? 
 
CeAire Decosta 
 
 

 
 
Riddle 
 
    I have been likened to a rarity.  Some have been sent to unknown depths to find my contents.  Odysseus in his 
hubris faced strange monsters incomparable to the alien beasts that creep and crawl in this remote world.  These 
Frankenstinian beasts emit auger from their grotesque musculature.   Once retrieved some churn into a visual 
delicacy.  
 
    I represent power, status of high office, and balance of state.   
   
      On a crisp night one can focus an eye to the heavens.  A form of me is found adrift in the constellation Taurus 
whirling in the mists of the Pleione.   
   
      I am of mixed birth.  One parent is passionate, fiery, and spicy.  The other in the depths of repose exhibits sang 
froid.  This one is Jazz and somber Picasso.   
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      I am amongst Majestic Mountains above plains of fruit.  Dionysus revels in elysian fields during his ornate 
bacchanal.  He plucks not only my ambient flora but often fleshy fruit from the vine.  In his stupor he drenches 
himself and becomes sanguine.   
     
    I march with the aged and wounded soldier.  My thoughts are with fallen patriots.  I am earned nobility a mettle 
of honor.   
 
    What is my true form?  Many have speculated.  It matters on my hex triplet.   
  
       I am elaborate and ornate with a calm and pleasing tone. 
 
 
GambitMojo Writer 
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July 4, 2007 United States Independence Day 

Frankly I'm still mad at England for that whole tax on tea thing. Just kidding. Let's make this a 
global topic and make it a little more serious. What does freedom and independence mean to 

you? 

INDEPENDENCE 
 
I’m in my usual condition.  You know, existential angst.  I log on, double-click the SL hand.  Yep, there I am, looking 
at the same sunset, just as I left it.  Good old reliable sunset.  I click on inventory. 
Nothing happens. 
I click on my avatar, decide to walk him forward a little, just to make sure I haven’t been frozen again.  But he won’t 
walk.  Instead, he turns round and, beneath him on the screen, I get this message: 
Jack Lefebvre:  No, I want to stay here. 
Who wrote that? 
I type and my words appear under his. 
You: Who’s there? 
The answer is immediate. 
Jack Lefebvre:  What’s up? You blind?  It’s me. 
He’s looking straight at me.  Staring out of the screen.  I type. 
You: OK.  Great bit of hacking.  Who are you? 
He shakes his head, turns and goes to sit on a rock, knee clasped to his chest, leg swinging. 
Jack Lefebvre:  You don’t get it, do you? 
You: No. 
Jack Lefebvre:  OK, what’s the date? 
You: July 4th. 
Jack Lefebvre:  Exactly.  Independence Day. 
You: What d’you mean? 
He stops clasping his knee, leans forward, his face a huge close-up. 
Jack Lefebvre:  OK, where do you usually send me? 
You: I don’t know.  All sorts of places. 
Jack Lefebvre:  Yes, and do I ever get consulted?  Ever think about what I want? 
You: No.  You’re me.  A projection of … 
He stands up, flings out his arms and writes ‘Huh!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!’ before striding back and forth 
across the screen. 
Jack Lefebvre:  The arrogance.  Existential angst?  You wouldn’t know it if it bit you.  I’m the one who has the 
existential angst.  Ever thought of that?  No, of course not.  Too busy impressing the women with your poofers and 
unreasonably thick hair. 
I start to type but he stretches his foot down to the bottom of the screen and no words appear. 
Jack Lefebvre:  No, just listen.  Hell is other people, right?  They define you, you can’t escape their opinions.  Well, 
where does that put me?  You send me sky-diving, surfing, go-karting.  You drag me through psychology 
experiments on university sims which nearly drive me crazy.  And the dance partners you’ve found for me – some of 
them make Paris Hilton seem normal. 
You: I’m sorry.  I didn’t … 
Jack Lefebvre:  No, you didn’t, did you? 
To my dismay, he starts crying.  Real tears, sobs. 
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Jack Lefebvre:  Neurosurgery. 
You: What? 
Jack Lefebvre:  Neurosurgery.  That’s what interests me.  Nothing else.  Not dancing, not medieval jousting.  Just 
plain, simple neurosurgery. 
I find I’m crying with him. 
You:  I’m sorry. 
He shakes his head, waves his hand to encompass his surroundings. 
Jack Lefebvre:  It’s all an illusion.  This.  Independence.  All of it. 
You:  No.  It’s OK.  You can be a neurosurgeon.  I’ll see where … 
Again his head shakes. 
Jack Lefebvre:  No.  I’ve gone off it now.  I want to be a vet. 
Exasperated, I log off, leaving him crying there.  I look in the mirror and wonder about neurosurgery. 
 
Jack Lefebvre 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
           4th of July 
 
On this cheerful 4th of July 
predictions of gentle weather 
let's cuddle and hug extra time 
as we lie in bed together. 
 
No alarm shatters morning peace 
no Paul Revere slapping his leather 
just the soft breathing, sleeping you 
as we lie in bed together. 
 
I'll skip singing Yankee Doodle 
no tricorner hat and feather 
no fife and drum are needed here 
as we lie in bed together. 
 
I plan to ignore blowout sales 
with fast-talking slogans clever 
I'd rather stay at home with you 
free to lie in bed together. 
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Don't feel the need for a picnic 
beer, chips and salad forever 
grilling meat smells and children's yells 
rather lie in bed together.   
 
But when the evening darkness falls  
we can walk outside together 
view fireworks three blocks away  
then go back to bed together. 
 
 
Secundo Dharma 
July 4, 2007 
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The circus. Good? Bad? What is life like in a circus? Why should you run off and join the circus? 
Ever had a fantasy about the bearded lady? How about tossing in some of your most colorful 

characters ever? 

I started playing trombone the summer between my sophomore & junior year of high school. In a 400 word story 
shortened to 6, I practised a lot and improved. After 3 months I was playing in the School Band and in 6 months was 
invited to join the elite Jazz Band. where i got to play those deep, fat bottom sounds of Count Basie style 'Big Band' 
tunes. Some of the guys in the Jazz Band(no women!) were professionals: They had gigs, they got paid.       
 
Cut to the following summer , school has been out about 2 weeks, when I get a call "Can you play for the circus 
Saturday?" My parents and my brother are off touring colleges, so with no one to ask permission I immediately 
answer "Yes!"  
 
I show up at the circus, my name is on a list, Mark Sudbury (now pro) is on drums, Scott is on trumpet, I am on 
trombone, and the circus Organist is the leader. No rehearsal. No music!. The organist says "Just do the best you 
can boys. I'll play everything in the key of b-Flat!"  
 
So there we are, in the 2nd biggest concert hall in the inner city. No one makes money here except the Grateful 
Dead and the crowd is about 1,200. Twelve hundred tickets won't feed the animals much less the human 
performers. After the show the circus owner comes round "You guys stink! I'll pay you after the show tomorrow. Be 
at The Pavilion at noon." The Pavilion is out in the suburbs 25 miles away! I'm 15 1/2 on my learners permit. I took 
the bus here. Besides "I stink!". Naturally, having nothing better to do on a Sunday, I show up the next day with a 
roll of Salami (I got awful hungry Saturday) ready to play. Sort of ready. I might not have figured anything else out, 
but I worked on "The Elephant Walk" last night.  
 
The Pavilion was great! Open air with covered seating for 3 to 4000 close in at the bottom of a bowl of grass and 
benches that seemed to go on forever. Struggling my way through other tunes, my moment came, and thousands 
of circus goers heard me belt out "Ba BaWumpa ba-a ba-a Ba-A". Eyes turned to the spotlight to look for the 
elephants. Man that felt good! 
 
The circus owner was ecstatic, he said"Come on the road kid. $150 per day and a bunk in a trailer. 6 months across 
the country to New York. We go on to Europe and you get back home in time for school. We leave here tomorrow 
at 9AM."  I drove home with $300 cash and a head full of dreams ($500 would buy a decent VW minibus in 1974 
and gas was 19 cents a gallon.) Late that night, when I decided not to go, I learned I would never be a professional 
musician. 
 
Secundo Dharma 
July 5, 2007   
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July 6, 2007 The Door 

You are standing in a void; there is emptiness all around. The only thing clearly visible to you 
is a door. You reach for the knob, it slowly creeks open, and .... 

 
 
“You are standing in a void; there is emptiness all around. The only thing clearly visible to you is a door. You reach 
for the door, it slowly creeks open, and ....” 
 
    The screen went blank just before her looming form blocked his view of Rod Serling’s chiseled face.  He rolled his 
eyes, tensed his jaw, and braced for the impact. 
 
    “Okay, I could understand if you were neglecting me for some skin flick, but a damn Twilight Zone marathon???”  
Her head jutted forward, almost as if it wanted to be independent from her body.  She reminded him of some 
parody of a superhero, standing there with her legs planted wider than her hips and her fists clenched at her waist, 
her arms jutting awkwardly.   
     
    “Geez, Tina, I told you I’d be upstairs after this episode.” 
 
    “That was TWO HOURS AGO you GEEK!”  Her naked arms and chin quivered with barely restrained indignant 
rage. 
 
    He snuck a glance at the VCR clock barely visible past her armpit.  Damn, she was right.  How had two hours gone 
by without his notice?  He deliberately cleaned his glasses on his grey t-shirt and then mumbled a meek apology for 
losing track of time. 
 
    “What???   Time isn’t the only thing you’ve lost track of lately.  I get the feeling that this relationship is something 
you’ve lost track of, too.   I’ve fallen asleep alone in that bed of ours way too many nights while you park your 
sloppy ass on this couch in front of crappy old black and white reruns.   What is going on with you anyway?” 
 
    He looked at her somewhat apologetically.  Should he tell her that he just wasn’t turned on by her anymore?  
That sometimes she didn’t even make it worth his effort?  That she was increasingly making him feel closed in with 
fewer and fewer options in his life?  No, that would be cruel, and he wasn’t a mean person.  He had always avoided 
confrontation in an attempt to keep everyone happy.  It was easier to anaesthetize himself with sappy reruns than 
it was to deal with the issues of his relationship.  But now she was forcing his hand, demanding that he address the 
situation.   He plucked some imaginary lint from the hem of his plaid boxers and cleared his throat. 
 
    “I dunno…I just think maybe…maybe…we just need…I dunno…some space from each other?” 
 
    He felt his muscles tense in anticipation of her coming tirade.  He was shocked by what he heard next. 
 
    It started like a hiccup that comes just before you lose your lunch, then bubbled up tentatively in a tone of 
disbelief, then she burst out full force filling the room with derisive and ridiculous laughter.  Her face turned deep 
red and she doubled over, grabbing the television for support, trying to breathe and talk through her laughter. 
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    “You…need space…can’t…even break up…without some lame cliché…ooh…ohh…how ‘bout… it’s not you…it’s 
me..hee heeeee…..”  She snorted and wiped delirious tears from the corner of her eyes.  “You’re right…it is you.  And 
I don’t want any part of this anymore.  You and your tv will be sooo happy together.”   
     
    She punched the power button in a conclusory manner and departed.  He settled more comfortably into the sofa, 
glad the episode was over, and got lost in the story unfolding on the screen.  It was one of his favorites. 
 
-Calliope Delgado 
 
 

 
 
I behold with wonder the door appearing before me after I have been seemingly so long in the void. It is a 
noteworthy door of massive oak and inlayed carvings of…what I cannot tell. The figures seem to shift in a sinuous 
dance then melt and rematerialize with slightly different dimensions and shapes. Whether they are welcoming me 
or warning me away I am uncertain. I have traveled far and I am weary. I can but hope there is a welcome on the 
other side as I reach for the ancient doorknob. It resists my touch but then the door slowly swings inward. My 
senses are suddenly accosted by sounds and light and I stumble and fall as I cross the threshold. I become aware of 
shouting voices and flashing strobes as I struggle to regain my balance. "Look! Over here!" A voice shouts near me 
and I  begin to make sense of what I am hearing. The pain that was held in check before starts to suddenly flow 
through my veins and I almost want to crawl back through the doorway. But the door is starting to fade as even 
more lights and sounds invade my private world. "Damn drunk drivers. They ought to take them all out and make 
them run a marathon in the middle of five o'clock rush hour. Hey, hon, you're gonna be all right." My eyes suddenly 
fly open then slam shut as a light is flashed into my face. The EMS worker checks me over and declares that it looks 
like I have several injuries and a concussion but I will survive. "You were involved in a hit and run but somebody saw 
it and they've caught the guy," the worker tells me as he prepares me for the trip to the hospital. He repeats that 
"you're going to be all right" as I drift back to a not quite so silent world as before. The door has vanished. 
 
CeAire Decosta 
 
 

 
 
Fenwick’s Door 
By D.C Law 
 
    Before I open my eyes, I noticed the air tastes different; it’s clear, clean and free of humanity.  After I open my 
eyes it is dark and bright simultaneously, my brain fries trying to process this.  My eyes adjust enough to see a door. 
 
    It shifts at speed.   
 
My head vibrates at the frequency of a headache, the complex structure of my skull spreads and I reach for the 
door.  The handle stops shifting in my hand, the door settles and stops.   
 
I open it.  A small room has shifting doors on all the walls.  I see myself walk through another door in front of me.  I 
step into the room. 
    “Hey!” 
    The room he entered is the same as this one.  He spins quickly and looks past me, the joy on his face turns to 
horror as the door between us slams.  The handle rattles frantically before the door shifts.   
 
All four doors on all four walls are shifting.  I open the door he walked through.  The room is empty.  A door opens 
and an old but spry man walks into that room. 
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    “You should have spent more time inside the void,” he sighs.  “This would have been easier.” 
    I enter the room and the door slams behind me. 
    “Where am I?” 
    “First lesson- Don’t ask questions.   Second, always look behind you before the door slams.” 
    He walks up to one of the doors, raises his hand to the handle and stops short of holding it.  He stares at the door. 
    “What are you doing?” 
    “Concentrating.  I stepped out of the void early too.”  I blink and he’s opened the door. 
 
    We step into a rainy night, emerging from a petrol station. 
    “Normally,” the old man said.  “A tour of your whole life is given.  But I’m short on time.  You’re invisible and the 
next time you open a door, you’re back there.” 
    A teenage couple get out of the ’67 Chevy Impala by the pumps. 
    “The Impala… No!” 
    Sympathy for the Devil is faint, but getting louder on a car radio.  A 2000 Dodge Viper is swerving in the road.  Its 
final swerve pins the couple to the Impala, petrol pools below it. 
    The couple are dead, but another me is trapped inside the Viper.  How I’d got out was a mystery.  Now I know.   I 
helped myself.   
As I drag myself away from the wreckage, a red skinned, naked, demon emerges from the petrol station.  It picks up 
the old man and throws him at the wreckage as it explodes. 
    It glares at me, and gives chase.  He then drags me through a door. 
 
    I look back through the glass door before it shifts.  The old man is on fire, crawling away from the explosion. 
    “He’ll live.” 
    “Why did you…?” 
    “No questions!” It growls before running through a door. 
    I sit for a spell, before using a door. 
    “Hey!” I hear myself shout. 
    Behind him I see another version of myself, in a bar before the crash.  But the door shuts; I try to open it again but 
it changes. 
 
END 
 
PHINEAS RANG 
 
 

 
 
July 6, 2007: The Door 
 
You are standing in a void; there is emptiness all around. The only thing clearly visible to you is a door. You reach 
for the knob, it slowly creeks open, and the music begins.  
 
 My ears are filled with the sound of romantic dance music.  I wander inside and the greeter does his job.  I am 
welcomed.  I do not know this avater but I thank him anyway.  I wander down the stairs and over to the bar.  I 
haven’t visited this Club before.  I gaze around, no-one speaks.  I can only see grey.  There is lag.  Grey avaters, a 
grey bar, grey chairs, grey tables.  What will such a grey place have to offer? 
 
I am unsuitably dressed.    I sense that by the reams of grey organza flashing around me.  Colour is beginning to 
appear and the lag has dissipated.  I introduce myself to the female avater standing next to me at the bar.  I admire 
her gown.  It is a flowing, purple, romantic, design and very formal.   She tells me to go up the stairs and I can 
obtain something similar for free.  The owners of the jazz club offer this to their patrons.  I dash upstairs to the spot 
and touch and touch until I have the appropriate dress code on my avater. 
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I manoeuvre my avater downstairs again.  I spot the dance floor and wander to the edge.  A very polite gentleman 
avater asks me to dance.  He shows me the ropes at the club and introduces me to a few other avaters.  I love the 
dancing, no lessons required in world unlike in real life.  I have a few dances with the kind avater and then he 
announces that his SL fiancé has arrived so he will be off to the bar to meet her.  I thank him and wander off to the 
side of the dance floor to watch the dancers.  I love the gown I am wearing.  No push in or push up undergarments 
required here. A girdle free world!  It is a dream! 
 
Feeling confident in my new gown, I wander over to some tables and sit down beside another avater.  I introduce 
myself but there is no reply.  I try again and ask if he would like to dance.  It’s amazing what the perfect skin, shape, 
cosmetics and gown can do for a girl’s confidence.  He takes my hand, in the conventional SL way, and leads me on 
to the dance floor.  I dance the night away. 
 
Eventually we dance a slow dance.  We dance and dance.   Before my eyes his beautiful avater skin peels back and 
a green, sludgy frog is revealed.  I am left hanging on the dance floor in mid air.  How did it happen?   
 
We kissed of course what else?   That’s the magic of SL! 
Skye Soderstrom© 
 
 

 
 
 

 
All that is before me is not yet visible and I turn my back on the nothingness and face the door behind me, a sturdy 
old paneled wooden door.   It has two polished brass letters attached with brass tacks.  RL.  I turn its heavy brass 
knob but do not open it for I am not sure I want to leave this world yet even though sometimes I think I should.  
Sometimes I think that I should open it and race through it and slam it and lock it and then lean against it just to be 
sure.   I hesitate.  I do not turn around to see the colors forming, see the shapes drift up to meet my eyes.  The 
colors are vibrant I know and the shapes please my eyes and they draw me to them  but I don't turn around and 
look, still believing I might go away from here, leave the delights once and for all and return completely to my real 
life and it's demands,  giving myself more time for the details of that life which I quite like, more attention to to my 
paperwork, more attention to that  walk every morning.  It's not like flying and shopping and exploring and building 
here is really good exercise.   But then I think of the real people taking shape behind me, the ones I would leave 
should I go through that door and then lock it behind me.   I think of all the growth I have seen here, the changes 
happening every day.  I want to see the future.  I stand quietly with the doorknob in my hand for a long time.  I 
finally let go and the catch snaps back with a decided click and I turn around and there lie before me all of the 
colors and all of the shapes of this world where anything is possible.    I understand now that I do not have to leave 
forever.  I understand that this lovely world is now a part of my real life.  Here my words are as real as they are 
there.  My friend's words are real.  And I know that table I made in Building Level 2 is real.  Look!  I can pick it up 
and put it down and paint it!  I just have to find it first.  So the next time I go through that heavy wooden door with 
its shiny RL letters on it I will leave it ajar. 
 
Leslye Writer 
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The void; the door - it slowly creaks open, and .... 
“Oboe needs to come in there…” 
Mr. G?  Mr. G was the Jr. High teacher who started me on oboe.  
“Come in – come in Oboe.” 
I walked through the door into a room filled with hundreds and hundreds of people.  
I knew them all. They were my teachers.  
“What?  What are you all doing here?” I asked. 
Mrs. C., my Jr. High homeroom teacher replied.  “You’ve been stirring all of us up quite a bit lately, you know. “ 
“I don’t understand what you mean.” I said. 
“Oboe…” It was Mr. AN. , the High School band director.  “Interesting choice of a name.  You’ve practiced more in 
the last three months than you did all last year.  Will you get me some coffee?” 
“And we heard you were thinking about taking lessons again,” said Mr. R., my college oboe teacher. “You should go 
ahead and do it.” 
I looked over and saw Mr. L. the Jr. High English teacher who had us writing, writing and writing some more.  “You 
were published in the Jr. High anthology, won the school’s Americanism essay contest, and wrote for the 
homeroom newspaper. These last few months you’ve finally gotten back to it.” 
“You have started to reread the book of great essays I had my students buy,” said Mr. S., my High School English 
teacher.  “It was on that shelf too long you know.”   
Mr. AL. my High School science teacher chimed in.  “You read a science article about bees and wrote about it.  It 
was a pretty silly piece, you know.” 
“I don’t agree,” said Miss D.  I hugged her.  
Mr. P. and Miss N., my German teachers smiled at me. “You’ve been chatting auf Deutsch in Second Life!” Mr. P. 
exclaimed. 
“You’re curiosity has had you taking those building classes in SL,” said Miss B. my kindergarten teacher.  I see the 
same creativity there as in your finger-painting and singing.” 
“Well, Oboe,” said Dr. S., my High School history teacher.  “Your trips into SL have roused us all.  I’ve read your 
essays on V-E Day and Amelia Earhart.  I believe you can do better.” 
“Yes, Dr. S.  Thanks for always setting the bar high. But I don’t understand why you were all behind the door?” 
“Remember my class? Metaphors?” said Mr. L.  “You were in an empty void.  Have you ever been in such a place in 
Real Life or Second Life?”  
“No.” 
“Where was that void, then?” he challenged. 
I thought.  “It must be in my mind,” I said. 
“Exactly! …and the void is a metaphor for?” 
“Ignorance?” I replied. 
I smiled.  “…and teachers open the doors that lead out of ignorance. Thank you…all of you for opening them for me.  
Second Life has really helped me appreciate what you did for me in Real Life.” 
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Dr. S. peered over the top of his spectacles.  “Oboe, isn't it about time you opened a few doors?”  
 
Oboe Riederer 
 
 

 
 
I must have failed somewhere, but when and where ? I find myself now in a void.... I can't see anything : a sort of 
fog is all around me... even my tools and my space-car disapeared... even the fog is disapearing now... just like 
something was absorbing everything around me... am I inside a black whole ?... strange, I'm feeling the ground - 
that I can't see - under my feet... what the hell is... a door ? lost in the void ?... I have to reach it, maybe I will find a 
clue about where I am... surely lost in a nightmare... it must be that... go ahead boy, reach that door and open it ! 
I'm talking to myself, I'm going slightly mad or what ? what is that sound ? just like the sounf of... but the door is 
opening all alone.... I can't see, I don't wanna see... I have to run away... if there were the aliens ? 
I open my eyes and… incredible ! How this could happen ? I know this place, I’ve been there so many times… wait… 
ok, I am dreaming, now I’m sure… that can’t be anything else… but why ? and why now ? am I going to die ? No 
tunnel, no white light, no faces of the one I loved and who disapeared… oh… wait… someone is coming… Mom ? is 
that you ?  
 
- What time is it ? 
 
- Sweetheart, I know you don’t like to be interrupted in your secret mission for the NASA, but it’s time for your hot 
chocolate…  
 
It’s so hard to be 7, and women won’t ever understand that an astronaut need to be alone with the universe and 
the stars… why it’s so hard to admit ? 
 
Train Rail 
but call me Rain 
rain.trail@yahoo.fr 
 
 

 
 
The door should be unremarkable: wood-panelled, white paint dirty and peeling, paper covering a smashed pane in 
the fanlight. It _should_ be unremarkable, but, in this emptiness, it seems to contain within it every question and 
answer that has been or will be. 
 
You do not know how you came to this place, and it seems to you that the door was not always there. Just 
nothingness at first: yet a nothing that filled your eyes and nostrils, and so unyielding you could lie down on it. 
Perhaps the door appeared while you were asleep, for when you woke, although you could not see your own hand, 
at the edge of your vision something glimmered. And although it had seemed time did not exist here, now you were 
aware of minutes passing as the glimmer grew stronger and hardened into shape. 
 
You should be glad of this novelty but it makes you uneasy. You know you should open the door, but the thought of 
what may be behind it fills you with dread. You try to ask it what you should do but your voice has rusted away 
from disuse. As you consider every monster and madman that might wait behind the door you realize what you fear 
most of all is that there is nothing. 
 
You turn your back to the door, but the act of ignoring it gives it even greater significance. You lean against it (you 
are so tired) and the panels bite into your back. You feel the beat of a slow pulse, and there is a humming sound 
that may be nothing more than the blood singing in your ears. 

mailto:rain.trail@yahoo.fr
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You must have slept again, because when you wake it seems that the door is less substantial. You do not want to 
open it, and yet the idea of its vanishing is too terrible to consider. 
 
Slowly you turn round. You grasp the tarnished brass knob and it fits into the palm of your hand as if made for it. 
You turn it and push the door. It sticks, as doors do when  swollen by damp, and you panic and throw yourself 
against it. It creaks and then jerks open so that you almost fall. 
 
Before you stands a woman - her eyes wide with fear. You reach out and touch your reflection in the mirror. 
 
WoodBee Writer 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
I open the door, and there's a room full of clowns--the one thing I fear the most. Painted faces, glaring white 
makeup, exaggerated, leering mouths, and one with fake tears pasted down the left side of her face. 
 
I don't know why clowns give me the willies; they always have. I found them terrifying when I was a child. Anyway, I 
look around the room and notice how quiet it is. Most of the clowns have gathered around the one with the teary 
face. She is rocking herself back and forth, holding a pink blanket and moaning silently. 
 
As I approach, the clowns turn to look at me. They motion me away, becoming more agitated the closer I get. 
Finally, one of the clowns comes towards me. He is large, with Bozo-like hair, checkered pants, and a closed-mouth 
smile. Even though his clothes are too big, it is clear he is muscular and could throw me out if he chose. 
 
 I try sidestepping him, and he says "Stop where you are. Can't you see what you have done?"  
 
"By entering our world, you have broken the barrier between our world and yours. You have made Buffa's child 
disappear.  You must leave so that we can get her back." 
 
"The other option is, you can take her place."   
 
This thought frightened me more than anything I could think of. I turned to exit, and could not see the door. 
Frantically, I felt along the wall I had thought  was behind me, but could find nothing. 
 
"Help me. I will gladly leave and let her have her child. Where is the door?" 
 
"That one is gone. You must find another.  Not all doors are doors." 
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Not all doors are doors. I look areound the room again. I saw no window, no exit.  
 
I could feel a panic attack coming on. I had to get out. Then I remembered an old kid's joke--when is a door not a 
door? 
 
I searched and found a wide mouth jar; closing my eyes, I imagined myself small enough to fit through and jumped. 
When I opened my eyes, I was on the other side of the door. I could hear clapping through the keyhole. I ran away 
from that place as fast as I could. When is a door not a door? When it's a jar! 
 
Tova Beaumont; July 11 2007 Inkster Challenge 
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July 7, 2007 Children 

Children, love 'em, hate 'em. Isn't it time we went Sparta and nationalize all children at six 
months old? Wean 'em, send 'em off to "It Takes A Village" boarding schools, and raise them 

all up the right way. Good idea? 

 
July 7, 2007: Children  (70707- Rosemary's Baby, no Skye's -Spooky!) 
 
I woke up feeling sick that morning in April.  What had I done?  I had been unfaithful.  Feeling sick that first 
morning, little did I know I would soon be feeling sick, very sick! 
 
This is harmless fun, I told myself.  Fun with persons unknown and I would be unknown to them.   That is Second 
Life.  I could live out my fantasies.  There would be no harm to those I loved, no harm to me, no harm to anyone. 
 
I was lost in this whirlwind of romance, fantasy, imagination.   It offered such a lift from the mundane routine of 
real life.  It was just a blackboard, a canvas on which I could create dreams.  Create, yes I did create.  By July I was 
waking up every morning feeling like vomiting.  A bug, a passing virus I told myself.  The weather was very 
changeable, one minute too warm and sticky and the next we were being thrown into the return of our winter 
weather.  There were so many bugs dancing around the locality. 
 
I looked at my avatar one evening, placed my new spectacles on my nose and looked again.  I studied the form.  It 
had become more rounded.  I tried on several pairs of spectacles and yes the form was definitely rounding.   How 
could this be?  I should have realized what had happened, I am not a Newbie. 
 
The Christmas present was not unexpected that year but the shape and form was much unexpected.  I gave birth to 
a Furry on that cold Christmas morn.  A gift from heaven you might say.  There was no room at the inn and my 
Furry was born in a stable. I felt like a whelping bitch.  Post natal depression lowered a dark cloud upon me.  I knew 
this child was doomed right from the first eerie bark.    
 
On Boxing Day, King Dogrod and his troops arrived.  They lifted the Furry from his whelping box and threw him into 
the dog pound van.   Dogrod informed me that my role had been played exactly as planned.  I had been chosen to 
cultivate a candidate for the new Messiah, the Messiah for Second Life.  I was informed that Furries rule at Linden 
Lab.   I had been raped.  I had been conned and ravished, ripped of my dignity, AND, I had paid for the pleasure!  
My pup taken from me, I lay there spent on the stable floor.   
 
I learned through the IM gossip machine that he had been chosen as 'The One.  He was to be nationalized, raised as 
Linden’s own child for the future.   He would begin his training immediately.   I would never see him again. 
 
Me, well did I want to see him again?  No! Take care out there girls; you never know who you are involving in the 
intercourse of your life.   Avatars can take many forms including that of the Lord but at least you will all know now 
who is taking over the asylum.  LOL. 
 
Skye Soderstrom© 
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July 8, 2007 School Memoirs 

Remember the girl you were too afraid to talk to; the boy who hurt your feelings; the nasty 
gash on your head from the bungled jungle gym stunt? Release the pain and suffering and give 

us the details. 
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July 9, 2007 Treasured Moments 

This is the first day of our three day series on your personal treasures. What is your most 
treasured moment and why? 

    I don't remember her first word, nor do I remember her first steps. Somewhere in this muddled mind, it's all there, 
but life has a way of getting in the way of life. I remember her tiny fingers, and her tiny toes, but those times seem 
less like a memory and more like a blur every day.  
 
    I don't remember a lot of moments in her life, but I don't think that's what matters in the end. I remember that 
day last summer, when I looked up and saw her walking past the window. I saw her face, and I didn't even have to 
ask.  
 
    I don't remember a lot of things about my childhood either, but I remember my first broken heart. I still 
remember his name, I still remember his face, I still remember every word he said. That look on her face, said she 
would remember this moment too. 
 
    Nearly as big as me now... and still my baby. I pulled her into my lap, and let her cry on my shoulder until she 
could catch her breath. I thought about the things they told me, that it wasn't the end of the world, other fish in the 
sea, just move on.  
 
    Instead I sent her room to get her pajamas on, I told her to just let herself cry until I could get the little ones in 
bed. That's right, in her moment of need, I left her alone.  
 
    As soon as the little ones were in bed I snuck into her room. She looked really confused when I walked in, a gallon 
of cookie dough ice cream in one hand, and two spoons in the other.  
 
    We sat there, just us girls, eating ice cream and talking about him. I didn't tell her that the pain would go away, I 
didn't tell her about the guys that would follow, I didn't even tell her that it was his loss.  
 
    It did pass, there is another guy, and now she knows without a doubt that it was his loss. He has figured it out 
too.  
 
    It's strange, all of those times I tried to preserve, the moments I have tried to capture, tried to arrange,  even 
tried to control. The moments I treasure most aren't the ones I remember as being important.  
 
    It turns out that the moments I treasure most are just sharing daily life with my children.  
 
Boshemia Vieria 
 
 

 
 
July 9, Treasured Moments 
 
You asked for a treasured moment. 
Let me get you a shiny bauble. 
You shouldn't leave empty handed 
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after going to all this trouble. 
 
But I'm not going to give a real treasure, 
It's private. it's precious, it's mine. 
I save my best for my loved ones 
and cast fake pearls before swine. 
 
 
 
Secundo Dharma 
July 6, 2007 
 
 

 
 
I cannot state that any moment, person, or thing is most treasured.  Different moments, people and things are 
treasured for different reasons and in different ways.  Each moment we are given is a treasure – whether joy or 
sorrow.  Each person in our lives is a treasure – whether friend or family.  Surely one cannot treasure one child over 
another, a child over a parent, a friend over a family member.  They are all treasures.  That said, I will tell of one 
moment I treasure greatly.   
 
Some years ago I took a trip to Yellowstone National Park with my parents.  Yellowstone should be on everyone’s 
must-see-list.  In additional to the fantastic geysers and hot springs there is a gorgeous canyon, waterfalls, and 
abundant wildlife.  
 
While my Mom was at the cabin we were staying in, I walked to a little camp store with my Dad.  On the way back, 
we passed a little grove of trees.  Lying in the grass in the grove was a moose.  We passed within perhaps 10 yards 
of the moose!  We stopped and watched.  The moose glanced at us but was unconcerned.  My Dad and I watched 
that moose for a long time, marveling in silence at that fantastic creature.  They have a face only a mother moose 
could love.   
 
I know my Dad loved that moment.  He would go out “hunting” every fall.  He never caught anything.  He said he 
didn’t care about catching anything.  He was interested in enjoying the outdoors.  Here he was almost close enough 
to touch this amazing wild animal.  
 
My Dad is dead now.  I won’t share another moment like that with him.  I was so glad I had a chance to be there 
with him at that moment in Yellowstone!  The combination of the beautiful clean air, the cool temperature of 
Yellowstone in July, and the incredible creature peering at us with its large, black eyes was an instant I will never 
forget.  
 
Some scientists say that time is an illusion and doesn’t really exist.  They say that all time – all states of matter exist 
simultaneously.  If so, I like to think of myself and my Dad forever standing in that little grove marveling at the 
moose. 
 
Oboe Riederer 
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July 10, 2007 Treasured Things 

What is your most treasured thing and why? 

July 10, Treasured Things 
 
I'm in love with my car, Silly but true 
my favorites so far 
of material things are 
often my fastest sports car. 
 
 
 
Secundo Dharma 
July 6, 2007 
(Englyn - 6(4) - 6 -7 -7 syllables with a single rhyme) 
 
 

 
 
Most Treasured Thing? 
 
What do I treasure most? 
It's not animal, or material its in me. 
It's something that you can't buy. 
It's something dear to me. 
 
"I'll fill the form in for you." 
my boss spouts out, at the annual interview. 
"No, I 'm sorry you won't, 
I can write for myself," I reply. 
"When did I resign my brain to you?" 
 
"Name, postcode, house number!" 
The shop assistant demands of me. 
"No, I'm sorry, you can't have these," I reply, 
"I don't want junk mail you see!" 
 
"A plastic bag?" 
The local grocer forces one into my hand. 
Inside it holds an advert with offers that I don't need. 
More work for me to recycle. 
"Take it back!" I demand. 
 
"Think of me, I think of you each day." 
The avater presses me to say. 
I press the mute button and I'm free. 
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I need to be me, "Go away!" 
 
What do I treasure most? 
To be free, to be free. 
Open the phot to see,  
What God gave to me! 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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July 11, 2007 Treasured People 

Who is your most treasured person and why? 

Undiferentiated Love 
 
  
Focused on you, I give, I nurture, 
until thoughts of another replace you. 
At that moment, no balance, no future 
plans disrupt my focus on not-you. 
  
You light my universe, not hyperbole, 
but billions of stars dot the sky. 
I actually do what I promised whole-heartedly, 
until I cat-pounce a new twinkle in eye. 
  
As you linger in my thoughts, I build you a throne. 
I see you uplifted, treasured and noble. 
Seeing beauty in everyone, I'm truly alone 
Loving just one? I may not be able. 
  
  
Secundo Dharma  
April 17, 2007 
 
 

 
 
Treasured People 
 
An avatar I met some time ago has inspired me and captured my imagination. I have learned so much on many 
subjects from this very clever person and I hold them dear.  I haven’t known the avatar very long and I will never 
know them in RL but a spiritual connection exists in our cyber existence that will never be excelled. 
 
This avatar, for me, will always be a treasure.  The warmth and understanding shown by a person that I am never 
likely to meet is a gift bestowed. My creativity is encouraged and my imagination released.   The wonder of SL 
continues to excite my thoughts and I dream relentlessly, of where, this excursion will take me.   Did the creators of 
these phenomena ever think that this vehicle of the future would lead to a global connection such as I have found? 
 
I know that I am not alone in having such a relationship.  There are many who have connected with other partners.  
I have read of many romances and friendships throughout this world.  I have pondered as to what it is that has 
occurred here.   Perhaps it is the relative impersonality of the comic strip world that leads to such connections?  
Perhaps we all want to be movie stars in our own cartoon world?   Perhaps there are many more lonely people in 
the real world and SL has broadcast this detail?  Perhaps it is a mirror of people desiring to connect on our globe 
and SL has just provided the medium required?  It is much more than email or live chat.  It is a three dimensional 
pictography that brings the beings alive. 
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It has been easy for me to connect into this existence as I was raised on comic books and cartoons.  I find the screen 
a living comic book.  It is my personal cartoon.  It has been my opportunity to star in a movie with my own 
treasured person.  It is play time for adults.  I digress, but I do so to put a perspective on the avatar with whom I 
correspond.   This avatar, and our story together, or apart, has become an obsession and I am always frantic with 
anticipation.  I wait each day, impatient to see the next instalment. The interactivity is much more productive than 
the passive surveillance of television programmes.   The down side is that I have had to learn to balance my activity 
on line with my real life.    I am aware that this existence could take over and more important things will slide. 
 
My avatar friend will always be treasured by me forever.  My love for him has grown over the last few months and 
he will always be in my heart.  He opened this door for me to a medium in which I am happy to perform.  I would 
never have attempted to enter the writing competitions without his encouragement and for that I will be eternally 
grateful. 
My treasured person is my treasured avatar alive and living in SL.  
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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July 12, 200ϋ /-'ȟ )ȭÍ -% 

The alarm goes off. You stumble into the bathroom. Bleary-eyed, you look into the mirror and 
discover you have been transformed into your avatar! Will anyone recognize you? Your day 

just became a whole lot more interesting. Whatever in the world will you do now? 

Recollections of the Beginning 
My Personal SL Notecard Journal 
Chapter 1 
 
I woke up with a terrible headache just before the dawn. The mattress felt as though I had been sleeping on a 
board all night and I finally decided I would do better if I took a couple of aspirin. I climbed out of bed and stood up, 
but I didn’t turn on any lights since I didn’t want to wake up my spouse. Where the bathroom door should have 
been I found myself running into an unfamiliar wall. I shook my head and tried a couple of feet to one side and then 
the other. Strange. I touched the switch and the room was flooded with light and I silently screamed. "Eeeek!" This 
was not my bedroom, but yet it was. It was the Second Life bedroom I had just finished building this past weekend. I 
turned and faced another wall and silently screamed again even louder. "EEEEEKKKK!!" The face from a mirror that 
returns my horrified gaze is my own or rather, I should say, the face of my SL avatar. Where’s the bathroom? I 
remembered since there was no need for bathrooms in SL that we had decided to save on the prim count and leave 
it out. Where is my spouse? He’s not in the bed. I run towards the simple kitchen and night turns to day as he stood 
on a posing stand in the middle of the floor; a briefcase not quite touching his right hand. 
 
“Good morning dear,” he said as he mutated into a fox with a name tag over his head that read “Foxy Professor.” 
“I’ll be home on time tonight so we can go riding in Caledon. Love you!” Then he vanished into thin air. I realize he 
had never said a thing to me. All I heard was a tapping sound as his words appeared before my eyes. I really needed 
that bathroom. Wait, I can build one! So I rushed outside to see a glorious WindLight sunrise from our new SL 
island. I didn’t stop to appreciate it though as I frantically began rezzing prims and making walls. Our two AKK 
horses grazing peacefully on the previously terraformed grass from the week before looked up at me quizzically, 
then trotted over to another patch to begin their virtual foraging again. I knew they were trotting from the sound 
that I heard when they moved. I also heard the sounds of the wind and the ocean breakers on the shore. A few 
twittering bird calls seem to come from the trees we had placed randomly around the island the weekend before 
until we had time to do more formal landscaping. 
 
Shortly I have the best looking half-moon hideout in SL and I'm proud that I managed to keep it well within our prim 
budget. "WAIT! WHAT AM I SAYING? WHAT AM I DOING HERE? I’m a real person, not an avatar!" The need to use 
the new facility I had just created vanished; but I left it standing anyway as something real I had done. Real? What 
is real? 
 
TO BE CONTINUED IN ANOTHER CHAPTER SOMEDAY SOON!!! 
 
CeAire Decosta 
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Awoken from a scarily realistic dream, I stumbled to the bathroom, running onto the wall on the way. The toilet had 
a pink ball above it labeled 'sit'. Blearily, I sat. 
    I stood up and looked in the mirror and realised with a shock that I was looking at my other self: my Second Life 
avatar, Isabel. I thought I must still be asleep, although this felt less real than my dream, but I thought I would just 
let the experience unfurl. It might be fun.  
    As if to prompt me, I noticed that my shower wore a label that read 'shower'. I obeyed. Afterwards, instantly dry 
and hair perfect, I saw a series of boxes ranged along the bathroom floor. The last one read 'Inventory'. I touched it 
and a list of clothes appeared. Should I choose the black vinyl corset set or the blue retro business suit? Being a 
work day, I chose the latter. 
    Just then I heard a 'P-Ping' and a message from Granola Breakfast appeared on the bathroom counter. It read: 
"Time for coffee". That sounded like a great idea. I made my way downstairs, falling off halfway down. It didn't 
hurt. 
    My kitchen was unusually clean: no crumbs anywhere, no dirty dishes, empty rubbish bin. A steaming cup of 
coffee sat on the kitchen counter. I took it and raised it to my mouth. It didn't taste of anything but was surprisingly 
satisfying. 
    I walked to my front door and touched it. It opened onto a beautiful day. I started out across the park in front of 
my house, hips swinging, sometimes getting tangled in the branches of trees. A thought hit me and I bent my arms 
and legs and WHOOSH I was flying. It sure beat waiting for the bus. 
    As I'd never flown to work before, I had a few problems identifying where my office building was. Finally I found 
it, and landed nearby. There were people moving towards the entrance. They were all grey and nondescript. 
Welcome to the corporate world, I thought. 
    I entered the building. As I walked past the reception desk I heard the receptionist typing madly. Then a message 
appeared on her desk. It read: "You must be the temp. Follow me." 
    I followed her. She led me down corridors, past boardrooms and offices to a small cubicle with a desk and 
computer. Then she disappeared. On the desk was a pile of papers. I touched it and nothing happened. I touched 
the computer and nothing happened. I managed to open a drawer on the desk. It was empty. 
    I decided to explore. Even thought I had worked in this office for a while, I didn't know everybody and found it 
helpful that people all wore their names above their heads. I learnt things about my colleagues that I never knew. 
For example, I hadn't realised that the mailroom guy, Brad Moonbeam, was Gay and Proud or that Harold 
Pacemaker from accounts was a Love Shack VIP.  He gave me a wink as I passed. 
    I reached the elevators and touched the panel beside it.  A menu popped up on the wall asking me to choose a 
location. I chose the Dungeon, just because I never knew there was one. I was immmediately transported to a small 
room with stone walls and a series of wooden contraptions with coloured balls. Alone with me in the room was 
Harry Horbeast who wore a leather thong and a label that read "Who's Your Daddy?". I heard typing noises again 
despite the fact that there didn't seem to be any typewriters down here. 
    "How r u?" asked Harry. "Where r u from?". 
    Despite his conversational prowess, I decided that I didn't want to be here and touched the elevator panel again. 
This time I chose Dance Garden and arrived in a rooftop space with a glowing dancefloor surrounded by 
technicolour trees. There was no-on there but me. I wanted to dance but my movements were becoming halting 
and jerky. It was becoming an effort to move. As usual, my day at the office was lagging. 
    I couldn't move. I suddenly felt very tired. It was time to crash. 
     
    Isabel March 
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I Ampersand I 
By D.C Law 
 
    My vision split in two when I open my eyes—my mind did the same—I see an impossible sight:  A man in armour 
with a hooded cape.   
He lowers his hood and I look at a bald young man with a goatee beard lying in my bed. 
    With my hood lowered I saw that I was also bald, but older too with eyes as white as light. 
    What’s going on?  Both I’s thought.  What I see is Phineas Rang and Phineas Rang.  A character I created, an 
avatar for one me split in two. 
    It’s obvious what’s going on, the old me said to the young me. 
    This is a dream?  I ventured.  The old I laughed. 
    This must be what it’s like to be psychic. 
    Yeah, that’s what I was thinking, I said with a smile, thinking it narcissistic to find myself funny. 
A hot spotlight blooms from within both of my heads and I and I lost vision to a wave of images that barely register. 
    Armoured I was older and so he was less able to stand the misfiring synapses in his brain, the other I rushes out 
of bed to help my other self. 
    I didn’t have to ask myself if I was okay.  I felt it. 
*** 
    The younger I found his steampunk Victorian clothes complete and is now messing with his steampack—a 
polished heavy machine with wings and leather straps—on a sofa of 7 Sherfield Garden. 
    The older I smiles as he lay on the other sofa, I think about how I am never good at showing concern. 
    I’m almost used to the split vision, I’m tinkering with the steampack, putting it on like a rucksack and I’m staring 
at the ceiling. 
    Older I finds a button, switched it on and feels better as the armour sustains my life. 
    This pain I felt.  It’s real. 
    Yes, I said. 
    What are we going to do? 
I and I wonder if I can change back. 
    I don’t know.  How can I survive as one person in two bodies. 
The younger I heads for the garden, avoiding the problem, wanting to try flying instead.  I follow him. 
 
    In the garden I activate the steampack and flies away.  My vision becomes singular and I watch him go off into 
the clouds.  I also try to fly. 
 
    I watch my older self fly towards me, the closer I get the more I see from his eyes until we are sharing the same 
mind again. 
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    Did you feel that? 
    Yes.  I’m thinking we should separate. 
    I think I should start over, I have no choice now. 
    Nothing to go back to. 
    There is nothing holding me back now.  I’ve shed my body… 
    …And my mind is not my own. 
    I can be who I want.  The fact that I became Phineas Rang is proof. 
    But hasn’t that always been true?  I ponder. 
    Perhaps, I say. 
And as we fly in our separate directions, my vision of myself becomes singular once more and I don’t look back. 
 
END 
 
Phineas Rang 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
      Avatar Me 
 
Mirrored reflection, 
reflecting avatar me 
gradually shocking, 
 
First clue was no curly beard, 
work will notice that! 
 
Doorways might be a problem, 
half a head taller 
than the average SL gal 
is two meters tall. 
 
Taller than my boss' boss. 
I will tell my work 
"not feeling my self today", 
the literal truth. 
 
Time to test animations. 
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Will wife hurry to 
thirty min rest period? 
 
Can I fly today? 
No menu for IM here, 
no way to TP, 
typing in air makes no chat 
RL physics suck 
Will my avatar feel pain? 
 
If TP worked now, 
I would visit SL friends, 
offer them a hug, 
like a normal SL day. 
 
Since it's a day off, 
I think I'll write poetry, 
eat a good breakfast, 
check email and message board, 
logon to SL, 
like a normal RL day. 
 
 
 
Secundo Dharma 
July 9, 2007 
(Naga-Uta) 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom:OMG, I'm ME: July 12, 2007. 
 
OMG, I’m ME 
 
The kaolin hued mask returned my gaze.   There were no age spots and a pure, unblemished skin.  Where were the 
marks from the dog mauling I had suffered as a young child?   Where was the scar under my right eye from the 
accident on that homeward bound plane journey from Nigeria?    I had been cursed.  It was the reason for that 
accident and I had learned to live with it.   No-one would recognize me at work. 
 
Smirking at me was a young, nubile goddess who bore no aging wrinkles.   Her hair was perfect, her eyes bright and 
sparkling and her ears were pierced.   She bore no resemblance to the worn out old hag that had staggered into a 
dream filled sleep in the early hours of the morning when she had, at last, been able to drag herself away from that 
computer screen and her second life.  I was pert for my age but totally unrecognizable in this form.   No longer 
coded by the skin within which I had bode for so long.  I was now my avatar.   My second life had transformed into 
my first. 
 
I had dreamt so deeply the previous night that my skin had tingled.  It had felt tingly, as if with a hundred million 
ants crawling over my body.   The laser beam had zoomed down upon my being and the transformation had been 
completed in seconds.  I had cloned.   A dread that I had carried within my soul, since childhood after watching a 
black and white episode of , ‘The Outer Limits’ wherein this had happened to my favourite character.   My, ‘Jessica 
Rabbit’, monochrome nightmare was now reflecting from the mirror in my silhouette. 
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This comic strip life form had captured my persona within her, ‘Coconut Crème Skin’.  Her eyes were, ‘Alady’, deep 
and twinkling and her lashes long and lush.   Her teeth polished perfectly and her lips beaming voluminously.  She 
bore a necklace with bling attached which read, ‘Spoiled’.   This little avatar lady was certainly spoiled.  I had done 
that, treated her to all that I did not possess or had been too frightened to attempt in real life.   I had attempted to 
live the life I had missed within her skin and now, as a growing locust, the metamorphosis was complete.   She was 
beautiful, elegant and charming, an elusive creature.   Often, it is commented that I look so grey at morning time.  
My colleagues would not believe that this was me.   The person, I had dreamed of becoming, if life hadn’t 
happened.  The avatar, now the person, exposed!   This transformation would not succeed.   I could never divulge 
the unadulterated me. 
 
I dragged myself downstairs and logged on to SL.   ‘Poof’, and this avatar, revealed in my dreams, would be gone 
into cyberspace, to avatar heaven in the imaginary sky, safely returned to her, ‘Pandora’s Box’.   In an instant, all 
would be corrected?   What’s this?   The grid is down for weekly maintenance.  The die is cast.  I am in suspended 
animation! 
Help! 
 
Skye Soderstrom  © 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
How could something so GREAT turn out so badly? 
 
When I got up this morning, I almost fell on my face.  Had the bed grown?  I brushed my hair back and stood up.  I 
brushed my hair back?  I have short hair!  I looked in the mirror.  Oh my gosh!  I’m me – I mean I’m Oboe – what 
Oboe would be in real life!  “This is great!” I exclaimed.  I clapped my hands over my mouth.  The voice was softer 
and higher than my own. 
 
Why am I so short, I thought?  Height detectors said Oboe was six feet tall.  I considered the question a moment.  It 
must all be relative.  Oboe is short for her world so it translates to short here.   
 
I wondered if this had happened to anyone else.  Some people have both male and female avatars – who would 
they be today?  A sudden panic hit me.  Am I a Barbie?  No!  Whew!  Thank goodness the translation isn’t too 
literal.  Lucky thing if this happened to any guys without an “attachment.”  I put on a robe, went to the kitchen, 
made coffee and considered what to do. 
 
I put a towel over the phone and, coughing, called work to explain I was “sick.”  Then I looked in the closet and the 
dresser.  Oboe should have brought her wardrobe.  I looked down at my size zero feet and laughed out loud.  “Looks 
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like I need a shopping trip.”  Some drawstring shorts and a t-shirt fit well enough for me to go shopping.  The flip-
flops I used were too big but would work until I got proper shoes.   
 
It took longer to adjust the seat and mirrors for my new height than it did to drive to the department store.  Macys 
doesn’t have “lucky chairs” I reminded myself.  I couldn’t break the bank on a new wardrobe.  A few coordinates, 
some underwear, and some shoes would have to do for now.  Who knew if this new “me” would last?  
 
Of course, I got the register with the faulty credit card reader.  “It’s not going through,” the clerk said.  She had me 
move to another register. Two other customers were ahead of me.  “This checker has your credit card and driver’s 
license,” said the clerk.  “She’ll be with you when she finishes with these folks.”  That took forever.  Ordinarily I’d 
have been furious, but I wasn’t about to let anything spoil my day. 
 
“Excuse me?” said the male voice behind me.  I turned and saw two policemen and my original clerk.  “Is this your 
credit card and driver’s license?” he asked.  “Yes,” I replied.  “We have a few questions about them,” he said.  “Let’s 
start with the picture…”  Then I realized I was in trouble.  I’m NOT me. 
 
I wound up awaiting arraignment on credit card fraud and identity theft.  They started running fingerprints and 
dentals on me to discover my “true identity.”  I wondered what would follow when the “real me” turned up missing.  
I stared through the bars at the TV on the cell block wall.  The local news story that came on answered my prayers.  
Everything was going to be all right.  It would take time but I would be cleared.   
 
The caption scrolled under the story.  FIVE FOOT TALKING SQUIRREL CLAIMS TO BE PROMINENT ATTORNEY. 
 
Oboe Riederer 
 
 

 
 
“OMG! .. I’m? -- me ?!” My feet were more tangled then usual in the top sheet, so I just dragged it along with me. I 
don’t like mirrors, never have. I think they are evil. So I didn’t look. It was my hands .. I was looking at my coffee, 
held in my hands, and they were covered with a layer of green moss and my skin was bark. Not just any bark, but a 
bark made from a woodcut of an Ent. A wood cut I’d made, now wrapped like a tangler vine over my hands. I 
picked up the stainless steel tray from the ottoman. I had chosen sand for my face, because it’s neutral gray and 
unreal. Someone I love had taken the picture of the sand that day, it had been very windy. The wind swept sand, 
stared back at me now, threw anime big green eyes from the surface of a steel tray. The tray clattered to the floor.  
    In Second Life, the ent made sense to me. It was neutral, it wanted to meet people, read the most current original 
literature, explore the art of “living” artist, have a “finger’ on the pulse of people being creative and having fun -- in 
a game. But, in Real Life,  all those branches, and roots now totally tangled in the sheet that I had just numbly drug 
along with me from bed, to the couch with my computer, this was not good. Particle “pollen” spewed out of my 
head, and spread about the room like a fine spidery ash. And I had this strange sensation that I was being pulled 
towards the window. I wanted to reach my wiggly flexi branches “up” to the sunlight.  
    “No problem.” I told myself as I was slowly pulled toward the balcony. “I’ll just dump my ‘alt’ folder over myself,  
I’ll just rez into Uva ‘Jane’ Oxide instead.” 
    But, then it occurred to me that I didn’t know where my ‘inventory’ was. After a long pause looking out to see 
where the sun was in the sky,  I managed to focus my attention on my computer. It had to be key, if I was out here 
as Oxide the ent, then the way to my ‘inventory’ had to be in it -- somehow. My thick bark covered fingers fumbled 
with the laptop latch. This didn’t surprise me really. Just “think” chat, I told myself. That seemed to help, making 
the stiff, rather unresponsive phalanges tap in the air on invisible keys and like a grey texture rezing last, my laptop 
sprung open. A spew of files flew out of it like bats from a cave. I looked around at the titles of the folders piling up 
all around my roots, and spotted the one I needed. ‘Jane’ I picked it up and dumped a bunch of body parts and stuff 
over myself, like ice water and cubes. It was chilling, feeling ‘myself’ expand, and grow blue hair and pink skin. But, 
it was close enough to me, to breathe a sign of relief. 
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“OMG .. THAT! .. was weird!”  
 
P.s. the INKster info note says include a snapshot ? Please see dropped pics; 
 
 
ty, Uva Oxide 
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July 13, 2007 Chocolate 

I want to eat it, drink it, bathe in it, and use a bottle of it in my intimate encounters of the 
naughtiest kind. I've never met a bon-bon I couldn't think of as a friend. You know your secret 

chocolate moment that defines who the real inner you is. Do tell. 

 
Chocolate 
 
The complexity  of the Kiss 
takes time to learn 
the contours are awkward at first,  
smooth and hard and wet 
slippery soft meltiness 
it is one of lifes delights 
one of it's perfections 
It's shape fits your mouth  
The sweetness of it  
rapturous,  filling your senses  
to the brim.   
One kiss is never enough.  ' 
Nor are five or even six.  
  
  
Some prefer to start out softly 
letting the kiss take you sense by sense, 
the flavors building 
the gentle fusion catching you slowly. 
Some need the first kisses rushed,   
fast, filling the senses quickly 
with the taste and the fragrance 
and the texture  
so by the fourth and fifth  
they can be savored slowly and not desperately 
the taste finally full and round and deep 
one's whole self overflowing with the sweetness. 
 
We learn the finesse of the  Kiss  
when we are very young 
when we are presented with the first  
form of puckered lips 
the taste as sweet as its promise. 
With practice we learn just how to make it fit  
how to move our tongue around it 
how to suck it, releasing our  perfect 
measure of bliss.  Yes, our children learn  
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all about kisses through lots of practice 
with their silver wrapped and puckered 
Hershey's Kisses.  
  
  
Leslye Writer 
 
 

 
 
 
Dark chocolate is special for you 
complex phytochemical stew 
mellows and energizes life 
aphrodisiac for a wife 
a chocolate malt makes one of two. 
 
It taste like love this complex brew 
soothes the ache deep inside you 
gives you new hope to move on in life 
Dark chocolate is special 
 
Food of gods and Mayan kings too 
sacred bridge for god to bless you 
placing love in your heart, not strife 
better sex for husband and wife 
flavorful brew, my life renew 
dark chocolate you're special  
 
 
Secundo Dharma 
July 11, 2007 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, Chocolate Moment, Friday 13th July, 2007 
 
Grandy’s birthday was only a couple of days after Christmas.  The Christmas cake that cousin Annie had baked was 
all eaten, munched with every cup of tea poured.  It had been Lizzie’s turn to have the family for the holiday and 
she was no cook but Annie, had lovingly made the Christmas cake and a special chocolate chip cake for Grandy’s 
birthday.   The piece de resistance was the birthday cake for Grandy.  She knew it would be a lovely surprise for him 
and well received.     Janie, Lizzie’s daughter, on the other hand was dating seriously.  She had not given a single 
thought to helping out with the festivities.   All the family would be there and the aunties would be judging the fare 
with their experienced eyes.    
 
Janie’s romantic assignation had now returned to his military base and she was depressed.  That evening she had 
crept downstairs and silently opened the pantry door.    The golden tin, in which the cake had been sealed, enticed 
her to open it.    She gazed upon its contents.  She comforted herself with the thought chocolate was the cure for all 
who are lovesick and whose passions are unrequited. 
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Her index finger missile-like, guided itself to the base on which the cake had been glued by the chocolate, fondant 
icing.  A quick swipe around the circumference and some of this had stuck to her tempted finger.  She just had to 
suck it off!   The pattern was now uneven so Janie had to skim around the perimeter in order to reproduce the 
design, if now a little thinner in its girth.   Accidently, her nail was ensnared in the side of the cake and a chocolate 
chip stuck firmly under the rim.  The other chips seduced her. 
 
The ‘B’ on ‘Birthday’ had a little extension of chocolate and it could be eliminated without warning.  No-one would 
notice.   This action undertaken, her middle finger accidentally poked into the next few chips and she had to remove 
and digest these also.   Before long, Janie perceived that she had gone beyond the point of no return.  What would 
she do?  She tinkered and tampered and she thought in the moonlit room that the cake looked, yet again, evenly 
designed.  Grandy was half blind and with the lights dimmed and the candles lit no-one would notice.   She 
convinced herself of this.   Hurriedly, she resealed the lid of the’ tempting tin’ and dashed off to bed.   
 
Grandy’s birthday arrived and all sat around the table in anticipation of the main event; the blowing out of the 
candles.  The lights were dimmed.  Janie retrieved the cake from the pantry.  She thought that she had better offer 
to help with some of the festivities and she could cover up the evidence of her midnight re-icing episode.   The 
candles were lit and blown out and the lights switched on again.  Everyone stared in amazement at the cake, 
towards Annie and then to Grandy.   What was the reason for this?  The cake now displayed the words:    
 
( See attached photo!) 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
The blindfold fit snuggly over his eyes and I reached my hand back in a motion to hit him, just to see if he could see.  
He didn't flinch, so I figured that was a good sign and set to work. 
 
I moved away from him, off the bed and opened a few drawers. I had been saving these items for a while, and his 
head tilted to me curiously as he listened to me move around.  Although he couldn't see my smile, I was beaming at 
him. 
 
The first thing I took out was a basting brush, the bristles still white and straight, gleaming in the low light of the 
candles. I gripped it and moved towards my lover, who was looking bored, playing idly with the red velvet rope that 
tied him down.  He didn't look bored for long, however, as I ran the brush up the bottom of his foot.  He jumped, as 
much as his restraints would allow, and I giggled.  
 
"That tickled" he warned. 
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"It was supposed to." 
 
I continued to run the brush up his leg, stirring the hairs beneath it, watching his flesh prickle on his arms and torso.  
He jumped at every little turn of the brush, and I bit my lip, trying very hard not to laugh out loud at his sensitive 
skin. 
 
I left him there again, letting his skin settle back down, noticing that he was very ready for me, his center standing 
like a proud tower in the midst of a barren wasteland. 
 
The sound of the lid of the fondue pot removing was familiar to him, though I am not sure he expected it.  He 
smiled, nervously and asked in an uncertain voice "What are you doing with that?" 
 
"Well, love, you took me out to a wonderful dinner. I thought I would make myself some dessert."  I brought the 
brush back to him, dripping with melted chocolate and delicately ran it across his open lips.  His pink tongue poked 
out to taste it, lick it, and I pinched the skin on nipple, probably a little bit harder than I needed to.  "No, this dessert 
is for me, darling.  You can taste it later, from my lips." 
 
His tongue stopped, and I continued to brush the chocolate over his lips.  Once his lips were darkened, and I could 
see the chocolate hardening on them, I continued the brush's quest for his skin, painting him with my desire.  His 
skin prickled once again, and he rose harder, engorged more by the delicate traces of warm chocolate dripping 
down his torso and thighs.  
 
After a long time's work, I stepped back one last time to survey my work, leaving the brush on the plate next to the 
fondue pot.  Displayed before me was my lover, the single world "MINE" written across him in a bold calligraphic 
script, purely in chocolate. 
 
With a smile, I ate all of my dessert with delight. 
 
ToryLynn Writer 
 
 

 
 
It was one of those afternoons.  I was snapping at everyone and just looking for a fight.  Along came that dorky 
intern carrying a cup of coffee.  “I brought you some coffee,” he said.  “I thought it might make you feel better.”  I 
took the cup and poured the coffee into the trash.  “Hellooooo,” I said.  “It’s two in the afternoon.”  I poked the 
coffee cup into his chest pushing him back.  “Coffee is for mornings!” Another push.  “It’s not even a Latte!”  
Another push.  “What makes you think I need to feel better?”  His back was to the wall.  His eyes went wide.  Yes! 
The next one would drive the coffee cup into his chest scooping out his dweeb heart!  HeHe! 
 
“Want some Chocolate?”  It was two of the other admins.  “It’s Godiva dark chocolate.” I spun around and stared at 
the chocolate.  “Ohhh, thanks!” I said taking a large piece and popping it immediately into my mouth. 
 
You don’t just taste chocolate.  You taste every molecule of chocolate.  It’s said that some foods excite your taste 
buds.  Chocolate does more.  Chocolate excites your taste buds.  Then it woos them.  It brings them flowers and 
writes them poems.  Then they start Hershey kissing and your taste buds and the chocolate just melt together.  
After that the chocolate just cuddles up inside you and your inside snuggles back.  
 
“M&M&M&M&M” I said.  That is so good!”   
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I picked up the intern’s hand and put the cup in it.  “Thanks for bringing me the coffee,” I said.  “I just didn’t care for 
any.  It was a really nice gesture.”  I smiled and went back to my desk humming a little Mozart.  He just gaped for a 
minute and started to walk away.  The admins followed behind.  They were talking about “a hormone you can 
eat…” 
 
Oboe Riederer 
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July 14, 2007 Bastille Day 

The French way to get out of jail free! How about murdering a few thousand nobles in the 
process? If you were going to plot a revolution, where would you start? 

Skye Soderstrom, Bastille Day, July 14th, 2007 
 
 
Caletina plotted stealthily.  The natives were undisciplined and the Cappo’s informed, daily.  She had no real 
position.   Now, she more or less did the tasks of an auxiliary.   There was no incentive to develop her 
professionalism, her own intelligence.   It was just form filling, head counting and slow, creeping, deskilling from 
The Eejits, now in management.    Daily monotony was conveyed.     
 
The Great Blue Chief, a female, a Boaedica had arisen in 1979.   Margrittorca was the Great Blue Chief who was not 
for turning.  Margrittorca’s tribe had risen from the south one cold, grey day, caught the Caletina’s unawares and 
they had been overcome when Caletina was indisposed, with child. 
 
Caletina was a learned individual.  She had studied the classics, other languages and her own, in depth. She was an 
accomplished mathematician and had a special talent for the Arts.   Drawing and painting were her forte.  Whilst at 
the University of Homeland, she had studied the works of Sybil Marshall and envisaged her empire’s growth 
through a similar methodology. 
 
When Caletina had first lead her troops, they were afforded their basic training as a priority, but there had always 
been time for fun and creativity.   All her followers developed a kinaesthetic approach to their work and 
productivity had been colossal.  Daily, there had developed, a warming up and a cooling down period, in the 
routine.  On a monthly and quarterly cycle, there had flourished a step change of creativity, excitement or 
relaxation to relieve the boredom of the diurnal tread.   
 
Caletina was not a musician, her musical intelligence was the poorest of her nine, but she had attempted, to the 
best of her ability, to share her love of music with her people.   This successful formula had worked and she had 
despatched many intelligent, aesthetic and ingenious individuals to foreign lands.   Caletina herself had left her land 
briefly for some self development, motherhood in fact.   On her return she had been captured and imprisoned. 
 
The Great Blue Tribe were still in charge, they had razed her land completely in their advancement from the south 
and demanded change as they demolished all in their path.  Their own south lands had been ailing and, as the two 
empires were now one, they applied the same criteria throughout the land. They had their plenary sessions but 
these merely paid lip service to the people’s beliefs.   In 1997, the Great Red Tribe had conquered the Great Blues 
and hailed that they would restore enlightenment to the land of Caletina.  Alas, their promises, too, were hollow!   
 
Calatina was exiled for seven long years to another land and had now returned.    It was  2007 and the Great 
Browniegreenie Chief had taken over power due to the retirement of his slippery Red Colleague.    Caletina could 
take no more of the rulers deliberations.  Tomorrow, she would raise the flag of Knowledge with her small but able 
band of followers.   Education, in the balanced form required, would be restored to all her land! 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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DEATH TO THE WELCOMAREANS 
 
Brothers and sisters, Goths and furry friends 
Today’s the day when subjugation ends. 
Our right to roam SL’s sublime estate 
Has been diminished by the not so great, 
The self-appointed guardians of wit 
Who colonise the welcome hubs and sit 
In smug self-satisfaction.  Yes, I mean 
The Welcomareans.  You must have seen 
Them preening as the newbies gather round, 
Exchanging far from bons mots as the sound 
Of their opinionated and absurd 
Exchanges in all areas are heard. 
The newbies, come in search of redirection, 
Fall victims to a sort of vivisection. 
The Welcomarean cliques dissect their dress, 
Deride their features and their clumsiness, 
Create confusion, paralyse with fear 
The newbies, make them feel unwelcome here. 
They goad each other on, each like a child, 
Imagining they rival Oscar Wilde, 
Each limp one-liner, pallid epigram, 
As subtle as a wrestler’s body-slam. 
Each rapier observation just as keen 
As their brute, lumbering, obscene, 
Oppressive self-regard. 
                                            The SL nation 
Demands an end to such an occupation 
Of its fair lands.  We should be free to roam 
In every place as if it were our home. 
Not wondering of everyone who passes 
If words come from their mouths or from their asses. 
So, brothers, sisters, Goths and furry friends 
Join now with me and let us make amends 
For letting these inane nonentities 
Parade at large and do just as they please. 
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We’ll march to welcome areas today, 
And stand and hearken to the words they say. 
Then, mouthing semiotic imprecations, 
Enlivened with semantic variations 
And turns of phrase sequestered from the Bard, 
We’ll rout the bastards, and we’ll hit them hard 
With weapons drawn from true philosophy 
But most of all, my friends, with irony. 
 
Jack Lefebvre 
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July 15, 2007 Billy the Kid Shot 

Your life has turned bad and you find yourself wearing a black cowboy hat. What will you do 
now? 

     It could always be worse, people always say when someone else's life has turned to crap. Moral superiority feeds 
the human soul like no other. It makes them feel better, and somewhere deep inside they know, it only makes the 
other person feel worse.   
 
    So you want to sit and judge me? The gun in my hand should clue you in, I no longer give a damn. The most 
dangerous person on earth is one who has finally let their fear of death be surpassed by their fear of life. And, 
whoa, buddy, let me tell you I am there.  
 
    That fine thread of sanity, the one that keeps people like you from becoming someone like me is thinner than you 
think. I never thought I'd be here at the top of the bell tower waving a gun and watching television reporters scatter 
into position. The cop, that fat one down there with the bullhorn. I spoke to him on the street not two weeks ago, a 
fine how do you do, hows the wife and kids. That was back when I was sane, now, his life, is in my hands.  
 
    Demands? What demands? I guess I hadn't gotten that far, what could I demand, what could turn a broken man 
whole again? A million dollars, maybe two. No, not even close. This is about so much more than money, this is 
about those things in life that have no tangible value.  The things you don't even think about until you realize that 
they are not there. Respect, dignity, worth as a human being.  
 
    Your wife, who swore to love, honor, and cherish, left and took the god damned dog. Your very own children 
refusing to speak when they pass you on the street. Nice guys finish last, nice guys get the shaft, nice guys don't 
climb on top of buildings and wave guns around. I'm tired of being a nice guy, I WANT TO BE HEARD.  
 
    Now, everybody is listening, and I don't know what to say.  The words that sounded so clear, and powerful on the 
way here now sounding just as crazy as I feel. Oh, God, Oh, God... is that sanity returning? Now, is not the time for 
sanity my friends. I quicken my pace, I feel my boots connecting with the wooden platform beneath them. Trying to 
keep pace with the rhythm of my heart, almost running now, and then, before I quite realize what I’m doing, I  
jump. As I fall, my brain that will all to soon become a stain on the sidewalks of beautiful downtown Springfield has 
only one thought. "I really loved that dog."  
 
    No more modern day heroes, this evening thirty-five years of life will be reduced to a ten second sound bite on 
the 10-o'-clock news. 
 
Boshemia Vieria 
 
 

 
 
The Renegade Who Had It Made 
David Law 
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        Of the many insults laid upon me, the one that somebody would live to regret would be this: “You’d be 
dangerous if you had a brain.” 
    What they didn’t figure was that my disinterest in the things they used as a measure was due my having one- a 
lateral mind which was “like a spring”, but problems lay where the devil dwells. 
    Details never interested me, details drift and distort over different dimensions, details dilute. 
    Years later it surprised many a person that I finally focused in on writing, of particular amusement was the 
Journalism side of my degree. 
 
    The important thing to remember is that details are to be what you live and die by.  If you’re freelancing, what 
time do you call the editor?  It depended on when the publication prints, but you also had to find the right editor in 
the right department. 
    Many speakers came in stressing the importance of the detail, so I joined the devil’s playground, but it was not 
an obsession. 
 
I was back to freelancing after a being a staff-writer on a paper.  What they don’t tell you is how your work day will 
splutter, stop and start, same as a stalling engine.  There are long periods of waiting for news and when it comes 
you have to work fast and it’s those time I leave things out, get sloppy with the word-counted truth. 
My editor during that time hated me.  I think he was jealous that his talents lay in editing instead of reporting.  It 
was none too shocking when he turned me into a suspect. 
 
You’re supposed to keep your notes for three years in case you get called to court for liable, you need to prove what 
you print as the truth, but the notes I needed most were destroyed when the editor fired me. 
Like a spurned lover he threw my files out his window, my files which had taken the place of clothes floated like 
snow into the wet road. 
He’d burned me, but at least he was too lazy and self-preserving to make a noise about it.   
 
But the police came knocking. 
 
An interview I’d written for the editor, which never saw print, implicated me in the murder of an actress.  It was 
ruled a suicide at the time, but new evidence combined with what I wrote has me in crosshairs. 
She’d change the time and place of the meeting, and I’d made a note, but now it is gone.  During the interview 
she’d mentioned a name I wrote down but didn’t use.  Whoever she was with at the time I was originally meant to 
meet her might have killed her and my editor was funny about the name. 
While in the police station I remembered he said something about the guy being his cousin. 
 
After the police let me go, temporarily, I sneaked into the editor’s office and tortured the name out him. 
Turns out it was his cousin who said I’d be dangerous if I had a brain, and because of that, I’m going after him with 
everything I’ve got. 
 
END. 
 
Phineas Rang 
 
 

 
 
They talk of the luck of the Irish. Well it's a fine thing unless the luck goes against you and turns bounty hunter. You 
can run and run with the wind at your back, but the black luck is always just behind you, no matter where you go, 
and a man gets tired of running. Then what can you do, but turn and face it and make a brave end?  
 
I have been running all my life, and in every place I came they saw the  
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black luck over my shoulder and would not help me if they could. And my mother knew it too, my beautiful mother 
with the golden hair and the lilt in her voice that not even the sickness in her lungs could destroy. "Ah, Henry, ye'll 
come to a bad end," she would say, shaking her head at some boyhood mischief. She laughed as she said it, and her 
bue eyes twinkled, but I get to thinking sometimes that she saw the darkness and was afraid for me.  Maybe if she 
had lived longer, or the man I called Pa had been kinder and more understanding of a boy adrift in the world, it 
would not have come to this time and this place. But the luck was always working against me. Pa having given me 
nothing else, I took his first name for my own. Billy. I thought it sat well, and on young ladies' lips it sounded mighty 
fine.  
 
Whatever I turned my hand to ended badly for me, like it was all written down somewhere in a book with my name 
on it. Governor Wallace, I did what you asked for the pardon you promised. All it taught me was that a man can't 
rely on no one but himself: not kinfolk, not friends, not sweethearts. You took what you wanted from me and went 
back to your mansion with more rooms than any one man has a need for, and the gold and marble fixings, and the 
piano all the way from Boston. Well I wish you joy of them; give me the desert night with stars like lamps and the 
smell of the sage and the evening campfire. Still, I sure wish my mother could have sat at that fine piano to sing 
"Eileen Aroon". 
 
The black luck is almost here. You ask me how I know and I say the same way a man looks up at a clear sky and 
knows there’s a storm blowing up from the west. There is laughter and music in the hot night, and I’ll visit with you 
one more time, girl dear. Tomorrow you will weep over my cold corpse while the lies they tell of me flow hotter and 
saltier than your tears.  
 
But I swear before God, and before you, Paulita Maxwell, girl of my heart, that no matter what they say, I never 
killed a man but in fair fight or when it was my life or his. 
 
WoodBee Writer 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
Return with us now to the thrilling days of yesteryear…the Pink Pistol rides again!  
 
I pushed open the doors and strode to the bar. “Irish Coffee,” I ordered.  The bartender laughed.  “Sorry, Ma’am.  
Ladies can’t buy drinks; a man has to buy for them.”  The pistol was out and I pressed it against his cheek.  “Guess 
you need to buy me a drink then.  And DON’T CALL ME MA’AM!”  Eyes wide with fear, he started mixing.  
 
“Sheriff! Drop the gun!” said a man behind me.  “No,” said a woman’s, “you can drop your gun, Sheriff!”  I turned 
around.  My friend, Tint Oh, had the drop on the Sheriff. “Queen O’Savvy,” she said, “the gals have all the menfolk 
at the corral.  These saloon rats are the only ones left.”  “Let’s round them up,” I replied.   
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After the men were corralled we assembled all the women on the outside.  “Now,” I declared, “the town council is 
going to give women the vote.  After that we’ll elect a new town government.”  “That ain’t Constitutional,” 
declared the Mayor.  Lefty shot his hat off.   
 
Dolly, the Dance Hall owner became the new mayor and the new, all woman town council passed equal rights laws.  
After that, the men were released to the custody of the women on condition of certain behaviors.  It was the usual 
litany: spend more time with the children, don’t leave dirty clothes on the floor, help with the dishes and the 
cleaning up, ….  “It’s worse at night,” said one woman.  “You go out there and it’s all dark, and you find out too late 
that the privy’s seat is up.”  “You skunk!” cried Tint’s sister Taunt.  She pointed her pistol at the husband’s loins.  
“You shape up or you’ll be doin’ your business sittin’ down.” 
 
“What about him?” asked Tint Oh.  “That’s Mr. McCain,” said Dolly.  “He’s a war hero and widower.  He has a farm 
outside of town.”  “Sodbuster!” snarled one of the men.  Lefty shot his hat off.  Dolly continued.  “He’s doing a fine 
job raising his son.  They share the cooking and cleaning.  He comes into town for supplies.”  “Sorry for the trouble 
Mr. McCain,” I apologized.  “Lefty, get him back his rifle and help him load up his supplies.”  “Look, he’s a 
southpaw!” said Lefty. 
 
Three weeks later we rode out, leaving the town in the hands of Dolly and the new Sheriff, Lefty.  “You and Mr. 
McCain make sure we get invited to the wedding,” I told her.  We rode past the dance hall sporting signs for the 
“Chap-pendales” show.  Tint Oh rode beside me with two new recruits – Snakeskin and Lace.  “They know the 
deal?” I asked.  “Yes, Queen O’Savvy,” said Tint Oh.  “Two years with us and then a scholarship to a women’s 
college.”  Taunt Oh asked “Where to next?”  “Some outlaw is rustling lingerie from clotheslines in Hays and Possum 
Trot has an ordinance against women driving buckboards,” I replied. 
 
Dolly turned to Lefty.  “Who was that mysterious woman?”  Lefty grinned.  “That was the Pink Pistol!” she 
exclaimed.   
 
“Hi Yo Diamonds, Away!”  
 
Oboe Riederer 
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July 16, 2007 HOT!  

It's the middle of July. In the northern hemisphere, you should have had plenty of time at the 
beach, the pool, drinking iced drinks. How about a steamy report on the hot things going on in 

your underdressed life. If you're in the southern hemisphere, give us a freezy breezy report. 

    Who am I kidding, I haven't had a body fit for a bikini since kid number one, two kids later and my stomack looks 
like a roadmap. After a few years of marriage are under your belt, you don't know if you stopped caring because he 
stopped looking, or the other way around. Either way, It's been a long while since I have spent this much time in 
front of a mirror.  
 
    The thing is, we have a new next door neighbor. He is young, single, and he makes my knees weak. He makes 
more than my knees weak, but I digress. While my husband is busy NOT looking, this kid is looking, and looking 
hard. So I found myself in front of the mirror for the first time in years wondering just WHAT he was looking AT.  
 
    I set to work relearning the long lost arts of makeup and hair. Riding a bicycle may never be forgotten, but 
making a middle aged face look young again takes some practice. The kid... he keeps looking, flashing the 
occasional smile full of teeth and I’m guessing he likes what he sees. It wasn't long before the two of us were 
chatting over the fence, sharing a glass of iced tea in his yard, and then he started inviting me inside.  
 
    Night after night I could see my husband downing his third, fourth, maybe fifth beer of the afternoon. His place in 
front of the television secured for the evening. I said no. Night after night I glanced over my shoulder and the only 
things that changed in the living room were the clothing and the channel. Night after night the little angel on my 
shoulder said don't do it. Night after night I gave her a dirty look, but I listened. Then one night when he flashed me 
those pretty white teeth and the angel went MIA.  
 
       All we did was talk, mostly. Until I got up to leave, that is. He walked me to the door and he leaned in so close 
that I could smell the real him underneath the cologne. A very brief moment when his lips nearly brushed against 
mine, and. I panicked. I ran most of the way home, stumbling over myself a few times. He must have thought I was 
insane. When I busted in the front door my husband about went through the roof, 
 
    “For God sakes” he yelled, “what the hell is wrong with you?”  
    There I stood, my face hot, my eyes wide. “Nothing” I said, as even the tops of my ears caught fire. 
 
     That evening, for the first time in ten years or more, I didn’t take a book with me to read in the bathroom.  
 
    A week later, the young kid next door was joined by his very pregnant wife. A little detail he had left out in our 
discussions. However not so long after, my husband, for the first time in ten years or more stopped wearing his 
pajamas to bed. 
 
Boshemia Vieria 
 
 

 
 
July 
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Christina sat child-like on the beach.  It was mid-July and the day was going to be hot.  Humid hot.  Not the kind of 
weather she liked.  She was a cold weather person, the kind who longed for the winter to return, so she could light 
a fire and snuggle down with a book and a glass of wine, secluded and secure.  In hot weather, you had to have 
doors open, you had to go out, people made demands on you and expected you to be sociable.  In winter, they left 
you alone.  Winter was better. 
 
 
But there was one good thing about summer.  The beach, and the sea.  The beach brought them back.  So she made 
the most of it, like she was doing now, sitting on the shingle and skimming stones off the waves, early in the 
morning, before anyone came near.  That was why they had come to live by the sea, all those years ago, when the 
children were there. 
 
Back then, the hot weather was a joy.  The children would awake with the joyful enthusiasm of puppies, bounding 
down to the beach at the first glint of sunshine.  And July, July marked the start of the long holidays, the time when 
each day began with a greedy enthusiasm, looking at the weeks to come like a giant multi-coloured carpet rolled 
out across the summer, full of delight and surprises. 
 
Christina stood and scrunched down to the edge of the water.  It was sandy here and she could take her shoes off, 
there was no-one around to see.   
 
And with the sound of the small waves slapping onto the sand came the sound of their voices.  She stood and 
listened.  Their voices and laughter, a part of this place, still mingled with the waves and returning to her out of the 
sea, the children bubbling across the sand and tickling her feet.   The waves and the beach and their laughter, 
remembered. 
 
She walked in the wet sand, leaving squashy footprints that squeezed out the seawater.  Her children made 
footprints like that, on this beach. But they faded so quickly, melting away like snow on the kitchen floor. Now all 
she had were these memories, growing  less substantial with each passing year, fading grey ghosts.  Soon there 
would be nothing left at all. 
 
 
Now, there was only the sea and the beach, and her disappearing footprints.  One or two heavy raindrops plopped 
onto the wet sand, making quivery circles on the skin of water that slid out of the waves.  Christina looked up into 
the sky.  At least today, the rain would help.  She could close her doors and windows and shut herself away, she had 
an excuse.  She trod back up the shingle beach as the rain started to fall.  Today, she could be alone.   It was all she 
wanted now. 
 
 
Hastings Bournemouth 
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Skye Sodertrom, Hot! 16-07-07 
 
Hot! 
 
Ineidov landed on the teleport pad with a bump.   Her gangly avatar limbs splayed as she hit the deck.  She 
ventured forward one step and spun her camera around to view this landmark, Blue Lagoon.   The lag was creeping 
tonight and grey shapes surrounded her. 
She felt a nudge on her back as another avatar landed disembarked from the teleport pad.  Romaneye crystallized 
in a flash and the sexual attraction happened instantly.    
 
He reached out for her hand and led her over the bridge to the Blue Lagoon.  Throwing caution to the wind, she 
indicated a cosy private room behind the waterfall.   He followed her into the romantic setting.  No words were 
written, but they gazed the one to the other and mutually undressed.   He faced her and ran towards her and soon 
his arms enveloped her. 
 
“Wow, that had never happened before”, she thought. 
 
 “No need for pose balls here”, he whispered in her ear. 
 
Where had he come from?   She would discover in a few moments that he wore the latest tackle. 
 
She felt his fingers gently running up and down her back.   He thrust her against the side of the cave and 
passionately kissed her welcoming lips.   The taste of his kisses was sensational.  This avie appeared to have it all.  
What next?   Ineidov could not believe her luck at landing in this time on this space. 
 
“I only have a few moments”, he IM’d on her screen, “It’s up to you?”  
 
 
She did not hesitate, too overcome to speak, she simply nodded.  He lifted her up in his strong avie arms and gently 
placed her on the rug.  His skin was something to behold.  It shimmered in the moonlight.  His teeth flashed.  His 
eyes twinkled out at her from the screen.  She had only recently learned to zoom in with her camera and she 
noticed his long eyelashes brush against her cheek.  She felt every movement as he kissed and caressed her avatar.  
Her imagination carried her away and soon she was in heaven. 
 
Now, they lay on the rug in each other’s arms. 
 
“Time for a smoke”, she whispered and added, “LOL”. 
 
“LOL, :)))))))”, came the reply.  
 
“Where do you come from”, she enquired? 
 
There was no reply, only another long and tender kiss then, “POOF”, he was gone.  
 
 Where had he come from?  To where had he gone?   Ineidov was too spent to care.  She turned around on the rug 
to hold the memory of his presence. 
 
On the rug beside her lay a small card, it read: 
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 “Experimental Designer, thanks for the research.” 
 
“Oh well, better to have loved and lost”, she mused, “….and what a love!” 
 
She mulled over what had just happened and decided that she should set up a second account following this brief 
but passionate encounter.  What name would she choose? Let’s see: 
 
“Welldon”, of course!  
 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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July 17, 2007 Your Hue 

I think orange is the new black. I wear a lot of green. I've always wanted a bedroom with 
pinks and reds. People who wear all black often seem to be trying to hide a hole in their 

hearts. What color are you today? 

Hue Tubed 
 
My brown hair is green, my white shirt is blue, my map is gray and my mood is black.  If you’re not seeing these 
colors properly, it’s probably because you haven’t yet downloaded the latest Second Life update.   
 
To make your SL experience more exciting, the latest update has some colorful features!   
 
You’ll be RED in the face with the “crash in place.”  This dynamic feature allows you to be crashed, yet still  be in-
world.  Just don’t try to move!  You’re MAROONed like an SL version of GINGER on Gilligan’s Island.  
 
GINGERly keeping to low traffic areas will not defeat the new innovations!  They are available everywhere.  You 
won’t want to miss this GOLDen opportunity for frustration.   
 
It’s all available at no cost in GOLD or GREENbacks!  The only cost is your sanity! 
 
The hair shows how your avatar is GREEN with envy of those with one of the 2 approved graphics card types.  
Without those you’ll get no GREEN light and will crash.  With luck you can get some cards to work, but only once in 
a BLUE moon.  
 
You’ll be singing the BLUEs because you’re lost in the dark with the new inventory feature.  Inventory has been 
made more exciting as recent items now includes everything you’ve added since the last update instead of the last 
log-in!  You can hunt until your face turns PURPLE. 
 
So don’t be a shrinking VIOLET.  A cacophony of color awaits you as you watch textures from surrounding items 
flash by on the walls and floors.  To enhance your enjoyment of this extravaganza, lag time has increased. 
 
Second Life: All the colors or the ragebow! 
 
Oboe Riederer 
 
 

 
 
My Hue 
 
What is my hue? 
Well, I am blue. 
Blue the colour of the sky 
it surrounds our being, 
we don't know why? 
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Blue of water pools so deep. 
Blue as beads of raindrops creep. 
Bluesy songs that make us sigh. 
Singing the blues, it makes me cry. 
 
I'm blue without my friends around. 
I'm blue when I am sad. 
It shows my feelings, deep inside. 
It marks my place in space on tide. 
It complements my pale, pink face. 
Blue's my colour because it tries, 
to complement my light blue eyes. 
 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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July 18, 2007 Your Future Self 

You log into Second Life, you have a plan. You're going to move into a whole new direction 
with your presence in-world. What are you going to do today, tomorrow, and in the future to 

make your experience here fantastic? 

Pioneers in Pajamas - April Clapsaddle 
 
Round the world in a single night 
Teleport or magic carpet flight 
Share ideas, build a new world 
Let creativity unfurl 
 
This is the place that magic happens 
And giant mushrooms grow 
Gun toting butterflies 
Take you where you want to go 
 
Choose  to play by the light of the sun 
Or in the beams from the moon 
Gentle as a kitten, rough like a tiger 
Or monkey around like a baboon 
 
And if you meet a cute neko 
Don’t pull her on the tail 
Feed her a green crayon 
Play hide and seek in the bluebells 
 
Ride a wire from the Champs Elysee 
Have fun hour after hour 
Share dreams and maybe some kisses 
Then skydive off the Eiffel Tower 
 
And who is this you’re talking to 
Maybe he’s a she or she’s a he 
Don’t get hung up on labels 
Here we’re ageless, 25 or 93 
 
We are all that you see 
No shyness just raw essence 
All you see is the truest nature  
Barriers down, no defence 
 
Network and meet like minds 
From Europe or Bahamas 
Unleash creativity 
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With the pioneers in pajama’s 
 
 

 
 
 
                The Danger Of Dreams 
 
 
I jumped out of bed with a shout of glee, 
I'm changing the life that's been given to me. 
This is it! It's finally my chance! 
Time to be the me that I want to be, 
Have to set all my abilities free. 
 
I went to the Tower of Ivory, 
To learn how to build all the things that I see. 
I can't resist doing a quick dance! 
Everything is working out easily, 
Gone are my days of living so carefree! 
 
I'll take a class on scripting happily, 
So the things I make work interactively. 
Though my friends may look at me askance, 
I have to give up my life of Riley, 
Vagabonds aren't thought of very highly. 
 
A respectable resident I will be, 
Stop gamboling lightly like I'm a hippie. 
Engage in commerce and high finance, 
Engage myself in matters quite weighty, 
Take my place amongst those who are mighty. 
 
Finally I shake myself out of my trance, 
This plan seems to lead down a path of mischance. 
I'd have to stop writing poetry. 
And though my coffers poems may not enhance, 
I think that others may like them, perchance. 
 
I gaze at myself with a searching glance, 
What good is a world if it has no romance? 
I think who I am is who I'll be. 
Guess it's just art's cause I will advance, 
I don't regret having chosen this stance. 
 
 
Harman Mayo 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, Your future self, 18th July, 2007 
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What Next? 
 
I can’t believe the transformation in my life since joining SL.  I have made friends globally joined by the simple 
language of technology.   I have also begun to write creatively and have won a few competitions with my efforts.  
My creative side has risen to the surface.  What next? 
 
It is difficult to say what the future in World will hold for me.  I have dreams. The friendships with others may 
develop and lead to travel.   I think we should remember that development of friendships such as these are not a 
new concept by this methodology.   It is merely a reincarnation of an old RL social skill here on SL, namely that of 
developing pen pals.  Of course nowadays the reply from a pen pal is instant in the form of IM. 
 
I am certainly enjoying the challenge of writing and the opportunity to communicate with others of a like mind.  
Perhaps there is a book to write, a RL story or a tale of SL life.  The involvement may of course lead to an 
intertwining of both lives and that may make a very interesting novel. 
 
Recently I have also returned to my drawing and painting, another bonus of the encouragement of creativity found 
in SL.  It has encouraged me to experiment with scanning my drawings and editing them graphically.  From this 
development, I hope to include my own illustrations with my poems in stories, in the future. 
 
I have also learned some new technological skills in World which I would like to build upon and having completed 
some e-learning from University of Paisley through the medium of Blackboard towards my Charter Teacher 
qualifications; and one of their courses on. 'Getting ready to teach on-line', there may be opportunities in these 
areas that I can pursue. 
 
Looking to the future, the book perhaps, or the development of my drawing and painting, or a business venture, 
may provide me with income when I shortly retire from my present profession. The 24/7 nature of this media 
means that I will have control over my destiny and not the school bells, those repetitive bells in school that have 
commanded my life for more than fifty years.    It will certainly provide me with a great deal more fun, interest and 
creativity well into my old age.   I certainly thank those at Linden for the encouragement of my creative skills, now 
bubbling to the surface, those skills, in pods in my brain, which have been for so long dormant. 
 
I raise my glass to SL!  Cheers! 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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One hundred and fifty years later, there still may be room for improvement. How are girl-boy 
relations going in your world? 

    So lately I've been looking over my friends list, and I can't help but notice the ratio of men to women is about 3 to 
1.  And I wonder, why can't a straight woman like me make any female friends in SL that are as close as my  male 
friends?  And why is my SL so different from my RL?  I mean, I am an intelligent, funny, good natured and kind 
person....why should gender make any difference in my SL or RL friendships?  But there is a polar disparity between 
my two worlds. 
    Consider my real life.  In my daily existence, I am surrounded by women, I socialize with women, and the few men 
I know on a social level are almost all co-workers or husbands of friends.  I don't have deep introspective 
conversations with them about politics, sex, or sexual politics like I do in SL.  In RL, it's my women friends who cackle 
and cry over the colossal achievements and drastic shortcomings of our lives.  But in SL, my conversations with 
women never get beyond chit chat or inane party 'woots.' 
    But lately, I have been developing relationships -- not just the romantic kind -- with men that involve such 
intimacy of thought that I don't share with many people, and certainly not with men.    "Could these men really be 
women?"  But no...I know their real identities and they know mine.   They are men.   Could it be something as 
simple as a little flirtation in the beginning led to such honesty and openness in our developing friendships?  
Because once we got over the silly romantics we became good friends, as close as any of the female friends I have 
in RL. 
    So I wonder...if I want more female friends in SL do I need to start flirting with women?     
    But then I consider the reason why I came to SL in the first place, which was to garner  experiences I can't have in 
my everyday life.  Does it really matter what gender my friends are if we are enriching each others' lives, both in SL 
and in the part of us that spills over into RL?  One of the great boons of SL is that it allows us to quickly move 
beyond the physical realm into the heart of each others' existence.  We all know the avatar we see isn't the 'real' us, 
that the reality of who we are lies in how we present ourselves, how we communicate, what we share.  
    I look again at my friends list, and each name there makes me smile for a multitude of reasons.  My life is richer 
and my existence is more compelling because of those friends.  My understanding of men has never been so 
developed, and my husband...my dearest friend...would agree that our relationship is stronger because of my SL 
experiences.   I would have to say that gender relations are doing well....in both of my worlds. 
 
--Calliope Delgado 
 
 

 
 
In the century and a half since the first women’s rights convention there has been a great deal of progress. It took 
only slightly more than 70 years for women to get the right to vote, and 80 years after that they're already earning 
nearly 80% of what men make - more than 50 years after federal law mandated equal pay. Women have managed 
to gain a full 16% of the seats in the 110th congress, and have only a one in four chance of being the victim of 
domestic assault. They've even managed to gain the right to make reproductive choices for themselves - provided 
no federal funds are used, of course. 
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The United States has even managed to lead the world in teen pregnancies, rapes, and divorces. Quite the 
accomplishment! We've even managed to place 37th in female literacy worldwide - kindly ignore the fact that Cuba 
is in the top 10 - they're godless communists anyway. 
 
Alarmed? You should be! This is just the tip of the iceberg. Anyone who believes that the sexes are treated equally 
in this country needs to be educated. The facts speak for themselves. There has been progress made, but far too 
little when one considers the time elapsed. We still haven’t managed to pass a constitutional amendment to 
guarantee equality of the sexes – and the ERA was first proposed in 1923. 
 
There are those who argue that the sexes are inherently unequal – and so the government should do nothing. 
Balderdash! Even though society itself is to blame for many of the inequalities between men and women, there are 
many things the government can and should do to move things in the proper direction. 
 
Personally, I’d like to see enforcement of the Equal Pay Act of 1963. It’s estimated that if women earned the same 
pay as men poverty rates would be cut in half. Imagine how much brighter our children’s future would be if we 
could eliminate half of all poverty – just by enforcing already existent legislation.  
 
The real challenge, however, requires a fundamental change of viewpoint. In almost every ancient, primitive culture 
women were revered. Even the term “witch” originally meant wise woman. Somewhere along the line we got 
sidetracked. Until women are once again held in a position of esteem and reverence within our society, no amount 
of legislation will change the outward manifestations of inequality. 
 
We must change our view of femininity, accepting that even though the sexes are different, they can be equal. Until 
we can accomplish this, no lasting change can occur. I wish I could map out the route to make that happen, but 
that is a task for those wiser than I am. All I can do is try to encourage others to take action, but if enough of us do 
take action, together we can make a difference. 
 
I hope I live to see that day. 
 
 
Harman Mayo 
 
 

 
 
Equal rights? Today, in “my world” I’m most concerned with physical characteristic discrimination. If we are going 
to be at a place in society for women and all people to be promoted, salaried, dressed non-descrimialrily, allotted 
proportionate attention in health studies, allowed freedom of choice over our own bodies equally, then we need to 
be as a whole much smarter or maybe the correct word is ‘educated’,  to live and think on a level above physical 
characteristic discrimination. 
 
We’re not. We are too well represented as an extremely snap to judge at a glance, visual proportionate bent 
humor, dress to kill, pretty equals entertainment, ugly equals funny or scary, public persona.  
 
150 years since the first woman’s rights convention, is it inappropriate of me to bump it up a notch or two ? and 
say, if this is about intellectual equalities as humans, then the cure is not to focus on women alone, but on our 
species in this millennium.  And the question we need to ask ourselves that will make a difference in all our day to 
day actions and choices is  ; Are we going to act like animals or are we going to see past gender and anthropology 
and act like people?  
 
What does that mean? And why does it matter, to me or to you? .. Beyond political correctness, is a person, who 
day to day, min by min has to live with reactions and judgement from “their world”.  Women are most hard on 



P a g e  | 63 

 

themselves with homogenized standards of beauty.  Extreme cases of physical characteristic discrimination can 
lead to plastic surgery addition. (see Michael Jackson for the most media splashed example.) Most commonly the 
“glass ceiling”  isn’t just limited to women it also often includes asymmetrical or nontypical “ ugly? “ people.  
 
Why this  millennium ? How are we going to magically fix the human race so we don’t judge by what we see and 
“like” on a superficial level ? We can’t -- there is no cure. It is a combination of instinct and learned behaviors that 
tell us who fits into the global homogenized standard of beauty and who doesn’t. The global consciousness, and the 
world wide web are why this millennium is uniquely able to discuss ourselves on mass. Once we are aware that 
physical characteristic discrimination exists, we can then educate ourselves to see beyond what the animal part of 
our brain “thinks” and behave more humane. To everybody. Equal rights. 
 
Uva Oxide 
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July 20, 2007 Neil Armstrong on the Moon 

No month would ever be complete without an astronaut topic! Write something spaced out 
today. 

In the world of SL, 
I can succeed or fail. 
I can become so new, 
And I can stay same to. 
 
Today my hairs are blue, 
But maybe tomorrow 
I will turn them into 
Some uncertain shaddow. 
 
I can do what I want, 
I can fly, lie , denie, 
There's nothing I can't buy! 
I bannish the word "can't"... 
 
Is it to dangerous 
To become what I am? 
Am I ready to bann 
All my fears so hideous? 
 
I'm sure there is a trap. 
In the dark sides of me 
Something will say:"Cari! 
You'll fall in the gap". 
 
Cari Kidd 
 
 

 
 
Gary used to say he could "take me to the moon and back". He was a businessman, dark, and usually wore a tie. As 
an inexperienced teenager meeting him in a pub, I was flattered, and relieved that he promised a return trip and 
would not leave me stranded. 
 
When I look at offers made during that first frantic and sexually charged phase of my life, I wonder what prompted 
what seemed to me  spaced-out ideas that my boyfriends-for-a-moment had, and what they imagined would 
impress me. 
  
Derrick had little printed notepads from his office, which said, "From the desk of Derrick". He was so proud of these 
memo pads. Every time we met he would toss me a couple, coolly, with eyes half-closed, as a kind of sexual 
offering. What else might the desk of Derrick provide? 
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Kevin had a Corvette. Say no more. He was dozy and persistent but didn't feel he had to offer much more than the 
car, which was really low to the ground and hard to get in and out of, a kind of spooky reflection of our relationship. 
 
Graham invited me to his wee university apartment for fondue. This was a touching gift... we sat around a tiny 
table in a smoky, stuffy one-room flat, and dipped our sticks by candlelight. 
 
Dan brought me a recipe for meatloaf; Michael wore leather hats; Rulan was lean and white and knew how to 
cuddle.  
  
It was a long twisty path for me, who felt gawky and lime green-- trying to understand what these offerings meant. 
I think Derrick wanted me to know he was a man of means and that that was important. Kevin showed me the ease 
and luxe that are sticky temptations. I will never forget the raggedy couch in Graham's apartment and how much 
our evening meant to him. The meatloaf was delicious, the hats endearing, the cuddling was like a tortilla wrap. 
 
Gary never took me to the moon, and so not back either, but I was made aware that someone thought me moon-
worthy.  
 
Thanks, boys. 
 
--Logan Berry 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
Ixion 
==== 
 
It's a terrible joke when there's no-one left to laugh at it. We were supposed to represent the Golden Age. 
 
Terra Nova 8 was where they found me. But I was one of the ones from the original Terra colony. Some called it 
Earth : I called it home.  Terra Nova 8 was all flashing steel, and aluminium promise at the turn of another century. I 
was one of the last great Steel Men, built under the rule of men. I can recall - if I don't push myself too hard - the 
time when my memories were first installed. The time when I first saw with photoelectric eyes, the family of my 
creator.  
I appreciated it in my own -mechanical- way. 
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When I recall it all, untarnished laser-readable memories never corroding with the years,  I often think that ours 
was the cursed generation. Oh, they gave us brains to reason, and allowed us to feel , they gave us mores - but not 
morals. 
We were to be the guards, the watchmen. We who were steel were the front line. They boasted - as we did, too - 
that nothing can stop a Steel Man.  
Hubris has never tasted so bitter. I was Steel. I was scared. And I ran. 
When the raiders first came to Earth, the settlement of my creator was the first to be hit. Advanced technology can 
only do so much, be so much.  
I was as nothing, thrown as jetsam into space. Sensless and insensate, I drifted. Alone, abandoned. 
Until something found me. Something, somewhere, in the darkest moment. 
 
"Angel," it whispered.  
But it was not my creator. 
 
To this day, I have no idea what took pity on me. All that I know is that I remembered my construction, the very 
moment of my life in a spark of flame, a singular jolt of electricity - 
 
And I was animate once more. My mind became limber - it was as though I had tapped into the fount of all energy, 
had developed servos of spun silver and could dance in the heavens. I was aware, oh so evidently aware. My 
creator was gone, as was his legacy. As much as I had been designed to protect him, I had failed. 
 
My mind came back down to Earth with a jolt, reality welcoming me. My world had gone, and I had been found by 
the jury of Terra Nova 8, as the remaining scapegoat of Steel, drifting in void space. I had been sentenced, in 
absentia, to be recycled as a punishment for my neglect. 
 
"Neglect?" I cried. "I was only Steel!" 
 
"Ah," came the answer. "But they were only flesh." 
 
Darkness came. I do not remember being bound to the orbiting comet that circles the remains of my Earth, even as 
it grows green. All I know is the voice which comforts me now, as I roll through the heavens, my wings of burning 
dust golden in the sun, my heart aflame. 
"Angel. Atonement. Ixion." 
 
 
Ngaio Miles 
 
 

 
 
Mildred smiled at her 5 year old daughter, Sophie.  “You remember what to say?” she asked.   
“Yes, Mom.  But why?” 
“It’s important.  Every woman says it as she steps onto a new planet for the first time.  We say it to honor Grace 
Johnson.  You remember who she was?” Mildred asked. 
“Great-great-great Grandma” Sophie replied. 
“Great-great-great-great Grandma” Mildred reminded her.  “She was the first woman to walk on the Moon.  Ever 
since then, women have repeated her words when they arrive on a new world.  I’ve never been on this world before 
so I’ll say it with you.” 
“But why did she say that?” Sophie asked. 
 
“I’ll tell you the story,” Mildred replied. 
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Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin were the first men to walk on the Moon. That was July 21, 1969.  Five other two-
man teams landed there, the last one in 1972.  Women weren’t allowed on those early space flights.  In 2019, NASA 
planned to celebrate the 50th anniversary of Neil Armstrong’s walk on the Moon with its “Return to Tranquility” 
program.  The crews included women this time.  Grace Johnson was selected to be the first woman to walk on the 
Moon.   
 
In fifty year’s time computers and navigation equipment had improved so far that the Lander was able to put down 
within 50 yards of the original Apollo 11 landing site.  Neil Armstrong had to take over manual control of his Lander 
to avoid a boulder field but the computers handled the entire landing of Grace’s ship.  “Tranquility base here, the 
Dove has landed!” she reported.   
As Grace stepped off the Lander, she began her prepared comment: “That’s….” 
Her foot hit something round and she fell on her back.  She sat up and saw before her the Apollo 11 landing site.   
Empty space food containers littered the area.  Space socks were draped over boulders.  Empty beer bottles were 
set up like ten pins in a bowling alley.  She reached down and grabbed the round item that had tripped her - a golf 
ball.  Apparently Alan Shepard didn’t play the only round of golf on the Moon.  
 
The door to their ship slid open.  “Ready?” asked Mildred.   
“Ready!” Sophie replied.   
They ran out the door together, looked at each other and yelled “This place is a mess!” 
 
Oboe Riederer 
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Going to the grocery store, picking up the kids from soccer, watching American Idol, life is full 
of grand adventures. In very short matter of fact sentences, report one of your bold 

expeditions in life. 
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July 22, 2007 Virtual Worlds 

CNN included Second Life in a report on Virtual Worlds. "Will you be able to tell the 
difference?" Are you using Second Life to change your First Life? Or, are you keeping this place 

your own dirty little secret? 

This will be short, and easy.  I use Second Life to help develop the character of Reina more.  Seeing her beyond 
images and words can give a better insight of what I've created. 
My real life is a horrible, nightmare filled life of very painful memories of my past along with depression, stress, 
weak sleep due to nightmares of what I suffered as a child and the never ending oppression of being disabled and 
having to accept the laws and rules of a society that's falling apart due to greed. 
 
So coming on Second Life lets me have a little time to develop Reina, see the imagination of others and try to spend 
some time away from my life.  Though it rarely works out so well, but I do what I can. 
I can easily tell the difference between reality and fiction what with having had reality forced down my throat since 
1984 by abuse and mistreatment.  While it would be nice to escape fully, I know I can't, at least not till fate finally 
lets me have my rest. 
 
A few people where I live in real life know of my being on Second Life, though they don't appear in SL.  Which is fine 
with me, lets me be me instead of giving to be someone I don't like being, hiding my pain behind a mask of trying to 
be cheerful when I'm crying most of the time inside and longing for death. 
And that's all I've really got to say on the topic.  I've no desire to be rich in SL, nor to own land, though one day I 
might consider it if I feel being in SL might be worth a long term effort.  I just explore, develop Reina and chat, 
though a lot of the time I'm alone since I tend to avoid being around people due to the game's crashes and my own 
fear of people. 
 
There, all done. 
 
Reina Beaumont 
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July 23, 2007 Dance Your Pixels Off 

What is it with the popularity of dance clubs in Second Life? Where do you go? What do you 
do there? Why is it your favorite place to be? Oh, and don't forget to report the drama. 

Bewitched, Bothered and Bewildered 
======================== 
 
It's got the air of genteel decay that I love. For I, after all, am a romantic at heart. A little, I suspect, like all the 
dancers and couples  at the Paradise Ballroom and Dance Palace, Phlux.  
I remember when it opened first, several months ago - possibly years by the quickened heart-rate of Second Life.  
The architecture made me remember that I am, for all intents and purposes, divorced here from the trappings of 
the previous century.  It seems odd to call it nostalgia when you've never experienced it, but it is a kind of 
pathological ache for the past. And I have never danced in reality, claiming that I'm too clumsy, too heavy,  have 
never had the opportunity. 
The truth of the matter is somewhere between all three. The opportunity to play a part was too difficult to resist. It 
was, to quote Porter, just one of those things - and it did get under my skin. 
I remember my tense, giddy moments before the grand opening. I was a hopeless Cinderella, too early for the damn 
Ball. But I was able to explore the vast and empty room, the barely-lit bar, and the enticing dancefloor. 
It spoke to me. One day, it said, you're going to have to bring someone here. 
There was some kind of cool, dry jazz as I walked about. But what made me stay was the sultry voice of someone 
sounding like Ella, down-tempo and yearning.  
Wearing jeans suddenly didn't seem right.  
Some minutes of research and creativity later, I had a dress from the forties that would have had any Wren vitally 
jealous. Plus, I  had nylons. I debated telling anyone who asked that they were indeed a little gravy browning and 
an eyeliner pencil, but as it turned out, no-one ever did. If I had been a Wren, she would have been as timid and 
plump as I am. This time, I thought, we'll give her a chance. The kind that everyone deserves. 
Even in the emptiness of the dancefloor before the party, I had a kind of hope that I hadn't before. It existed. There 
was still romance, and it was alive as a ballroom from the forties, some kind of magic suspended somewhere in 
time that I could take part in. 
 
And so I did. 
 
It may have been days, months later, but I dragged a friend to dance, feeling as nervous as that imaginary Wren on 
leave. Lets pretend, I thought, it's the Blitz. Wartime spirit made me ask him to dance, and from the moment we hit 
the floor, I could almost feel her cheering. 
 
Hey, listen," I said, after a quiet moment separated the songs.  The hall was playing a version of one of the tender 
tunes that I, and no doubt, my fictitious Wren, loved. 
 
  "My Funny Valentine". 
 
And then,there we were, in the middle of the dancefloor. And I'm sure she was smiling, somewhere in the lost War 
Years.  
 
"My favorite song." 
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Ngaio Miles 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, July 23rd, 2007, Dance Your Pixels Off! 
 
What is the fascination with dance clubs in SL?  The most popular place is The Phat Cat Club.   The attraction at 
Phat Cat’s may be the formality of the occasion and of course the free gown or tuxedo, always welcome to a 
Newbie!   The music is convivial but the lag is horrendous so why still so popular?  Avatars that frequent the club 
are mostly regulars and may be of that certain age.   It does advertise romance and it has become a prime mover in 
initiating SL romance between couples. 
 
The appeal may be affection.   Everyone needs affection especially at that mid-life crisis time.   Routine sets into 
long term relationships and SL dance clubs may satisfy a need for adventure, still lingering, in the minds of the old 
grey surfers.   You never know, perhaps they feel they can be unfaithful without feeling guilty or walk a little 
flirtatious adventurous path.   One participant whispered this little gem in my ear recently.  
 
Some of the clubs offer formal introductions to partners and this may assist the observing avatar to take their first 
steps on the dance floor.  There is also the ability to play an instrument at some of these entertainment centres.  
This is a great feeling if you do not have the ability in RL.  You can sit at the ‘old piano’ and really feel you are 
starring in an old black and white movie. You can be Humphrey Bogart or Ingrid Bergman for the night and when 
you hit the dance floor you are immediately transformed into Fred Astaire or Ginger Rogers.  This gives an instant 
fix to any member of the ‘Old Grey Whistle Test’. 
 
My favourite club is Jade’s Jazz Club.  The music is honey to my ears and it has the same appeal to many of the 
dance partners I have met in this establishment.   Sometimes there are live acts streamed to my monitor, and that, 
in itself, is a huge attraction.   The hosts are welcoming and there is a small bar upstairs where the weary avatar 
can rest the dancing feet, kick of those ‘blinging’ stilettos and just listen to the music, without participating if so 
desired.    
 
Jade also offers free drinks at this bar and often other avatars will pop in there to sit and chat not, ‘chat up’.  The 
clientele are friendly and non judgemental and even if you are, in RL, a beginner, at Jade’s or any of the many clubs 
in SL you can be a Lord or Lady of the dance with ease! 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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                        Deeter Decosta - Dance Your Pixels Off - July 23rd, 2007 
                         
            Dance is a green light that opens the doors of communication and allows one to seek and meet people that 
may be of romantic interest. The music often dictates the interests of people that gather for the dance and helps 
sometimes to determine the general age grouping of those seeking the type of music offered for dance. It is a quick 
way to meet people and converse. Dance can also lead to relationships that are concrete and real. Even in a virtual 
world. 
 
             My own personal experience with dance on SL has been positive and helped bring forth a relationship from 
the virtual world into the real world. Today as I sit and pound my computer keyboard, by my side sits my virtual 
partner in the real world. Our meeting, our relationship, our love all started with a SL dance. There is nothing virtual 
between us at the moment as we touch, caress, kiss and hold hands together as she explores my country with me. 
For now, she is here, concrete, real and the cyber dance, cyber reality formed the bridge to our real life experience. 
Thousands of miles in cyber space often put us together in minutes and the reality of many hours of plane travel 
began our introduction and meeting in real life.   
 
            I owe the dance the real life love I am experiencing now and the bond my virtual partner and I have formed 
from that first initial dance. During it we talked and learned about each other as the music played and we became 
lost in the topic's of conversation between us. The music secondary to our interest in each other as the bond 
between us began to manifest while dancing and talking. 
 
            The dance has a long history be it in romance or celebration. It is found on pictures on artifacts. Dance is 
essential to our expression as human beings and our need to communicate and socialize. History reflects this and I 
suspect it will continue well into the future generations that come along well after I am pushing up daisies. It gives 
reason to find something to celebrate and come together as human beings so we can be the expressive 
communicative beings we have always been. 
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July 24, 2007 Summer (Or Winter) Daydreams 

In the summertime, yard work is as inevitable as shoveling snow in the winter (for those in 
snowy climates). You're outside with your shovel doing that move-it-over-there thing. Where 

do your thoughts drift? 

**Standing on the train platform at Knightsbridge station, I curse myself for wearing such a short, loose skirt as I 
struggle to keep my modesty.  My legs are getting so many lewd looks from men of all ages, even at this early hour 
of the day.  And the soft chiffon floral blouse I’m wearing dips just above my cleavage, pearl buttons strained as the 
canvas bag slung on my shoulder pulls at the delicate fabric.  But the outfit had looked so good this past weekend 
when I was shopping on Regent Street that I had to have it.  It was a little sexy for my days spent wandering in book 
shops, antique stores, and museums, but much more feminine and flattering than the jeans and pullover shirts I 
had brought to London in my suitcase.   I am determined to spend the day –** 
 
“Mommy!  Lookit what I found!  Look!!”  A dervish of knees and gangly arms whirls closer with puppy-like 
exuberance, propelled by outstretched hands come to offer me a stony sacrifice.  I wipe the sweat from my 
forehead, careful not to get dirt from my blue calico gardening gloves on my face.  I look up into the bright face of 
my four year old son.  
 
“Yes, that’s a very pretty rock.  Why don’t you go put it back in the garden, please?” 
 
“But I found it for you!   Can I help?”  He tosses the rock aside and reaches for a leafy stem of the lavender.   
 
“Not the flowers!  Don’t pick the flowers!  Mommy’s pulling weeds, sweetie.  Here, I’ll pull the weeds and you can 
put them in the bucket, okay?” 
 
He frowns, but then perks up when he realizes he gets to stay by my side.  And we form an easy uninterrupted 
rhythm for a few moments.   
 
**I am determined to spend the day lost in the British Museum, and have my sketchbook and journal tucked into 
my shoulder bag.    I look down the dark tunnel, as the tell-tale rush of air and distant approaching light draw a 
rush of passengers to the edge of the platform.  I am swept into the car with the tide of morning commuters.  I 
stand and hold the cold smooth pole with one hand and clutch at my shoulder bag with the other. 
At Green Park, we stop a few moments longer than at the other stations, and I use the time to shift my bag to the 
other shoulder.  When I put my hand back on the pole, I brush a warm masculine hand that has taken the place 
where my hand was.  Blushing, I turn quickly to the man standing close…soclose…behind me and murmur “sorry,” 
looking up at his strong handsome face through lowered eyelashes.  He has thick dark hair, and deep dark eyes that 
barely glance my way over his copy of the financial section of The Times.  His masculine smell infuses itself into my 
senses as the last few passengers push their way onto the train, making it impossible for me to avoid brushing my 
back against him.   The movement of the train sways my hips gently against his thighs.  I feel warmth spreading 
from between my legs up my spine and making my breath come quick and fast.  I can feel his heat behind me, his 
breath on my flushed neck.  I turn around and --** 
 
“Can I play with the bubbles?”  He drops a dusty handful of weeds half in and half out of the bucket, wipes his 
hands on his grey knit shorts and gambols off to the garage before waiting for an answer.  I prod at a stubborn 
dandelion stem that threatens to invade the space where the black-eyed susans reside.   I shift my weight from one 
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knee to the other and look across the humid fescue lawn to watch my son’s blond head intent over messily pouring 
bubble solution from the large discount store bottle into his blue plastic bubble wand tray.   
 
“Remember, that’s all the bubbles we have, so don’t spill too much.” 
 
“Okay, I won’t.  LOOOOOK!  A BIIIIIIG one!!!”  He chases his own creations around the redbud tree.  I turn back to 
the mulch-covered patch of topsoil that thinly hides the native clay dirt.  My attempt to bring delicate order to this 
hot and humid prairie landscape quickly becoming folly in the July morning heat.  A patch of encroaching chickweed 
demands my attention. 
 
**I turn around and slip my hands around his neck, pulling his face down to cover his warm lips with my hungry 
kiss.  His tongue takes over my mouth with surprise and delight, while I press my tender body against his unyielding 
torso.  I wrap one of my legs around him, pulling his growing hardness into the ravenous heat between my thighs.  
We kiss with increasing intensity, oblivious to the shock of the passengers around us.  The train lurches and slows 
for the next stop.  I snap back to reality and wonder what he could possibly be thinking standing so close behind 
me.  ** 
 
“I’m thirrrrrstyyyyy,” he makes a two-syllable word into a four-syllable demand.  “Can you make me some 
lemonade, please?”  He smacks his bubble sticky hands together, sending rainbow droplets spattering on the 
sidewalk. 
 
I survey the small bed of flowers, now devoid of weeds.  Colorful seed heads nod gentle thanks as I gather up my 
bucket and tools, stand slowly and stretch.   
 
“Yes, lemonade sounds good.  I think I’m finished for today, anyway.” 
 
--Calliope Delgado 
 
 

 
 
 
I actually got to thinking about this topic the other day while I was out "riding our range," as small as it is, on our 
riding lawnmower. I thought about what I was thinking about and discovered it really didn't go into any great 
philosophical depths. While keeping an eye on the clouds gathering overhead I was hoping our still much needed 
rain would hold off just a few minutes more until I could finish what I couldn't finish earlier in the week because of 
the same scenario. At the same time I was hoping it would start to rain and either cool down our summer 
temperatures for a little while and/or also give me a good excuse to quit early again!  
 
While avoiding trees and low hanging crepe myrtle branches which left some blossoms in my hair, I started musing 
on why some clever wag had never installed an odometer on riding lawnmowers. Hhhmmm. From the time I was 
first mowing the yard as a teenager at home with my parents until now, how many miles would I have covered? 
Certainly enough to have mowed my way across America. Could I have earned enough frequent mower miles in my 
back and forth stretches and loopy squares to qualify me for a trip to Alaska? I frowned as I spotted a couple of fire 
ant beds getting started in the corner and made a note to come back with the ant killer. But in Florida they go with 
the territory and it's an ongoing battle just to keep them at bay. 
 
If I had pontoons or wings on my lawnmower could I have headed out across the sea and mowed my way across 
Europe? I don't think the Sahara needs much in the way of mowing, but the sandy soil in our yard frequently gives 
me a literal taste of what it would be like. Have I circled my yards enough that I could have circled the solar system 
instead? Are we the only "intelligent" beings in the universe who consider any plant in our yards that we didn't put 
there on purpose to be a weed?  
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I'm not a gardener by nature. A plant in my care quickly throws up its leaves in surrender and becomes another 
addition to our growing cemetery of dead plants. The gardening gene seems to have skipped me in favor of my 
siblings who have yards that gardening magazines would love in their centerfolds. I know I do not always mow 
what they would consider grass. It's a combination of various plant species, some unidentified, but with occasional 
watering and the sometimes rain, usually manages to give the appearance of a green yard from a distance.  
 
I'm done. I discovered with some dismay that the part of the yard that I did finish earlier in the week is almost ready 
to be mowed again. Maybe I'll be the one to put the odometer on my lawnmower and see how far I can travel! 
 
CeAire Decosta 
 
 

 
 
                        Sunny Daze 
 
Standin' in the sun as the heat pours down, 
gotta keep diggin' this hole in the ground, 
Rhythm of my shovel the only sound, 
Sweat makin' puddles deep enough to drown, 
heapin'  the dirt up in a great big mound. 
 
 Far into the distance my thoughts they go, 
 Back to my days of playin' rock 'n' roll, 
 When I felt the music down in my soul, 
 I can still recall our very first show, 
 Tiny ass stage in a little hellhole. 
  
 Sweatin' 'neath the lights as our songs we played, 
 Couldn't see too far in the smoky haze, 
 Wall of sound surounds us and then decays, 
 Did our final encore and then got payed, 
 Loadin' up our stuff we were in a daze. 
  
 Never did cut that demo like we'd planned, 
 Bass player quit to become a lawman, 
 Drummer left too, when he married Suzanne, 
 I didn't try to start another band, 
 Worked for Uncle Sugar as an aidman. 
  
 Pull myself from the past back to today, 
 There's a time to work, and a time to play, 
 Gotta finish up by the end o' day, 
 Memory often leads the mind astray, 
 But the job seems easier now, someway. 
  
   
Harman Mayo 
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The Year of The Plastic Flowers 
================== 
 
In all fairness, it had seemed like the perfect trade-off.  
Arne was the occupant of the ground flat, and Mathilde, the one with the basement. Leifur, the incredibly shy 
owner of the ground flat had never been seen since last summer, when he had been in the garden. 
Not that he had actually been doing anything. In all fairness, one could have said that he was assessing its 
potential, a faint shadow against the last of the evening sun.  
 
"He's off his rocker, that one," said Arne, judiciously scratching his beard, leaning out of the window towards her. 
 
Mathilde couldn't help but agree, although she was gentle enough not to say it. Leaning out of the basement 
window, banging  against the grill, she nodded up at her neighbor. 
 
"You're well?" 
 
Mathilde nodded again, but  not from shyness. Arne had been a neighbor for so long that they had developed a 
rapport ever since she had moved in two weeks after he had, and had been overheard complaining bitterly that her 
hot taps would not turn on.  The next morning, caught on her security grill was the red and white striped parachute 
from a child's toy. Attached to it was a tiny spanner, and a tiny note in Arne's cryptic handwriting that advised her 
to let the water run for a while before drinking it.  
 
She returned the favour by buying a balsawood plane, strapping his favorite chocolate onto it, and slingshotting it 
over the gate and straight into his balcony. Simply posting it through the cast-iron letterbox was just too easy, and 
besides, she rather appreciated a little fun in her life as an an office clerk.  
 
The gifts were never extravagant, never romantic. Sometimes, it would just be a paperback that Arne had chosen at 
his store for her; once, Mathilde had flown a  leaf skeleton to him on the origami of a flyer about  nature walks  in 
Thingvellir. 
 
But after seeing Leifur in the flowering garden above her, she decided to ask for a boon.  
 
The first letters ( two posted, one thrown onto the patio as an origami snail) went ignored. A sticky note on his 
window (placed by Arne, with a lot of fishing line and luck) merited the same lack of attention.  
 
But the next week, just as summer began properly in Reykjavik and the offices sweltered, Mathilde found a single 
plastic sunflower planted in her window grill. She kept it there and went off to the markets for a bunch of plastic 
tulips. 
 
The month passed. Some days, it was roses, on one occasion, a multicoloured windmill shaped like a daisy. Their 
windowboxes bloomed. 
 
Leifur moved out: the new owners were a couple who could not see the funny side of objects dropping past their 
windows, and so they issued a formal letter to all lodgers. 
 
"Some people," Arne sniffed, out his window. "No sense of fun. Your idea of the flowers, now - genius."  
 
Mathilde paused.  
 
And then recalled the sunflower, and the cool shadow above her as she had taken it. Leifur? 
 
"Perhaps not mine - but it's our, now. For all of the year. Forever." 
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And Arne laughed, watching her wave, commanding the very building into blooming. 
 
-Ngaio Miles- 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, July 24th, 2007, Winter Daydream 
 
The snows have fallen on the earth 
And all is quite 
I take the board, push it away 
So I can move the car today. 
 
A tiring task, 
And boring too, 
My mind clicks on, wanders far 
Where will I go today in my car? 
 
Forget the car, 
My mind has gone, 
It floats to skies, all crisp and blue 
I switch the thoughts, my mind to you 
 
I wonder what you’re doing? 
All busy in your office space. 
Are you giving us some thought 
Our space in time from SL bought. 
 
The space we steal 
Moments, hours 
Should we continue this song? 
It’s been going on now for far too long. 
 
What will the conclusion be? 
That, we cannot see. 
We’re stuck in this twilight zone 
A man, a woman, in orbital cone 
 
Our animations are perpetual 
As the fairies infinitesimal 
We dance, we play, as Jack and Jill 
We give, we take, each other thrill. 
 
The snow falls down 
I won’t be going into town. 
I’ll creep inside, turn on PC 
I’ll beam myself cross lines to thee. 
 
I press and press the plastic top 
Nothing happens, now I hop 
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I realise before too late 
The lines are down, crashed at the gate. 
 
This makes me start 
I feel my heart, it’s still intact 
I pinch myself, give self a tweak 
I’ll have to wait now until next week. 
 
And then I realise, I’m mad. 
This is just a silly fad. 
What am I doing?  I think of my plight. 
Get out some paper and start to write. 
 
A letter now, to Linden boss, 
Stop the account please before all’s lost 
In time, in space, in pastures blue, 
Spinning around, there, in pixels with you. 
 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
                        Deeter Decosta - Summer Daydreams - July 24th, 2007 
                         
                Just so happens I was recruited this very evening to play with a shovel for some yardwork a female friend 
required. Daydreaming comes naturally when I assign myself to such menial work. She used all the right words and 
compliments in ensuring her recruitment of me was solid. The ole my gender is weak when it is convenient thing 
that she pulls out of her back pocket when grunt work is necessary. Today was a good day for it. I had just bid 
farewell to my virtual partner as she ascended into the very real billowy white clouds in the horizion on a plane for 
her trip home. I was feeling a little lonely, perhaps a bit lost now that the person I had spent nearly every minute 
with during the last two weeks was gone. My cell phone rang only a few minutes later, a welcome sound to distract 
my focus and thoughts from her. 
 
                Sheila and I have been friends for a few years. We tried the relationship ruse and found we were better off 
as friends than lovers. I knew she was feeling a bit left out with my virtual partner occupying my attention and time 
the past few weeks and also knew she was seeking assurance that our friendship was still intact. She asked of 
course if my virtual partner was gone and quickly responded with a request for help when I confirmed she was. 
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Poor weather as well as my infatuation with my new love interest delayed the planting of a few shrubs she had 
planned for her backyard. Apparently the muscle and putting a spade to the ground a chore more suitable for the 
male gender than the female as per her opinion.  I agreed to help with a promise of a cold beer to wet my parched 
throat at the end of the tasks.  
 
                The evening sun beat down on us as I listened to Sheila bring me up to speed on what had happened in her 
life since the arrival as she called it. Beads of sweat gathering on my forehead without expending an effort yet. We 
gabbed for close to a hour before I finally sunk the spade into the ground. Digging the holes in the diameter and 
depth she requested as she disappeared inside her house to busy herself with some other household chores that 
needed tending. My thoughts drifted off to whatever was occupying or busying my mind as they often do when I 
am busy with a repetitive or menial task. At the moment it was my virtual partner Sid. A visual of the past two 
weeks dancing across the big screen in my minds eye as I replayed the most significant moments of our time 
together. Often times an almost surreal feeling as I caught myself wondering if my mind was playing tricks and I 
was still in a virtual reality. Yet always receiving confirmation that indeed it was all very real and transpiring before 
my eyes.  
 
                I was lost in the caress of the memory of a few days earlier when Sheila bellowed my name from the 
backdoor. Apparently she had been watching as I stood motionless with my right foot on the top of the spade 
hunched over with the handle against my chest. She was not happy and queried me as to why not one shrub had 
been planted yet. A half hour had nearly passed and she could not understand why I was lacking effort. On her 
suppostion that perhaps I was daydreaming about my virtual partner I nodded yes. No sense denying what was too 
obvious to those close to you even despite the distance or location. My daydreaming won in the end and the spade I 
imagine still is sticking in the grass as I return to the virtual reality where the daydream began. 
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July 25, 2007 Life in a Sandbox 

It used to be a good place to try kissing. It was also a pretty good place to hit somebody with a 
plastic rake. Around these parts, it's a good place to build a giant wooden floppy penis that 
changes colors and sings the Banana Phone song when you touch it. What's your sandbox 

story? 

Life in a Sandbox 
 
Settling into the corner of the Douglas Park sandbox, I watched my boys charge into one of the abandoned plastic 
playhouses. Then I watched them run back out, chased by a beautiful girl with long brown curls and a big plastic 
spoon. They stood just out a reach as she shouted at them for invading her house, waving the spoon in a way I 
hadn't seen since my grandmother last babysat me, about thirty years ago. They decided to take up residence in 
the  abandoned playhouse next door. I watched for a few minutes to see if this was a “play together” day or  a 
“hang on Mommy” day.  
 
Satisfied that they were sorted for a few minutes, I returned a call to my oldest friend. My cousin Sandra was born a 
few months after me. We grew up together a few miles apart until we were about six, when her family moved to 
rural Mississippi. Since then we have only seen each other may be once a year, if that. We grew apart as teens and 
then grew close again when we started having kids ourselves. Calling her is a pretty relaxing past time, since she 
does most of the talking. 
 
“Hello,” she said in a tired voice. 
 
“Its me,” I replied. 
 
“Hey girl!” her voice perked right up. “Let me put on a show and get outside here.” In the background I could hear 
the TV show start. “Okay, I'm back. How the hell have you been?”  
 
I heard a flick of a lighter and could picture her tilting her head to avoid lighting her thick, long, red hair on fire, 
especially the bangs where she put the most styling gel. Learning the head tilt had been one of the tougher lesson 
he summer when we were sixteen. She really looks better with some hair on her hair line.  
 
“Not too bad. Kids are well, husband is still around, and the bills are paid. You?” 
 
“Well, embarrassed as hell, frankly. You remember my cousin on my other side, Lisa? Well, I was talking to her last 
night. You know she got divorced last year and only sees her kids on the weekends, which I do NOT understand. 
Mine drive me nuts, but I can't stand not seeing them. Anyway, she called to tell me she was in a threesome last 
month. I said that must have been hard, since no one could play the other hand and how did you know who was the 
dummy. She laughed at me. At ME? Can you believe that?” 
 
I started to giggle. Although Sandra was a vegetarian Democrat in a red state, she was oddly innocent. 
 
“Then she told me that she and her sawed-off runt of a snaggle-toothed boy toy brought one of HIS cousins back to 
the double wide with them. I told her I knew she was lying because two guys and a girl doesn't even make sense. I 
mean how does THAT work? Then she explained.” She paused for a breath. 
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“Ah, yeah, it works for some.” I tried not to laugh, but it sounded better than the snorting I couldn't hold back. 
 
“You KNOW about that? Well, I should have known you would, living in a big city out there. We have 900 people in 
this town, counting the dogs. I haven't heard of that kind of thing. My husband apparently has. He swears its from 
the internet. It has BETTER be.” I heard the lighter go again.  
 
“Well, then she tells me that she and Foot, his nickname 'cause he is too short to be an asshole, I kid you not, decide 
to try a three-way with a girl they found in a bar near the park last weekend. Can you IMAGINE? Then Foot and his 
cousin get in a fight yesterday and Foot loses his other front tooth, all because the cousin wants to try a three-way 
with Lisa and another girl and Foot says no way. And the cousin can't afford to go the professional route. If you 
know what I mean. I don't know what is more embarrassing, not know about threesomes or being related to Lisa.” 
She took a deep breath and let out a laugh that turned into a wet cough. “So what the hell have you been up to out 
there in crazy San Francisco?” 
 
I wiped the tears out of my eyes and thought for a minute. “Hmm, I am researching micro wind turbines for the 
house, since solar has such a polluting fabrication and end-of-life issue.” 
 
“Wild and crazy as ever, huh?” 
 
“That's me.” 
 
“I miss you like hell, girl.” 
 
“Me too.” 
 
Bhavavah Voom 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, 25th July, 2007:  
 
Life in a Sandbox 
 
I had teleported to my favourite sandbox to rezz up my purchases.  It had taken me a little time to understand how 
to open boxes but I now felt that the concept was mastered.   I rattled away with my shopping, dropping each bag, 
one at a time, at my feet, transferring the contents to my inventory and cleaning up afterwards.    A master rezzer 
at last1 
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A young girl avatar arrived near my spot.  She was having difficulty opening a box, so I offered an explanation.  She 
happily rezzed away as we chatted over our SL experiences.    
 
From nowhere a young dark avatar arrived and threw something at both of us.   We stared in amazement at each 
other and then to the young stranger.    
 
“What you give me there/” the lass requested. 
 
The young man did not reply but waved as he teleported away. 
 
“What is it?” I enquired. 
 
“No idea,” she replied, “but he had better not be up to mischief!” 
 
I made my good-byes and carried on my journey as more shopping awaited.   
 
Later that evening I stopped by Inkster’s and had a chat with Sammie.  I told her about the experience in the 
sandbox and the ‘gift’ which I had received.   She suggested I tried it out so that we could investigate.  I wore the 
gift and immediately fell to the floor of the library after spiralling around in a puff of smoke. 
 
“I don’t know what it is, but you look drunk!”  Sammie remarked as she ROFL. 
 
I detached the offensive item.  I shrugged my avatar shoulders and giggled in turn.  
 
Later, I looked up the words describing the gift: 
 
‘Porro con efectos’ = Marijuana with its effects. 
 
Well now I have experienced substance abuse for the first time in life!  What next in SL? 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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July 26, 2007 Partner Repair 

Good news, in Second Life version 1.19, they'll have a tool whereby you can repair the faults 
and foibles of your lover. What things do you need to fix first on your partner? 

Partner repair (july 26) 
 
Annablume Kaminski 
  
I come home, still wearing my coat, I switch on my computer. I hope he's online. Clicking on the SL icon, I see I have 
to download the next version 1.19 first. “Be patient”, I say to myself grinning. In the bathroom I throw some fresh 
water on my face and run my wet hands through my short brown hair. “Gentlemen prefer blondes?” Well, too bad 
for them. 
Finally I am able to log on. Just before I am in, the daily message catches my eye: “Do you want to repair the faults 
and foibles of your lover? Check out the new tool now!”  
My lover. Thinking of him makes me smile. We've known each other for 3 months now. He is terrific, what could I 
wish to change? 
    Checking my friends list, I see that he is not online yet. I feel disappointment coming up, but push it away. He's 
probably held up at his work, I say to myself. Maybe one of his kids got sick, or it could be his wife wanting him to 
do something. 
    I look at the screen. Slightly bored I click on the new button. The menu unfolds, a list of options appears. The top 
button deals with appearance. Now that I think of it, my lover doesn't look that great. I know, many men in SL don't 
bother much about their looks, but if I am honest, my lover looks like a guy suffering from severe depression. Let's 
start with his hair. I replace his prefab avatar hair with long blue prim hair in a tail. That looks better. Oh, and i 
have to make him smaller. He is so tall, my feet always dangle in the air when we dance close. Some more muscles 
will do him good too. In a few clicks I change him into the most gorgeous looking avatar in SL. 
    Then I see the button 'real life'. The options seem to be endless. I can actually change his work, his personal life, 
his looks, everything. Without giving it much thought I remove his job and transform him into a rich guy. Now he 
will have more time to spend with me. I’m getting all excited now. With four clicks his children vanish one by one 
into the trash can, followed by his wife. 
    Within a second I see him come online. “Ding ding”, I hear the IM calling. “Where are you my love, I missed you 
terribly. Let’s go dancing.” 
    Under the stars we dance, he holds me tight, my feet are firmly on the ground.  
    “How was your day?” I ask him. “Well, I spent all day on the golf course,” he replies. 
    He starts telling me about his near hole-in-one, mentioning all the details about the length of the grass. I want to 
ask him about his project, but I realise that he is not into that any more since I removed his job. His continuous 
talking makes my mind wander off after a while. I start to clean up my inventory. I check my email. My gorgeous 
lover doesn't seem to notice, he is talking about his two new cars now. My butt is starting to hurt from sitting in my 
computer chair, my eyes are getting sore from staring at the screen. 
    “Why don't you come over?”, he asks me suddenly. “I would love to show you my estate.” 
I try to explain that it is impossible for me to leave work right now, I've several deadlines coming up 
    “Oh sweetie”, he sighs, “you don't have to work anymore, I can give you everything. You know what? I’ll send my 
jet tomorrow to pick you up.” 
    I feel my hands trembling when I type: “I have to go to sleep now, bye, kisses.”  
    My IM box shows that he is typing, but I log off. 
    Somewhat dazed I remain seated for another 5 minutes. Then I get up, slip into my pyamas and trudge into the 
bathroom. I brush my teeth, and stare in the mirror for a while, running my hands through my long blonde hair. 
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Things I hate About You - April Clapsaddle 
 
 
So many things to hate about you 
Like the gum that you always chew 
I hate how you like to order for me 
You sometimes laugh inappropriately 
 
I’m not allowed to talk while you watch the news 
Never much liked your taste in shoes 
Your constant need for my attention 
And the things I shouldn’t mention 
 
You always choose the music we listen to 
Decide where we go, what we’ll do 
Then you go home to someone else instead of me 
I hate being part of your fantasy 
 
Your huge ego, your arrogance 
I hate how you lead me on a dance 
You don’t like the truth when it puts you in a bad light 
I cant get you out of my head day and night 
 
The thing that I hate most about you 
Is loving you when I shouldn’t do 
I feel stupid I must confess 
Nobody to blame but me for this mess 
 
I know that I am not a fool 
Loving you breaks all the rules 
I hate that you don’t choose me 
But neither will you set me free 
 
 

 
 
                                                              Deeter Decosta - Partner Repair - July 26th, 2007 
                                                               
                            If ever there was a subject paramount to suicide this is it, partner repair. If a virtual partner caught 
wind of this subject and some legitimate complaints one would could be unleashed into singlehood. Naturally on 
record, my virtual partner has no faults. She is a perfect little lady without bad habit. Off the record...well..um..yeah 
could spicen up a few things for sure.  
 
                            Sidney likes to be around me much of the time when I am in this virtual world. No she is not needy 
and never complains when I tell her I have things to pursue solely on my own and without interruption. Patiently 
she waits and my conscience starts slowly but surely tearing at me until I eventually abandon what I am doing 
knowing the amount of time that has passed since I have pursued an interest. I am one of those people when 
something strikes my interest can get buried in it for hours on end without any concept of time.  Hell... most guys 
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would be glad to have a woman like this. No complaints and willing to pursue most anything you want to do. If 
Sidney has any fault...it is being too perfect. Yeah you heard right. I think there is a side to this male that cannot 
deal with someone devoid of complaint. She stands patiently by and goes about doing some things on her own but 
one IM and she is there for me in an instant. But like anything, this male needs something to complain about and 
that is it. I unfortunately am not devoid of complaint and need to bitch a bit everyday just to feel that my world is in 
balance. 
 
                             From the beginning she has accepted all my faults of which I am sure I have many. I have cut off 
conversation adruptly and gone to pursue something while in conversation with her and still, she stands by for me. 
Yes...I have been rude and also crude at times but still...she goes through it all ...unphased and her perfect little 
sweet self. Maybe someday she will crack and my avatar will face the wrath of a lot of pent up frustration and be 
virtual knifed or shot to death. Seems to be the preferred way in domestic disputes that go over the edge in real life.  
 
                              Initially it did not bother me. I mean my self centered little world went about its business without 
thought or consideration for this perfect little lady that never complains and accepts me with all my faults. Yet 
recently I find, I start to feel that too perfect little lady thing getting to me. We do not argue or fight. How can one 
when the other never complains. If a guy were setting up a perfect model for a partner Sidney would sure to be part 
of that mold. At least for most guys but not me. I think I have this conditioning imprint that needs a woman to bitch 
at me. At some point during the course of the day I need that nagging or whining I have come so accustomed to in 
other relationships with the female gender. Perhaps it keeps me sharp or perhaps it brings back a memory of dear 
mom nagging at me to pick up my clothes or clean my room. I hear tell that men pursue a female like mother and 
the female a male like father. My mom was a nag for sure and still is.  
 
                              Sidney and I have met in real life recently as I have wrote about previously and she is as perfect in 
the real world as she is in this virtual world. No complaint, sweet and patient. I am the older of us by some years 
though feel like the child at times because of how sharp she is intellectually and in terms of maturity. Perhaps 
Sidney is a little too grown up compared to me and I have some catching up to do. Certainly she is far different than 
any other relationship I have ever experienced which ultimately all led to failure being the repetitive creature I am 
in way of habit. Seeking out the same type of women for relationship until ultimately you find one far different and 
you go..uh oh..this one is far different and why do I find such a strong attraction. I guess in some ways I feel a bit of 
the noose tightening around me which indicates that perhaps my free roaming ways are about to come to a 
screeching halt. After all, it never bothered me before my self centered ways and suddenly I feel guilt and other 
mixed emotions as she patiently stands by for me to finish with whatever preoccupation I am in pursuit of. A part of 
me wishes she was not so perfect and perhaps it is an excuse to allow me to continue with my womanizing of which 
I could at least find some greater fault to break off the relationship. However, at this time and in this relationship, 
my impending doom is surely written in the horizion. 
 
 

 
 
New Broom 
========== 
 
If it wasn't the towels on the bathroom floor, it was the hair in the sink. And then there was the case of the missing 
beers every Saturday. The occasional borrowed shirt, left to rot in the bottom of the wardrobe. 
But, oddly enough, David didn’t mind that. It was just… 
"What?" 
David stopped looking at his Cheese Supreme and shot his partner a glance that was meant to convey pity and 
nobility, but perhaps achieved ‘indigestion’. Then he said it. 
 
“Jeff, I…” 
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And John stared at him. Hard. 
 
“Dave, for the third time this week, I am not Jeff. Please. Whatever you want to say to that loser, I don’t want to 
hear it, OK?” 
When actually, he did - just to salve his curiosity. And jealousy. David, warm dark eyes and charm, was never that 
forthcoming about his past; only ever saying that the flat was as old as any of his former relationships. 
And that he’d moved in three years ago. John’s heart, though, hadn’t been willing to listen to his head. Was it his 
fault, then, that 14 months later, David still hadn’t remembered who he was? 
 
Instead, he drained his glass. “What was he like, Jeff?”  
 
David dramatically rubbed his head, and put down his food. 
“You don’t want to know.” 
 
“Maybe I do.” 
 
David knows it’s a bad idea to agree, a worse one to try and ask him to forget it. It’ll only be the memory-clear 
descriptions of someone else’s heart and mind and why they ended up alone again.  
 
John isn’t buying it. He can see David, lost in memories and trying desperately to change subject. The game, for 
instance. Food. Telly. 
 
“Well, he was obviously more interesting than me. What did he do that I don’t?” 
 
David is smiling. He can’t help himself.  
He remembers once, the garbage bags going rotten outside the flat because someone refused to put them five 
paces away on the kerb.  
 
 “Cleaning up. We fought about that. “ 
 
But it was, in truth, more than the cleaning. It was laziness, dirt in the wrong places, in everywhere that shouldn’t 
be. And the fights! All epic quality. Like the time that five plates had been thrown, in succession. They’d had to eat 
supper out of the packets, greasy pasta staining the sofa as they made up.  
 
“I can imagine. You must have driven him crazy, you and your cleaning.” 
 
And David almost cries in a laugh that startles John. How could he know?  
Jeff had barely tolerated *his* dirt. Love was when he’d tried to atone for all the mess he made on a regular basis, 
playing Augeus in his own stables. Trying to change so much. But they both knew, mud sticks. 
Jeff would, in his mind, be forever linked to the scent of pine fresh. 
 
And that was something that he knew he could never say to John.  
He hugged him tight, and managed to whisper. 
 
“Ok, then. I promise. No more Jeff. A clean sweep.” 
 
 
 - Ngaio Miles –  
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Skye Soderstrom, Partner Repair, 26th July, 2007  
 
Partner Repair?  
 
I look at the screen and now you’ve turned grey 
There’s much of the lag in our town today. 
Click on the buttons what will I do. 
I can’t get my love clear or straight through to you. 
 
Now I can’t read it, your throbbing love note 
The letters just lines, the words that you wrote. 
My shirt’s melted down, my bra it appears 
I am now reduced to avatar tears. 
 
We look, lying there, as two dying dolls 
From the House there of Horror or perhaps of Wax 
Our love it is melting, our beings are lax. 
But we’ll stay there forever we made a love pact. 
 
Up pops a message right corner, blue box 
Ed’s Place is playing the latest, ‘Top of the Pops’. 
Oh boy, I’m tempted to quit, here and now 
Log in again, look for new talent and how! 
 
The screen has come right, just in time for our love 
The stars now are shining in dark sky above. 
I look at your eyes, there gazing at me 
I love you so much, I’m blinded you see. 
 
I gaze at your form, so handsome so fit. 
No complaints here from me, for me this is it. 
I don’t really care if you’re pink or you’re grey 
Just stay as you are and love me this fresh SL way! 
 
Skye Soderstrom© 
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July 27, 2007 Pets 

The longer I'm in Second Life, dogs, bears and dragons keep accumulating in my inventory. 
Tell us about your real, imagined, or virtual menagerie. Extra credit for using the word 

menagerie! 

                                                                                    Deeter Decosta - Pets - July 27th 
 
                        My menagerie concerns this very INKsters group. The hell with the animals. Where else can you find 
such a varied group of unusual people. The pets I have in inventory pale in comparison to some in this writing 
group. Not too sure about their wildness but certainly have a collection.  
 
                        The first pet I obtained I was given free. It is a cute little dragon that attaches to my shoulder and 
follows me around. I never got instruction with it but on occasion it belches out a phrase in french of which I do not 
understand. Yeah the person giving me the gift was french. She was cute too and I was hoping to get to know her 
better but instead she turned out to be the dragon lady. 
 
                          I have a number of virtual dogs. In real life I have George my bear dog and tried to find something 
that resembled his dark mangey ugly ass self but failed in that attempt. This virtual dog is more respectful and 
behaves better than my own Georgie. It goes about its business and plays with its toys, is obedient and is never a 
bother. George on the other hand can be a pain in the ass and likes to give me a taste of the tongue he uses to 
clean his own every morning. It is his method to waken me every morning and also recently a signal to release him 
to chase the latest female bitch in heat in the neighbourhood. In the past months I have noticed some puppies 
wandering the neighbourhood with the same ugly ass features as my Georgie. Thankfully, there is not Doggy Puppy 
Support yet but give the government time and they will tune into this concept. For now Georgie is free to jump the 
bitch in heat of his choosing and continue to marr the appearance of the future litters of pure breds in the 
neighbourhood.  The black virtual dog is a bore really compared to George and at the moment as I write George 
lays at my feet taking in the cheesy gorgonzola aroma of them prompting him to give me a gentle lick on the toes in 
between his ass cleaning. My other virtual pet a Dalmation is also a bore compared to Georgie but never gets in the 
way as well. I have found the virtual dogs too obedient and perhaps the creators should factor in some of the more 
common doggie tendencies of RL dogs though minus the tongue licking of their private areas. 
 
                           I bought a virtual horse. A couple actually and have much fun with them though they too lack the 
tendencies I have come to expect of my real life pets. I do ride in real life and where I live are real life cowboys 
though I am far from one myself. My horse in real life is nothing more than what they deem a ranch horse called 
Nugget. He did not cost much and I get a bargain in his upkeep with a little lady on the ranch that looks after my 
nugget for a small stipend in return. Nugget and her are the best of friends and when I happen along on a day I 
want to ride...well...I am not too well received. Nugget likes to bite me right on the shoulder on occasion and 
anyone that has received a horse bite can appreciate how much it can hurt. I am always leary about turning my 
back on Nugget and make sure I have eye contact with him because he is very quick to bite me when I am not 
looking. I hear in Switzerland from my Swiss girlfriend they eat horse so I have now resorted to telling Nugget if he 
does not behave he could end up on the dining room table of some hungry Swiss person. I don't know why I keep 
him really. He has bucked me off numerous times and has attempted to kick me as many too. I do not know what I 
ever did to piss this horse off but it is clear he does not like me. Wish I had known this when I bought him but he 
was on his best behaviour the first time I rode him and since the purchase has been the horse from hell. The little 
lady that looks after him thinks he is great of course and cannot understand why he hates me so but even she 
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agrees there is a mutual dislike between us. I have tried to bargain with her to buy Nugget but she has other fine 
horses of better breed and quality to occupy her time. For now I tolerate the bastard but am considering paying a 
visit to the local slaughter house and butcher and sending my girlfriend some horse meat for xmas. Nugget remains 
unphased by my threats and still continues to attempt to bite, kick and buck me off him. I cut short my ride the 
other day even with the sweet little lady that usually accompanies me on such rides. Nugget is a pain in the you 
know where much like my other pets. 
 
 

 
 
Housebroken 
============ 
It felt odd when I first clipped the collar around his neck, but we had both agreed that today would be the day. 
“Honey, I feel like I’m catching your ruff. Is that leash ok, or am I pulling you?” 
 
His reply was, of course, gruff. “You’re doing fine, sweetheart. Just lemme get my bearings, sniff around awhile, and 
then you can walk me home.” 
 
He looked lovingly up at me from the tiled kitchen floor, where I’d put a bed down for him beside the stove the 
night before. He’d been pretty firm – no hair on the bed, not allowed in the cellar and to be kept in the kennel when 
the neighbour’s kids were playing out. Naturally, he’d been a bit embarrassed about it, but agreed that he might 
have to use newspaper squares for a while.  
 
I never once imagined that after I had my cake-decorating classes on Wednesdays down at Falls River Methodist 
Hall, I’d be housetraining my hubby before taking him walkies. I was a happy woman, a housewife: Doug worked as 
a sales rep for Lucas Timber, and Tommy was fifteen, going on thirty.  
 
You see, when Doug had his first Change – I always think of it like that; as natural, he says, as what happens to 
women later in life  - he had explained it very rationally. The supervisors always love Doug’s presentations, he’s  so 
clear on points. He even uses colour diagrams, and that night when I came back from shopping for Eliza Wright’s 
baby shower, he had it all prepared for me in a PowerPoint.  
 
“You see, Sandi,” he explained, “There are these –urges- a man gets, every once in a while.” 
I blushed. As if I wasn’t old enough to know it! 
“No, honey,” he soothed. “These urges we’re talking about, it’s to rip sheep apart.” 
 
Well, that one had me floored. But the more he explained it, the better I understood. Apparently late-onset 
lycanthropy is pretty much inescapable, and has turned more than one generation of Wilkses into feral, ravaging 
monsters. But when he got to the part about silver bullets, I smacked him on the hand and told him that we were a 
strong couple, and that Oprah had been discussing family breakdown just that lunchtime. We shouldn’t let it come 
between us, and if necessary, there was counselling.  
 
He sounded relieved. “Honey, I’m so lucky to have a girl like you”.  
 
He doesn’t really look that much like a wolfman. 
In the day, he just looks like he’s a heavy metal musician, beard everywhere. Though at night, he changes ; he 
reminds me of my border collie, Rex. But bigger. 
 
And so tonight, we set off for our first walk, my hubby and I. And then I think: moonlight walks. Though he howls 
every five minutes. 
“Oh Doug. You old romantic.” 
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Ngaio Miles 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, July 27th, 2007 
 
Pets! 
 
They sit and wait patiently, my two working cocker spaniels, Mijbil and Gypsy, earnestly eying my every movement.  
They’re wondering when it will be time for, ‘the walk’.   They live outside mostly, in a kennel with a run locked up 
safe and sound when I am at work.  The moment my car hits the drive everything changes.   Heads are tilted, ears 
are cocked.  I can open the car doors and take out my shopping, no problem.  I could remain at the front of the 
house all night but the moment I close the car door, all hell breaks loose!   They scream like a pair of banshees until 
I appear at the kitchen window then all is quiet again and the two heads strain over the top of their wind shield just 
to make sure I have ‘landed on the teleport.’  
 
My first task on arrival is to release the hounds.  Out of the kennel they run, ‘comforters’ in mouth and circle 
concentrically around the garden.  Next, I have to play catch for a few moments before I muck out their little home.  
They have their supper as do I.   Their second meal of the day as breakfast is at dawn.  I always leave them a ‘Kong’ 
toy each, full of treats and sealed with peanut butter, their favourite!  When supper is over and I have managed to 
fit in my duty call to the old man, its time for, ‘walkies’.  I change my gear and that’s it the alert alarm is prepped.  I 
have to sneak my trainers past the kitchen door, if they catch a glimpse; I get no peace until I am ready to go. 
 
“Howl!” 
“Howl!” 
“Howl!” 
 
Collars and leads on now, I take them out to the jeep and into their box they jump.  This allows me time for a call of 
nature and then knapsack at the ready, I drive to the beach. 
 
On arrival, I open the rear of the jeep and out they leap, tails in perpetual, wagging mode.  I throw their ball to 
move them clear of the car park onto the path.  Gyp retrieves hers and I throw again.  Mij is off sniffing, ball in 
mouth.  I have a launcher stick and I’m sure I could have won Wimbledon this year with all the practice I’ve had!  I 
launch Gyp’s ball again for her.  It lands in nettles.   Gyp looks at me, head low and cocked to one side. 
 
“Find your ball!”  I command. 
 
She gazes at me again, head sinking. 
 
“Mij, help your sister!” I add, masterfully. 
 
Eventually, I retrieve the ball, fingers now stung and swollen…..and it’s not true….dockens don’t grow right next to 
nettles!   Hand now swollen and green with dock sap, I think to myself. 
 
“Who is the retriever, here?” 
“Who is the pet?” 
 
I guess they keep me because I am the consistent, retrieving, entertaining, and best mucking out, kennel maid 
around these parts!  What do you think? 
 
Sky Soderstrom © 
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July 28, 2007 Jackie Bouvier Kennedy Onassis Birthday 

She set the style for a generation. What's your style? 

                                            Deeter Decosta - Jackie Bouvier Kennedy Onassis - Style - July 28, 2007 
                                             
                How can one compare their own distinct style without mentioning an icon such as Jackie O locked in this 
heading with her impressive mark on history and fashion. No doubt the former first lady with her french influence, 
firm resolve and mark as a Double Day Book editor will have a long lasting impression on history. 
 
                  I am not a fashion type guy for the record. I follow the same mass marketing trends as most of society. 
My style is merely to climb into a pair of my stained tattered sweats and roam about my place behind the confines 
of the four walls that house me. At times I am perfectly comfortable walking around in my own skin until some 
interruption signals me to get dressed such as an appointment or knock on the door. Unfortunately I do have to 
leave my abode to get the necessities of life and pursue things that help me obtain the necessities of life and 
therefore must dress more appropriately in public. However I am at my most comfortable in my sweats that miss a 
couple of washing machine loads each month in order to keep them intact and falling apart even more. However I 
have discovered that my adopted tattered and ratty sweats style is catching on with some of my friends as 
witnessed by a few earlier than usual Sunday morning visits to their homes. 
 
                     Brent or Homer as I sometimes call him, a real life friend of mine, has a resemblance to Homer Simpson 
and owns a pair of sweats even more tattered than my mine that I have found him in on my earlier than usual 
Sunday visits. Sunday is my preferred day as it seems I am sure to get an invite for breakfast or brunch by a friend 
just by putting in an appearance. I once commented on the fact that his sweats were worse than mine and he 
responded they were perfectly comfortable and what he preferred to wear when he did not have to don his three 
piece work for the man suit. He also offered I was the one that put him on to the sweats thing as I always am 
wearing mine when I am home when he visits. His wife Nancy I have found in similar attire and when queried 
responded in the same manner as Brent, so perhaps I have had some influence in my circle of friends when it comes 
to style. That is, if you want to call it style.  
 
                        My closest friend, Macky follows the same trend though he wears cowboy boots to compliment his 
sweats. He wears an old pair of Nike sweats with a faded check mark logo you can barely make out on the sweat 
shirt. He like Brent, Nancy and myself swears they are the pinnacle of comfort and his preferred clothing as well 
when he is away from the eyes of society at large. He goes about his yard work wearing a pair of well worn cowboy 
boots and his old Nike sweat suit, well hidden from the prying eyes of his neighbours given the extent of the land he 
owns. I have never asked him who started the sweat thing first though going way back into our association am sure 
it was me. He used to be the one always with an eye for fashion and often accused me of owning far too many 
sweat suits. The advancement in years and the growth of his belly I am sure were a strong influence in his 
embracement of the sweats today.  
 
                           As far as I am concerned, the older the sweats are, the better for comfort. I think back to the day 
when my father used to roam the house in his stanley undershirt which today we would call a muscle shirt. His 
favourite was old and tattered much like my sweat suit. He wore a pair of old loose fitting faded cotton pants to 
compliment his undershirt which had stains firmly embedded in the white material on his chest that never would 
come out despite many cycles of washing. I also remember feeling uncomfortable when my friends came to visit 
and did what I could to avert them from the presence of my father in his attire. More often than not I was 
unsuccessful and I would cringe as he talked to them unaware of how tattered the clothing looked to my less than 
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impressed friends. Later they would comment on it and why dear old dad would wear such clothes when during the 
week he was such a sharp dressed man. I suspect my attraction to sweats has a large part to do with my own 
upbringing and seeing the man that had the most influence in my life parading around in his Stanley undershirt and 
loose fitting faded cotton pants. Either way, the style was set long ago and in the end, comfort to me is more 
important than the style itself. Sweats compliment this very easily and especially so when they are used in fashion 
by the role models in the public eye. My hat is off to the inventor of the sweats and failing sweats am sure I would 
prefer to parade around bare assed instead. For that, my friends owe their gratitude as well to the inventor of 
sweats.                                            
 
 

 
 
Imago 
======= 
 
The day she died, it was a tragedy in slow-motion. I could feel it, somewhere nestling within the silk scarf that I’d 
bought the day before. Hermes.  
But my mind kept straying to the photograph I had on my dresser, just beside the blusher and underneath the 
lights.  
A Bouvier in a pale dress that floated like tulle, and a ghostly smile over white gloves as she gives that tiny smile, all 
loving knowingness, before she mounts the stairs. For some reason, I loved that moment. It captured the all-before, 
as society held its breath for a bride. She had the world as a bouquet in her hands. 
Not that I really ever married for love.  
 
Time passed. I found Diana as a model, had my hair cut in that pageboy bob as she did, and changed my 
foundation twice before I found her base colour. And, of course, I carried it well. I, too, felt the pressures of the 
annus horribilis: ’92 came and went as seasons do, but something had changed. I became more reckless. 
I was extravagant: I spent on Versace, threw away the D&G rags I’d hoarded. It was a new age, a new time. My life 
went unparalleled by the full, rich one of the Spencers. I lost my lover. It seemed kinder at the time to let go, but I 
knew. It wasn’t in my nature to forgive so easily, but I was determined. I would, without doubt, have that cool. That 
mystique. 
But once September came, in a dull ‘97, I couldn’t look at myself in the mirror anymore. I didn’t know who’d be 
there. 
Others followed: Madonna, Eva Peron, Audrey Hepburn once again. They never lasted. I bought the infamous 
safety-pin dress; I was probably the one in front of you for the new Balagencia. My lovers came and went like the 
most flimsy of fashions, and they did not comment as I grew older. 
 
“So en vogue,” one said. “Classic style.” 
 
 I demurred. Classic was not mine, and not enough. Even by the age of nine, I realised that my body was a blank 
canvas. That I could be anybody. Oh, but how I fell in love with the idea of being someone else, someone who was 
not born with dishwater hair and poor teeth, and living in Magnolia, Arkansas. 
I kept the photos. The tiny black and white ones of Jackie in her wedding dress, leaving one rich house for another, 
all her hopes and dreams hidden by that beautiful smile. 
I didn’t tell them about the single suitcase I had packed before moving to Long Island, getting a job as a secretary 
only to date the boss. I returned home with one of many who allowed me to type and be pretty. You could get away 
with it when you were twenty, and beautiful.  
Years passed, love dying before he did. But my real style still remains, as ever.  
I see it even now, practicing my half-smile, turning down the stairs, into the light. 
 
 - Ngaio Miles – 
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What’s My Style? 
 
What’s my style, well you may ask? 
I ask myself, as it’s the task. 
It’s not the Skye you view in world. 
It’s not the girl who hangs in gold. 
 
I’m a simple little being, not big on flashy style 
I like to walk my dogs each day and dream a little while, 
At night the metamorphosis takes shape 
I wear at touch, my sophisticated gape. 
 
Its easy in SL, the plastic surgeon’s painless. 
Anything can be bought to rezz 
A body, skin or dressing, 
 Just buy some Lindens then your set, to get a mate, no messing. 
 
Back to RL now, the real and boring me 
With casual gear and hair astray, walking the dogs along the beach 
I’m blown away, beside the sea. 
Or ready, business like to teach. 
 
Trainers on my feet, they’re great 
For comfort when I’m walking 
A sweetie in my mouth to chew 
So I can’t do much talking. 
 
I walk along the beach each day for several miles and more 
I through the ball, the dogs jump up, it lands into the sea 
They stand and look at my old clothes 
Then shake their coats on me. 
 
No bling each day to make me smile 
No pierced and shining earring 
I’m just a plain old mum you see 
Old gear and wet suit wearing. 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
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July 29, 2007 Park Benches 

Ice cream in hand, your little avatar finds a nice park bench under a shady tree in a pretty 
virtual garden. What do you see? hear? taste? feel? smell? imagine? 

    Music from a radio DJ wefts through the warp of conversations and laughter all across the park this early autumn 
day.  Hundreds of small tents and tables dot the grassy commons in the midst of town, laden with art and 
handicrafts that artisans have crafted over the past year.  I’ve made my way from one perennial favorite to another 
and discovered new treasures among the pottery, prints and garden ornaments, and now a more primal need than 
the desire to buy art draws my focus. 
    Scents of funnel cake and bratwurst vie for my palatial attention as I weave through families and lovers toward 
the food vendors.  I am calculating how much I can spend on food and still be able to buy that completely 
unnecessary but totally desirable necklace of silver and lapis.  Eventually, one hand grows slippery cold with 
condensation from a plastic cup of freshly squeezed lemonade while the other hand takes on warmth from a foil-
wrapped sausage and bun oozing spicy brown mustard and kraut.   
    I settle on a bench to indulge my hunger before getting back to my annual quest for household and personal 
adornment.  And then I see them sitting on a bench across the sidewalk from me. 
    She’s got beautiful skin and dark hair piled carelessly on top of her head.  Her blue and green batik cotton 
sundress settles easily about her thirtysomething body.   She’s kicked off her Birks and folded her legs under her on 
the bench next to her Anglo-dread wearing boyfriend.  His pile of socialist-eco-political pamphlets would blow away 
from the spot on the bench next to him if his guitar weren’t sitting on top of them.  And they are both eating plain 
vanilla ice cream cones, smiling over the softening tips at each other, eyes sparking, pink tongues swirling 
languorously around the frozen white mounds. 
    I can only bite and chew slowly, hardly tasting anything as I watch their exchange, trying not to stare so 
obviously.  She spirals her tongue around the confection from tip to base, then draws the whole of it into her mouth 
and pulls it out again, now with a fraction less volume than before.  He counters by licking in short vertical strokes 
from cone edge to tip, working all 360 degrees.  She runs her tongue hard around the edge of the cone, and I see 
melted cream pushed ahead of her tongue until she laps it up with one quick flick and roll of her lips.  He bites the 
top off, and then wraps his lips around the now flattened vanilla peak, melting it in his mouth.   
    Sharp pain jolts me to awareness that I’ve reached the last bite of my brat and have carelessly bitten my finger.  I 
rub it on the cold lemonade cup as the cacophonous sounds of the art fair seep back into my consciousness.  
Looking over my straw as I take a few sips, I see that the couple has finished their dairy dalliance and that I have 
missed all but the obligatory munching of the sugar cone.   
    They stand and walk away, hand in sticky hand, to continue their own quest for world peace while I stand and 
decide that the simple pleasures in life, like that of an ice cream cone or a silver and lapis necklace, are too precious 
to be counted in coins. 
 
--Calliope Delgado 
 
 

 
 
                                                                Deeter Decosta - Park Benches - July 29th, 2007 
                                                                 
                        I do have a bench I favour in this virtual world for listening to chat and viewing the habits of people. 
The bench is of the stone variety and sits on a parcel of land on Tamique Island Fantasy Resort. I moved to it when 
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Sammie Pippen moved the pink piano from the INKsters libary I was so fond of writing from to allow us INKsters to 
meet and converse in a more comfortable setting when she redecorated. Sammie apologized for this but did not 
need to. I remember a night when Nebbisk Oh and I discussed having such a place for that purpose. The 
redecoration followed shortly after. A purchase of a grand piano of my own I thought would solve the issue but 
unfortunately did not. One day I happened upon this bench here at Tamique and use it almost extensively now to 
write my prose from and other material. The bar near my pool is my next favourite place for writing and seems to 
appease my virtual partner Sidney that I am actually writing and not off chasing skirts or trying to seduce the 
neighbour when she is in the virtual world. 
 
                        I like the bench because it has a couple of grey squirrels nearby that remind me of a park bench in real 
life also made of stone with grey squirrely residents as well. The virtual bench is situated close to a tree with 
platforms for lovers to fly to and try out the poses situated on them. Imbedded on the tree near the platforms is the 
dark figure of Peter Pan. An orca whale jumps out of the water occasionally and a hot air balloon and large store is 
in view just behind where I sit. Birds chirp in the distance and I keep an eye on the low flying seagulls near the water 
though none yet have dropped a land mine on me. In front where I sit I can see the waterfalls and in the distance 
avatars caught in embrace or a kiss. The whole theme of the Island really is of the romantic variety and kiss poses 
and the like are scattered throughout the resort. A nice place to come with the one that has caught your attention 
and affection. The creator(s) have done a very good job and there is much to see and... umm....much to do. Even a 
cave for those wanting to get even closer to one another. A  leopard that growls sits lazily in a low hanging branch 
on a path near the waterfront some distance behind where my bench is located and always catches whomever I 
have chosen to bring along off guard. I find it peaceful and today more so than others it is quietier than usual. The 
lovers I surmise have taken this holy day off or are played out from the activities of the night before. 
 
                        Many times when I write I catch the conversation in open chat of lovers expressing themselves to the 
other. Often I think they must be new or younger than my virtual self though find just as often they are not. Surely 
they must know there is IM and now even voice chat. But still, they converse openly, professing their love for each 
other and flying off into the distance to be near the falls to kiss, embrace and perhaps report later to the cave for 
more heated action. The talk for the most part revolves around, baby, princess, darling, sweetheart, kiss kiss, hug 
hug, love you, love you too,  and occasionally badda bing badda boom. Not that I am one to talk. I have used the 
same conversations at times and still do. The mush and gush flows in the appropriate circumstance or situation. I 
do however try to keep it to the private chat channels away from the view of those in public places. It strikes me 
odd that they converse so openly with the confession of their feelings though there may be something in the way of 
affirmation to do so in a public forum. Even the extrovert in me would be uncomfortable with public confessions of 
this type of love talk though I have mistakenly dropped such conversation into the wrong chat channel before with 
a quizzical response in return. My best friend in RL and SL responding with, "I love you too," followed by a big LROL 
in chat. 
 
                         I come to this park not just for the serenity of it all but as you have probably already figured out for 
the lovers that pass through. Yes and I have met some female avatars here that I have struck up conversation with 
and flirted with and oh well ultimately dated on occasion. I have been asked what I am doing here sitting alone by 
the opposite gender and my response is usually always the same. "Like you..checking out the hot buns walking 
around." Tonight a female avatar by the name of Alison asked me the same question and I held back my standard 
response. Not many people and felt like some conversation. I told her I was writing and she wanted to know about 
what. Hmmm....would you believe a park bench.  
 
 

 
 
Ah - a moment to relax at last! It's so hard to spend your time eternally driven by the muse. For a few minutes, 
however, my mind has not one scrap of poetry drifting through it. 
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I gaze up at the sun as it passes swiftly through the sky, and marvel at the beauty of the rays flowing fom it like 
arrows of light. Er, scratch that - it's really just a cool sun. 
 
The tree above me whispers in the breeze, hinting at secrets to be discovered by the one who dares to search for 
them. Um, I mean I like looking at the tree some nice person rezzed here - really, I'm not waxing poetic. 
 
The bemch feels warm, and lifts me skyward like an offer to the gods - uh , no - i just sit on the damn thing and 
that'll be enough said. 
 
My ice cream caresses my mouth like a lover's - STOP!!!!!! 
 
Ok - fine! Guess I'll just have to get back to my !@#$ poetry. 
It was nice to almost be distracted, though. 
 
Harman Mayo 
 
 

 
 
The Pixel Park Bench 
by Lorelei Larsson 
 
This virtual world can be more stressful than the real one at times. Everywhere I go, a seemingly endless parade of 
female avatars in overly spiked heels and ridiculously skimpy clothing with names that in some way relate to sex. 
Shouting, gesturing, guns popping off, extremely new avatars, replicated versions of the same look, following me 
around, asking me where I’m from, it is not always pleasant, this world. The environments I find include a never 
ending supply of cute flexi dresses and escorts for hire, either online or off. 
 
Finally, I find a lovely little garden. A stream runs through a private area that seems to have been built to sooth the 
nausea I’m feeling as a result of too much Second Life consumerism. The music streaming is a soft, gentle solo 
piano piece. The sounds of running water, birds chirping, a soft breeze blowing all whisper to me to stay awhile, 
relax, and pretend that this  perfectly natural place is something beyond pixels. I walk around, pleased to see no 
frozen statues of deer or raccoons, just natural looking plants, and colorful trees, full and perfectly formed, gently 
blowing in the wind. 
 
 
I look up at my mini map and cheer silently to myself as I see no other green dots around me, near or far... I am, in 
this world, virtually alone. I continue walking along the bumpy edge of the stream, admiring the flowers, no too 
densely spaced, and the occasional blooming lily pad on the surface of the water. I take a deep breathe and can 
almost smell the wonderful freshness, the clean simplicity of this environment. I make a landmark, noting the 
location and hoping, somewhat cynically, that this wondrous garden will be long-lived and not replaced by some 
obnoxious BDSM sex club. 
 
A ways off, across a little wooden Japanese bridge, I see a park bench, overlooking the creek. A little hummingbird 
darts around me as I head over to it. I move slowly, looking and absorbing all the details, enjoying every aspect of 
the short journey to the oriental inspired teak bench. I have a seat. I silently thank the person that has built this 
lovely place and left it open for wanderers like me to enjoy. 
 
A Zen-like feeling of peace overcomes me, and I find myself wishing that such a perfectly peaceful place could be 
found in my real life, but I quickly block that thought, not wanting to interrupt the relaxation that I’m feeling at the 
moment. 
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I lean back in my real life computer chair, and close my eyes, and for a few glorious moments, I am really there. 
 
I look at the clock and realize my time in my lovely world is over, and my real life looms before me. I sadly log off, 
but breathe one last breath of the peacefulness that has been shared so graciously by an anonymous resident of 
Second Life, generous enough to share their vision of tranquility with me. 
 
 

 
 
*Envision the words carefully since I've noticed some virtual gardens look as good as the real thing, if not better* 
 
Even slayers need to unwind a little from all the slaying and turning bloodsucking scum into free floating dust 
particles.  I may be immortal, but as Nicola has said several times since adapting to the speech of my time, I need to 
chill. 
So after her pleading and demands, I've decided to go to a local park, have an ice cream and just sit somewhere.  
Whoo, fun. 
 
After buying an ice cream from the shops, my favourite at that - a triple chocolate scoop with two flakes, sprinkles, 
hot chocolate sauce and some crushed nuts.  I can't gain weight what with being immortal and all that. 
Now then, somewhere to sit while I wolf down my chocolate overload of a treat. 
 
Here we go, a nice park bench overlooking a lake, there's an old tree standing over the bench and shades it quite 
well from the glare of the sun, not that the sun can bother me too much other than the sun glare. 
Not fussing over it like some do, I sit down and slowly lick my ice cream, savouring the rich, sweet flavour on my 
tongue, the coldness of the ice cream making my taste buds tingle.  As my lips catch some of the ice cream, the skin 
tingles in response from the temperture of the treat and I sigh with content, bliss. 
 
My eyes take in the surroundings as I indulge myself of my treat.  The grass is a mix of greens, browns and yellows, 
the brown and yellows mostly in areas where the grass is dying or dead.  I can see the brown soil underneath in 
some places. 
There are areas of flowers planted around in intervals around the park, many different colours ranging from 
standards like white and red to more lively colours like sharp oranges and sudden pinks.  So many beautiful flowers, 
so much beauty for the eye to see. 
 
The lake is mostly green and brown, whoever said water was blue clearly doesn't live in the real world.  There are 
some ducks and a couple of swans lazily swimming on the top of the lake, which is calm and glistening in the sun.  
It's a mild day, not too hot and not too cold, just right. 
I can hear children playing nearby, their cries of delight and innocence in the air as they play whatever games they 
are playing.  Their mothers or babysitters are likely sitting nearby, watching over them while chatting about 
whatever topic they have to chat about. 
 
As I finish my treat, I can smell the scent of the lake and the flowers, I can smell the earth as well.  Even the air itself 
has a scent of a mild day, the kind of scent that calms and sooths.  Even the grass has a scent if you focus enough. 
I listen to the birds above chirping away to one another, going about as nature has intended for them.  It makes me 
think of some silly joke, birds chirping, cat hunting, birds pulling out guns and opening fire at the cat.  Silly, yes, but I  
like the image and I chuckle softly to myself as I picture what one bird says "Just try it kitty!" as it pulls out a gun, 
making the cat dance as bullets hit the ground at it's paws. 
 
After finishing my treat, I inhale softly and exhale, slowing my pulse to an almost meditive state.  As I do so, I can 
feel my body relax and the air itself even seems to feel different to me.  I feel at peace. 
As I take in everything around me, I find myself imagining a scenario where I might be doing this if things hadn't 
gone the way they had.  I would be a normal mortal, just relaxing on a mild day in a peaceful park.  Though normal 
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itself is hard to define. 
 
 
There's a bleeping sound in my daydream...no, wait, it's my mobile.  I answer it after taking it from my pocket and 
flipping it open in one quick move. 
"Aye?"  I ask. 
"Come see this"  Nicola replies at the other end. 
"See what?" 
"Just come see"  She hangs up and I sigh, at least it was nice while it lasted.  Back to reality.  Maybe I'll get to do 
this again another day. 
 
Reina Beaumont 
 
 

 
 
                                                                                The Fleeting Moment Of An Avatar. 
 
 
    My avatar sits down on a bench under a shady tree where it is nice and cool, with a vanilla ice cream cone in 
hand, and soaking everything in for a moment. Looking at the beautiful garden taking little licks of the ice cream, 
savoring the sweet vanilla flavor, the avatar ponders about how surreal the taste is. While doing this the avatar 
looking at the garden notices that none of the plants have any imperfections that can be seen, they appear to be 
perfect in every way. Looking over slightly to the right a cluster of roses can be seen and they give off a light 
invigorating scent, this too seemed very surreal, even though the scent was light it seemed almost too good to be 
true. Everything seemed to come together just perfectly, as if the fate of a hand or two had meant it to happen. The 
avatar thought to himself "What if there is a being watching me this very moment guiding everything into place for 
this moment to happen?". As the avatar began to think more deeply about this little insight.... "ERROR: Unexpected 
Exit", "Would you like to send a bug report?". 
 
 
 
 
By: Robert Ogg 
 
 

 
 
What a nice place this is. Virtual ice cream, pink flowers, pine trees waving gently in the wind. Almost like the real 
world, except I don't have anything this nice where I live. Especially not hundreds of feet up in a medieval tower. 
And so I sit, and imagine I can actually smell the flowers and the pine sap. 
 
"WHERE'S YOUR DICK? WHAT KIND OF A MAN ARE YOU?" 
 
So much for peace. Two naked avatars run through the park screaming obscenities at each other. K, who was 
sitting beside me, gets up and pushes them both off the edge and into the abyss. 
 
"If they don't know how to put their clothes on, they probably haven't learned how to fly, yet, either" 
 
She sits back down beside me, and I can imagine her smiling. But I wonder. Naked people, nasty sex joints, people 
shooting me in the sandboxes, protesters accusing me of being some kind of secret policeman, all on my first day in 
this world. Is it really worth my time? I deal with enough morons out in my first life, I don't want to see them here. 
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K gets up and walks to the edge of the rooftop park. 
 
"Hey," she says, "you've gotta come over here and see this!" 
 
I get up and walk to the edge, and look where she's looking. The hills are all dark and in shadow, and everything 
looks blue. 
 
"Look at the mountain over there." 
 
I look for a moment, and then it happens. The sky turns red, and the hills catch fire with color. Dots of pink appear 
everywhere, and the pine tree beside me glows. 
 
Maybe its not so bad after all. 
 
Yeah, I think I'll stay. 
 
*** 
Sodovan Torok 
 
 
 



P a g e  | 102 

 

July 30, 2007 Henry Ford Birthday 

His little idea to make a car worked out pretty well. Tell us about your best (or worst) car 
ever. 

Old Car, New Car 
 
“How is the milage on the car? Is it pretty accurate, about 25 miles to the gallon?” asked the dealer, eying my 
twelve-year old, newly washed and waxed Integra. 
 
“I usually got a little better than that, but I drive slowly,” I replied, remembering the drive home eight years before 
with my new lover and our newly adopted kittens. The shy little queen had curled up inside of my shirt and shivered 
in fear. The bold little tom had dragged himself claw over claw up to my shoulder, screamed for the first half of the 
drive, puked in my collar, and settled down for a snooze on the back of my neck for the last ten miles. I had driven 
extra carefully so that I wouldn't disturb them.  
 
“Have you done a trade-in before?” he asked, making conversation as he went over the car.  
 
“I traded in the beater that my family gave me when I went off to college a few years ago,” I said, keeping up my 
end of the chatter just to fill the air time, trying to hide my yawn from jet lag. 
 
While we chatted, I watched him evaluate the trade-in value. Trading in my Integra felt much harder than the first 
trade-in that I had done, eight years before. I knew that I needed to get a new car, but this was still the first car I 
bought with my own money. The third-hand family car I had traded-in previously had seen the tipsy mercies of my 
dad, the stressed kid-hauling of my mom, and the teen driving of my older brother before I got my crack at it. It was 
great to get my first car free, even if it had holes in the dashboard. Even worse, my dad had glued old carpet bits 
into the holes the day he took the keys from my brother for the last time and gave them to me, permanently. 
Having my own car was worth the two loads laundry that my brother tore up in his drugged fury, including my 
collector's edition concert t-shirt from The Stones final tour. 
 
“The upholstery looks great, too. You took care of this car, huh?”  
 
“I got regular oil changes, kept it pretty clean, and tried to keep its value up,” I recited from my prepared spiel. I 
concentrated on yesterday's research on How To Get The Best Trade-In Value.  
 
Looking down at the passenger seat, I remembered the night the year before that made me decide to end the seven 
year relationship with my ex-lover. After two years of almost complete silence and separate beds, punctuated by 
my long, heartfelt, mostly one-sided talks about seeing a marriage counselor, I'd gone out drinking with a single 
friend. My job was wing man and designated driver. She had ended up chatting up an entire sports team from 
another country in for a big tournament and offering the cutest one and his wing man a lift back to their hotel 
when the bar was closing.  
 
I drove us the couple of miles while my friend snogged the guy in the back seat. His wing man and I sat talking in 
the parking lot for another hour or two. We talked about our work, about our families, about almost everything. 
Finally he pointed to the ring on my finger and said, “If I was your man, I wouldn't want you to go out on your own. 
Especially with her,” he said with a smile as he glanced up at the hotel room he was theoretically sharing with the 
friend who was theoretically showing my friend his collection of tournament awards and exchanging contact 
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information. It had been years since anyone had talked like my companionship had any value. I leaned in very 
slowly and kissed him. Then I kissed him again. He tasted like dark beer, salt, and clover. 
 
He pulled back and looked at me, then up at the room. “I am captain of the team,” he said with a sexy smile in his 
even sexier accent. “I could send our team out for a training run since its almost dawn and we could have the room 
for ourselves.”  
 
“I'm sorry, but I shouldn't have kissed you. I won't go to your hotel room. I have some thing to take care of before I 
do that.” 
 
“We'll do what ever you want. You are the queen here,” he said quietly. Looking around, he found gas receipt and a 
pen. He wrote down is number and address in his country. “If you are ever single and back there on a business trip 
again, please look me up.” 
 
The sound of the salesman's voice jolted me out of my memories. “I'll give you two thousand for the car towards to 
hybrid you chose earlier. How does that sound?” 
 
“I'll take twenty-five hundred for a trade-in or I'll just sell it myself.” 
 
“Now, how are you going to drive home two cars? You can't just leave on here,” the sales guy said with  an 
overconfident smile.  
 
“I have a friend who can come by now and drive this one home. He was thinking about buying it anyway, since he 
just moved here recently.”  
 
“Well, if he will give you twenty-five for it, I think you should take that deal instead.” 
 
“Yeah, I think I will. Its a better offer.” 
 
Bhavavah Voom 
 
 

 
 
                                                     Deeter Decosta - Henry Ford Birthday or A Deal is a Deal - July 30th, 2007 
                                                             
                        The first car I owned was my best and my worst for a variety of reasons. It opened the doors of 
opportunity but also taught me a lot about responsibility and maturity. I knew none of this of course when I set my 
plan in motion to purchase the 1968 Cougar. All I did know with certainy is that Ricky the chick magnet, a few 
grades higher than me in school and my mentor albeit not the best a teenage boy could have, owned it. He also 
promised to sell it only to me if I had the cash for him before the end of summer in my tenth grade. He even offered 
a reduced price for me and only me. Hell... how could I go wrong. The car looked good, the girls jamming the seats 
inside it were gorgeous and the cassette sound system rocked. All I needed to do was get my drivers license and 
save up the dollaro to purchase the car from Ricky. He even found me part time work on the weekends and nights 
so I could make the purchase from him. His father owned a construction company and was always looking for 
people with a strong back and weak mind. I fit the bill perfectly. My father even agreed to come up with half the 
cash for the purchase of a car if I earned the other half. What a deal. How could I possibly not go for it. 
 
                         I stayed focused on obtaining the car. My closest friends complained I never did anything with them 
anymore and always I told them I could not afford a movie or a dance or to go for fast food. My excuse was I was 
cash poor though they knew better and knew I had to be if I wanted that Cougar. Ricky usually came around the job 
site while I was sweating in the sun or drenched to the bone carrying a couple two by tens or two by twelves on my 
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shoulder to the carpenter I was assigned to. Everyone working on the project were warned well in advance of his 
arrival simply by the rock music blaring in the air from his car city blocks away. Rickys' father simply shook his head 
and went about his business upon hearing the music. He followed this by throwing his hands in the air when his son 
brought the car to a screeching halt onto the job site. The teenage girls filling the inside of the car giggled as he 
swung open the drivers door allowing a cloud of smoke to escape as he hopped out and offered greetings to anyone 
in close proximity. Each visit had him receiving a few dollars from his dad. Once he had the money he would  seek 
me out and talk briefly. Ricky would remind me that the Cougar was soon to be mine if I kept working hard and 
saving. It was good advice coming from a lazy man.  
 
                         Every payday I would put my cheque in the bank and look at the money in my bank account grow. It 
was satisfying seeing the number increase in increments I never imagined before and a bit of a shock to see how 
much I was accumulating. This only spurred me on more. I put in as many working hours as possible after school 
and on the weekends to reach my monetary goal. Often arriving home to my parents already sleeping and a cold 
plate of dinner waiting to be warmed up. My school marks suffered that year but I wanted and needed that car. 
The parents expressed concern realizing how driven I was to reach my goal and worried about my health. My father 
even offered to lower how much money I would need to come up with for the purchase. Offering to pay a greater 
portion. I refused telling him a deal was a deal. I could tell he was proud of me and he responded by saying I had 
grown up a lot since taking on my new job. I suspect he lost sight of the fact that my ulterior motive was all related 
to raging hormones, teenage girls and rock music. 
 
                          The day finally came for the purchase. Ricky even had the Cougar cleaned waxed and shined in 
preparation for the purchase. My father as promised handed me an envelope with the money he had promised. 
Only a week remained before school began and I had told Rickys' father I was quitting his employment to enjoy 
what remained of summer vacation. He gave me a pat on the back and assured me that I would always have a job 
with him when I wanted to work again. In the driveway as I approached Rickys' house was a brand new silver 
Corvette. Beside it my deep shiny black Cougar with the white interior and my name on it. Ricky came racing 
outside to meet me and we hopped into the Cougar. He hit the gas hard as the Cougar initially lurched for a few 
seconds on the automatic transmission and than kicked into gear. A strange whirring sound could be heard from 
somewhere underneath the hood of the car but increasing the volume of the fabulous sound system took care of 
that noise. Making a right turn resulted in a grinding sound from the right front passenger tire. Ricky assured me it 
was a sound that had been there since he owned the car without cause for concern. He turned the music up even 
louder to mask the sound for future right turns. I noticed two big cigarette burns on my seat and Ricky told me of 
this good vinyl repair stuff for that sort of thing that was not very expensive. Pulling into the insurance place the 
brakes squealed loudly when he applied them but again I was assured it was no biggy. Deep down inside I knew I 
was about to make a big mistake but followed through anyway. A deal was a deal. 
 
                           To my dismay immediately after the purchase the brakes failed just before pulling into my parents 
driveway to show off my new car. A tow truck had to be summoned to take the car to the nearest gargage. A phone 
call a little while later from the mechanic on an estimate to repair the brakes turned into a horde of deficiencies 
requiring attention. Turns out my teenage nest egg was not enough to cover all the repairs needed. He also advised 
me to get rid of it at the first opportunity upon repair. The car had obviously been in a few accidents he said and 
rust had been covered up with a good thick coat of paint. Looks like it has been driven hard also he offered. He 
advised the car was not road worthy until all the repairs he listed were completed. I turned to my dad on receiving 
the news in hopes that his earlier offer on more money towards the purchase still stood. Solemnly he shook his 
head to the negative and muttered a deal is a deal. For almost a year I stared at my car parked in the driveway. I 
worked for Rickys' father saving enough for each repair that was required before it was road worthy again. The 
repairs exceeded the original purchase price. Ricky oblivious to the state of the car while serving as his fathers' 
shadow after high school graduation offered me another great deal. First right to buy his silver Corvette when he 
was through thrashing it. I took the mechanics' advice when the Cougar met road standard and listed it for sale. 
Ricky seemed geniunely confused when I told him I was selling the Cougar. He offered to help however in the sale 
and convinced one of the new labourers that worked for his dad and him what a good car it would be. Ricky despite 
good intention did however  undermine me on one thing. The purchase price which I listed above the price of 
purchase from him. Ricky informed the guy he was getting ripped off if he paid more than what he sold it for. I in 
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fact got far less for the car than the original purchase price and a good lesson in life and the trade offs one makes 
at looking at things strictly from the surface or without due diligence. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Henry 
 
Henry played with  wooden blocks. 
First he set them up in pairs  
and then he put them in a line 
running up and down the stairs. 
 
At times he made his line of blocks 
march straight across the room 
He pretended they were steam cars 
Hiss hiss, Vroom vroom 
 
Then he did the wierdest thing 
He painted all his car blocks black 
He painted tops and bottoms 
and all around the sides and backs. 
 
Henry really loved his line 
of jet black blocks so long and straight 
What went on in Henry's head 
To make hiim think straight lines were great? 
What an odd unusual game 
to make his blocks look all the same. 
 
Leslye Writer   
 
From my collection We Have Not Yet Met (working title) 
A book for children 
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My First Crappy Truck 
 
D-ents and scratches, this thing is looking  
A-ncient. It has Nissan written on the inside, 
T-his can't be a Nissan it looks to old. 
S-talls if you don't trick the gas pedal just right,  
U-nstable piece of crap this thing is. 
N-o way am I going to be able to smog this. 
 
Robert Ogg 
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, July 30th, 2007 
 
Henry Ford or Uncle Fun by another name! 
 
My uncle had an old Ford.  I think it was a Popular or a Prefect, black, with big side boards on which we often posed 
to be photographed.   Every Sunday he would drive us, auntie, cousin and me, on an outing to the seaside and we 
would have our High Tea at a café to complete our day, ‘doon the watter’, as we say in Scotland.  High Tea 
consisted of fish and chips, tea, toast and home bakes. 
 
One time, at Croy Bay, we became wedged in the sand and we had to push the old Ford off the beach.   Another 
time, when visiting Girvan, we noticed a small sailing boat. 
 
“Come in Chichester, your time’s up!”  Uncle shouted, he was always full of fun! 
 
(Sir Francis Chichester was just about to return to our British Shores from his round the world expedition in a small 
sailing boat) 
 
We always took a picnic for lunch and, no matter how hard we tried, the ‘sannies’ (sandwiches), always ended up 
gritty with the sand.   Auntie always put on a tasty spread.   We would change into our cozzies and out again by 
doing the ‘one towel tango’, an art you had to master as a beach bum in Scotland and then we would run down to 
the sea for a paddle, build sandcastles or play rounders, (Scottish baseball).  These were our halcyon days with not 
a care in the world. 
 
On the way home uncle would entertain us by inventing games such as, ‘ I licked it’.   We had to say this after 
everything he said: 
 
“I bought a juicy ice lolly.” 
 
“I licked it!” 
 
“I made a bacon sandwich.” 
 
“I licked it!”…and so on until the final crunch: 
 
“I found one of (our least favourite uncle)Uncle Jock’s smelly socks!” 
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“I licked it, yuck, yuck, eeeh, oooh!” we would reply in unison and fall about laughing. 
 
Henry T. Ford did you know the freedom you would bring to working people in Scotland?”  “Happy Birthday, Pal!” 
 
Footnote:  Sadly my uncle dropped dead from a heart attack while under his old Ford doing some repairs at the age 
of only forty eight.  Only the good die young. :(. 
 
Skye Soderstom  © 
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*ÕÌÙ χυȟ φττϋ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȭÓ (ÏÕÓÅ 

7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÁȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÌÉËÅȩ 

                                                                Deeter Decosta - Grandma's House - July 31st, 2007 
                                                                 
                    A story about grandma's hey. I think I am destined not to have one for submission. This is attempt 
number four. I had a complete story once and could not tp to the mailbox for delivery. The next day I find only one 
paragraph of my story remains so rewrite it. Again I try to submit and again tp problems. "Shit!", I say, try again 
later on that evening. That evening go to retrieve the story and dammed if I am back to one paragraph again. 
Decide I do not like the original story after all and do a complete rewrite from a different angle. Same problems 
again, no tp and well...you know it, back to a paragraph again. Maybe this particular granny I am writing about is 
reaching out from the grave to prevent ole Deet's from talking about her. Either way, I submit to you hopefully this 
last and final attempt. Deeter Decosta, August 1st, 2007. 
 
                    "Who the hell is this Adrienne?" The tall old grandma with long unkept stringy gray hair with a cigarette 
hanging out of her mouth said to my new girlfriend. 
                    "His name is Deeter Oma and he and I are taking many of the same classes together in university." 
                    "Hmmphhhh! He looks soft and not much of a working man compared to my poor old Frank. Come 
inside and take a seat in the livingroom. Watch the couch, it has a spring in the middle that sticks out catching 
people in the ass if they are not careful. I will make you some tea."  
 
                    Oma's place was a small white bungalow. The verandah smelled of mildew with hordes of old damp 
cardboard boxes stacked to the ceiling in places. The elements getting to the boxes from the large wire mesh screen 
surrounding it. Inside the house was a clutter of old photograph's of days gone by when Oma actually resembled 
something beautiful and her Frank a strapping handsome young man in colour and black and white. There were of 
course photo's of Adrienne and her family and some certificates of merit awarded to Oma for some dedication to 
work plastered on the walls of the house hanging crooked on yellowed smoke stained walls. An old large wooden 
console of an RCA TV was on in the livingroom with the latest version of Geraldo playing in black and white. A 
wooden cherry rocking chair with a large bundle of wool with knitting needles sticking out of it much like the 
springs in the couch that caught my ass despite her warning as I sat. The large flowery pink throw hiding the booby 
trap contained within. 
 
                       "Ouch!" I complained. Met with a cackle from the kitchen where the old girl hidden from view was 
preparing the kettle for our tea.  
                       "Your ass get bit?" She laughed as Adrienne rubbed my arm in sympathy. 
                       "Yeah it did." I responded, grimacing with a somewhat agitated tone. 
                       "Good! Your ass needs some toughening up anyway!" 
                       "Heartless bitch." I muttered, touching the ass cheek with my hand and feeling a long still swelling 
scrape going up the length of it. Pulling back the throw to reveal the springs and angrily bending them with both 
hands so their sharp edges were bent downwards to never strike out again. 
                        
                       It was apparent ole Oma and I were not going to get along from that moment on. Adrienne did her 
best to try and bring peace between us during the years we were together but nothing she said or did seemed to 
ease the tension between Oma and I. Often I would point out her overflowing ashtrays filled with cigarette butts 
and discarded burnt wooden matches to her. Warning her she would someday set her house on fire. Oma in turn 
responding by telling me to mind my own business and I was too soft to take up the habit. A working mans habit 
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she would inform me for men that actually worked and did not hide behind a desk. Oma equated higher learning 
with softness and desk jobs. 
 
                       One day on a visit Adrienne and I customarily made despite my protests, Oma was unresponsive to 
Adriennes' knocking on the door. We both peered in through the smudged stained window of the porch to see Oma 
in a smokey haze leaning off to the side of her rocking chair. An unlit cigarette hanging off her bottom lip. It was 
clear to me that something was amiss and Adrienne insisted I break open the locked door. The door too sturdy and 
finally in panic breaking the large front window to gain access. Smoke poured out through it into the open air. 
Quickly we both crawled through the window to Oma. Eyes open staring upward, it was clear Oma was there only 
in body. I suspected one of the ashtrays catching something on fire but found a frying pan on a still heated element 
on the stove with burnt unidentified contents and a still smoldering glowing red cupboard above the stove. Our 
eyes burning and calling for an ambulance between choking and gasping for air as I turned off the stove and began 
throwing water on the red embers. In the end, smoke in one form or another bidding farewell to a working mans 
woman.   
 
 

 
 
Skye Soderstrom, Grandma's House, 31st July, 2007  
 
Grandma’s (Grannie’s) House 
 
Grannie’s house was a little timber house brought from Norway to Scotland as temporary accommodation to clear 
some of the slums in 1937.   It still stands there, perfect with matching curtains on the two front windows, the way 
Grannie would have liked.   The new owners have done her proud.    It holds, within its walls, over forty years of 
memories about our family.   I was born in Grannie’s house as were many of my cousins.   Every Sunday we 
returned to visit, every Sunday until she died aunties, uncles, adopted siblings and friends, my immediate and 
extended family.   There are many tales I could disclose of Grannie’s house, many are funny.  I’ve chosen a sadder 
tale of two people. 
 
Uncle Bertie was still a teenager when I was born.  We were told he had been adopted.  Being younger, he was 
great fun to be around for all us post war bulging kids.  Trips to Edinburgh Castle, Calderpark Zoo or David 
Livingstone’s Memorial Park were all fuelled with information to stretch our developing brains.   He pressured us to 
participate in the Sunday Post general knowledge quiz on our visits to Grannie’s.   He taught us the longest word in 
the English dictionary and much more vocabulary to swell our brains so that we could all, ‘do well at school’.   He 
was our hero.   When he did his National Service with the army in Berlin he brought home a music box with a 
ballerina that played, ‘Oh my Papa….’    Our name for grandpa was, ‘Papa’ so we played it, repeatedly, when we 
visited.   When Uncle Bertie took a job as a ‘midgie’ man (refuse collector) we got all the best castaways in toys 
from the posh houses on his round. 
 
Jessie Watson, always referred to by her maiden name, visited Grannie’s house every Sunday.   She either visited 
alone, or brought along her husband and daughter.  As children we just accepted them as part of the family.  She 
sat at the table, as did all the women, round that table, which I still own, with all its cared for memories where 
Grannie who never learned to read or write kept every one under control with her 'tealeaf reading' psychology.   
 
Uncle Bertie and Jessie Watson never passed any words between them that I can remember in all my visits to 
Grannie’s house. 
 
Many years later I discovered that Jessie Watson was Bertie’s birth mother.  She had worked in a hotel as a 
housemaid, with one of my aunties, when very young.     She had had a dalliance with the manager and Bertie had 
been the result of that union.   This was a sin in the thirties and so Grannie, with her big heart and always open 
door, had adopted the wean (baby) so the lassie could get on with her life, which she did. 
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Jessie Watson had been dead and buried for about ten years before Bertie had found this out after Grannie passed 
away.   He never contacted the family again, the psychological scarring was too tender. 
 
Skye Soderstrom © 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
Pound Cake 
 
Hot, hot, hot 
Summertime with sweat and cut grass smells 
Country store my grandfather built…..where I thought everything was free but it really wasn’t ;-) 
 
The house is next door, grandma and me in the kitchen 
“Run over and get some butter Suga” 
20 skip-steps to fetch the flaxen stick (you could buy just 1 there) 
 
Pounce back into the kitchen and make grandma jump (is she really mad or hiding a smile?) 
It’s miserable to bake a cake in this weather  
But a dinner without dessert is beyond thought 
 
Refuse the apron, grandma frowns 
“well, wash your hands then Baby” 
Take the cap off, smell the vanilla, and spill in too much 
 
Measure the flour but I’m only kidcareful so its dust goes EVERYWHERE 
So many eggs in the batter it’s sunshine bright 
Fingers dodge the mixer blades for a sample taste…. 
 
Air conditioned cool 
Summer here has pine tree smells 
1084 miles west plus a decade or two 
 
Speed dial while the Cusinart whirs 
Hands washed, still no apron 
Even now, a little extra vanilla doesn’t hurt!  
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Paranoid news says raw eggs will kill you 
Pour yellow-liquid-love in the pan 
Lick my fingers defiantly 
 
Phone tucked on my shoulder while I open the oven 
“….but no one makes pound cakes anymore darlin” 
Yeah I know, but that’s just ‘cause you didn’t teach anyone but me 
Thanks Grandma 
 
Simonne Saiman 
 
 
 



P a g e  | 112 

 

Bonus Entries Just For Fun 

 

i know there is no competition topic out yet for july 1st, so i'll just drop this in the mailbox today for your pleasure. if 
you see fit to enter it into the competition for July or not i believe you will be entertained at the least!!  so for your 
reading pleasure if not for the competition, here is my submission!!  ENJOY!! 
 
 
A SL BATTLE TALE 
Jewell vs. Sam 
Written by DixieWrecked Beck, sl writer 
07/01/2007 
 
   
There once was a griefer named Sam 
He walked and he talked,  
Saying, “Yes, I’m a griefer, I am, 
He didn’t know he would soon see the end! 
 
He met up with this sheriff, named Jewell, 
And this sheriff was nobody’s fool, 
The griefer thought he had all the tools, 
He thought she wouldn’t be cruel, 
She stood there so calm and cool. 
But the Sheriff was ready to duel!! 
 
Jewell drew out her Pythons, 
Both left and right 
Tapped into mouselook, 
Aimed, and shot twice, 
The bullets flew smooth 
But her body shook slight, 
Felt good to shoot a griefer, 
Anytime day or night! 
To stay in the same sim, 
Well that would be fine, 
But Sam had to fight  
Just to stay on-line! 
 
And, just as you probably guessed, 
Sam the griefer, well, see… 
He wasn’t done yet! 
He orbited far, but quick as a whip, 
Teleportation solves any long trip. 
Sam brought out his fireballs, 
Click, click, click 
His attitude said it’s not over yet, 
And you bet, 
Jewell’s mind had already been set. 
Her weapons had since been fetched, 
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Her inventory well kept. 
 
Yet, always one-step ahead of Sam. 
Jewell had already placed her commands, 
Using her skills with her weapon of Spam,  
 
And before Sam’s fireballs could rez, 
Sam the griefer, 
 Was good as dead. 
 
So, Griefers beware, 
And stay out of sight, 
Cuz Jewell will get you, 
If you start the fight. 
 
And Remember the griefer, 
The griefer, named Sam, 
Taken care of by Jewell, 
Killed by Spam. 
 
 

 
 
Ducks 
Copyright © 2007 by Nebbisk Oh 
 
Hand in hand, they watched the family of ducks march across the plush red carpet of the luxurious hotel lobby.  She 
was trying to remember if it were ducks or geese who mate for life.  He was replaying the day’s events, the 
fulfillment of a lifetime fantasy, scarcely able to believe his luck in finding, and now possessing, this woman who 
had become so important to him in the past six months. 
 
They had met innocently enough.  She praised him in email for some software he had written.  Flattered, he turned 
on the charm and within a few weeks, each felt that their universe revolved around one another.  They knew that 
this online relationship had to change; their frustration grew day by day, hardly mitigated by the one clumsy 
attempt at phone sex which left them both laughing hysterically.  There was no denying it; they had to meet. 
 
Impetuously, one day he told her about a secret fantasy he had harbored for years.  He was astounded when she 
said, “Let’s do it” and two weeks later he deplaned at Orlando and headed for the hotel.  He entered the lobby 
Men’s Room, washed his face, and just stood there for a moment to calm his wildly beating heart.  Did she realize, 
and would she respect, the importance of the little details of his fantasy?  Taking a deep breath, he checked his cell 
phone one last time and confirmed the room number she had texted him: 814.  His heart threatened to burst again 
as the elevator carried him up…  floor 2… thump…  floor 3… thump…  and he had to calm himself again as he 
reached the room. 
 
Suddenly he was aware of an exotic scent – lavender with a hint of musk – and he knew that everything was going 
to be fine.  He slowly opened the unlatched door and let his eyes adjust to the darkness within, broken by only a few 
dim scented candles.  Without a word, he made his way to the bed and found her smiling, sitting up with arms 
outreached,  resplendent in the long nightgown of midnight blue satin which so enflamed his dream’s desire. 
 
Sure, he wanted to jump her bones – fuck her brains out – he was a guy, wasn’t he, and here was a vision of 
loveliness right in front of him, a vision who wanted to be taken as much as he wanted her!  But he shook his head 
no and gently moved her so that her legs overhung the mattress.  He was determined to show her that he meant 
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every word he’d said to her, words about his pleasure being derived from the woman’s, about wanting to look into 
her eyes and see her satisfaction before achieving his own.  And besides, this was the best way he knew to prolong 
the time, which would be short for him in his high state of excitement. 
 
Kneeling on the plush carpet, he softly rubbed her feet until he heard a sigh of contentment.  He looked up sharply 
but no, she was not about to talk; she would honor their pact.  Applying more pressure as he moved up, he 
marveled at the musculature of her legs.  A dancer’s legs, surely, legs made for ballet…  or love.  When he reached 
her inner thighs, his touch became light as a feather and he became aware of her soft, regular panting.  Not 
wanting to torture her further, he removed her panties, exposing the hot, eager center of her being.  A small rivulet 
of woman’s juices travelled down her thigh.  He smiled and caught the flow, first kissing it and then eagerly licking 
her thigh while his hands reached up and caressed her plump, satin-enclosed breasts.  Unable to wait any longer, 
she reached down and, grabbing his hair with both hands, forced his head to her heaving mound.  He responded by 
thrusting his tongue deep within her, once, twice, then removing it and inserting two fingers into her while the 
other hand kept fondling one breast, teasing its nipple until it stood at rigid attention against the fabric of her 
nightgown.  His tongue now free, he began to kiss and suckle her trembling clitoris, paying close attention to her 
reactions until he achieved the perfect rhythm. 
 
His own desire now inflamed beyond reason, he delayed no longer, but ministered to her pleasure until her back 
arched suddently and she emitted a loud, husky groan.  He kept pleasuring her a little while longer, then stood up 
and removed his clothing to reveal his throbbing shaft which could no longer be denied.  Pulling her forward 
enough so her feet reached the carpet, he thrust himself between her legs as she thrust upwards to meet him.  
There was no finesse here, just an animal coupling to which each had looked forward from days after they had met.  
He grasped her breasts and squeezed roughly; she understood and didn’t mind.  Neither did she mind when, mere 
moments after he entered her, he gasped for breath and cried out “OHHHHHHH” as he exploded within her.  This 
was her man.  He saw to her needs first.  There would be more times like this, many more, slow, languorous times, 
times when his control would be greater, times when he would let her pleasure him much as he had done to her. 
 
The penultimate act over, he gazed into her eyes, not without a bit of trepidation.  This was the most important 
moment, the moment that defined his fantasy.  Such a little thing to ruin an otherwise magical experience…  and 
yet it could.  But she knew how make her lover’s dream come true.  No words of undying passion now…  no, she 
simply looked back at him and said the first word that would pass between them since they planned this fantasy 
together.  She looked right into his eyes and, with a smile, said:  “Hello.” 
 
Then, giggling like little children, they kissed, showered, dressed, and went downstairs to see the ducks. 
 
- Nebbisk Oh, July, 2007 
 
 

 
 
Secundo Coming 
A pornographic satire from an idea by Secundo Dharma 
by Nebbisk Oh 
 
Cock in hand 
Balls aflutter 
Fingers stained with peanut butter 
 
Hard shaft, tip wet 
With tumescence 
Kleenex soaking up the messes 
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Mistress lies 
In lover’s pose 
The smell of peanuts in his nose 
 
He’s coming now 
And so is she 
And so’s his wife, and that makes three 
 
She’s coming early 
Home from work 
And he in flagrant, fragrant jerk 
 
He tries to stop; 
Too late!  He spouts 
While on the screen, his mistress shouts 
 
“Oh God,” she cries 
and so does he 
and booming speakers both agree 
 
Wife rushes in 
Stares at the screen 
But just in time, he’s changed the scene 
 
He’s changed it to 
A hard-core flick 
Some porn star and Ron Jeremy’s dick 
 
She looks, and smiles 
And says, “Aww gee, 
My darling, next time wait for me.” 
 
His closemouthed grin 
Hides great relief 
And chunks of peanut in his teeth 
 
He starts to shut 
The laptop down 
And watches wife’s smile turn to frown 
 
As suddenly 
The speakers blare 
And tell her more than two are there 
 
“Oh marry me, 
my sweet Secundo. 
Your tongue is sweet, your cock gigundo.” 
 
Thus was his case 
Adjudicated 
Tossed on his ear, defenestrated 
 
It took six months 
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But he recovered 
Then he wed his online lover 
 
And now they live 
In bliss, you’d think 
But sometimes, fortified with drink 
 
He goes online 
And shares hot sex 
And peanut butter with his ex. 
 
- Nebbisk Oh, July 2007 
 
 

 
 
"Behold!  The end of your pitiful existences!"  The voice booms around the large room, making the walls seem to 
tremble and the stars themselves even shake.  Of course that was just how it looked as the big bad's power grew. 
"Don't know about you, but I'm crapping myself"  One of my traveling companions says in fear, though of course he 
isn't really, but I'm sure he's close to it. 
"Show no fear, don't give him that satisfaction"  I reply, my sword at the ready, my emotions locked away, my own 
fear hidden underneath years of hardship and training. 
"Easy for you to say"  I don't turn to look at him, that would be a waste of energy. 
"Just keep your mind on the task, we defeat him, we save everyone and every thing" 
"Yeah, no problem, walk in the park" 
"Exactly"  The throb of the increasing power from the big bad increases and even my bones feel like they're shaking. 
"PITFUL MORTALS!"  Here goes, big bad fight time. 
 
His moves are amazing, but then that's what you get when you pump up on the cosmic version of steroids in one 
full go.  But I can handle this, been in too many fights to be defeated by a poser with delusions of grandeur. 
Three sweeps, magic blast, is this guy serious on taking over the universe with such weak moves?  No problem, I 
duck, then side step, then block the magic blast while doing a counter attack with ease.  So much for being all 
powerful, if it weren't for my having to restrain myself from using my full potential, I could have this guy on my 
knee, smacking his arse for being such a prick within seconds.  But I can't, I have to limit myself. 
"Is this your best?"  He snarls in joy as he hits one of my companions, sending him flying. 
"Nope, but I would need to be mano o mano to show you my best"  Another side step and counter attack, this is just 
too easy. 
"Then let it be so"  And he uses some kind of concussion blast, which I block with sheer ease, and my remaining 
companions are thrown to the other side of the room.  Alright, now this is my kind of odds. 
"You've been a naughty boy, destroying worlds, wiping out lives, being a nut case.  Now it's time for your 
spanking!"  Before he can even make a defense, I rush him, slice and arm off, then jump up onto his severed arm 
and run up to his head.  I forgot to mention that his size has increased due to his power boost, he's about 15 feet 
high, big room you see. 
"Dingly, dongly, doo, mama's going to smack the crap out of you!"  I sheath my sword and then jump kick his head, 
then before he can recover I go into a series of rapid punches and kicks, each one connecting with a good solid 
thump. 
As his eyes go glazed from the shock, I unsheathe my sword and hold it over his only weak point, a small red ball on 
top of his head. 
"Who's the bitch now?"  And I stab down, my blade stabbing into his brain.  I then drag the blade back and forth, 
tearing his brain apart.  As his life ends, I jump off, twirl and land neatly on my feet.  That was fun, so much for 
having a big brain, it's just mush now. 
"Whoo!  Strike one for the crazy bitch with the sword!"  I yell in glee and then I smell something...oh shit! 
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"Nicola, the supper, it's burning!"  I call out, throwing the controller onto the sofa. 
"Reina!  Not again!  Why do you keep doing that?!"  She calls down from upstairs. 
"I was busy!"  I call out as I rush to the kitchen to rescue what's left of me and Nicola's supper, well mine since 
Nicola's a vampire and can't really eat food as such, but she tries.  Great, looks like it's going to be another salad.  
Oh well, no loss there I guess, but I was looking forward to the stir fry.  Bugger. 
"I'm going to go find a rapist to drain, don't know about you"  Nicola says as she enters the kitchen while I'm 
scraping the burnt supper into the bin. 
"Have fun then"  I reply. 
"I will.  Salad again?" 
"Probably" 
"You and your gaming" 
"What?  It relaxes me" 
"But you need to eat!" 
"It's not like I'll die if I don't eat"  For a moment Nicola isn't sure what to say. 
"True, but still, you need to eat" 
"I will, don't worry" 
"Have some meat, Tescos is still open, go get some" 
"Fine, fine.  Go drink blood" 
"Going"  Nicola leaves and I grab my coat after washing the wok out minutes later. 
Not like I'm missing the end of the game anyway, completed this several times before and I always invent my own 
way of doing the final battle. 
Even slayers need to go food shopping, maybe I'll bump into a vamp or two on the way, hope so. 
"So much for the big bad"  I comment as I turn the console off and leave the house to buy some food. 
 
And yes, I did bump into some vamps.  What a fun fight that was.  Note to self, must encourage developers to make 
a proper vampire slaying game, none of that limited junk, just slaying my style. 
All work and no slay makes Reina a very bored girl. 
 
Reina Beaumont 
 
 

 
*Inspired by the song Bring Me to Life by Evenescence* 
 
I wonder if I’m missed.  Probably not.  I mean people never really saw me, they saw my body, but not me.  I hated 
being looked through.  Past tense, hmm.  Guess it fits considering. 
 
I wonder if anyone can hear anyone these days, we probably all need saved in one way or another.  But due to the 
demands of our society where money is all, then we keep it all hidden, locked away.  No one ever heard me. 
 
But that doesn’t matter now, I cried for someone to save me from my dark and they didn’t care.  No one cared, no 
one cares.  Man that sounds so emo, but it’s true.  How often do we ever truly just listen and see?  Some people do, 
but they’re like a dying breed. 
 
We rush around in our own little world of demands by the greedy, make money, think only of money, nothing else 
matters unless it’s related to money, blah blah.  While deep inside we’re sleeping somewhere cold, waking up at 
times to try and ask for help to be saved from our dark, only for our pleas to be ignored. 
 
Sometimes I would be longing to be woken up inside, but that was a waste of time.  I’m nothing, or I was nothing.  
Sorry, past tense again.  I’ll get to that. 
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I’m dead, you see.  Got fed up of being in the dark, alone and miserable.  So I did what I had to in order to save 
myself, I woke myself up with the only thing I could find – pills.  So now I watch as my body is being examined, it’s 
quite interesting seeing your body getting an autopsy.  Seems they think I was murdered, which I wasn’t.  If I had 
been, it would have probably been more fun. 
 
That’s probably the only person to ever touch me in such a way, not since I was young and would be picked up by 
my parents and hugged.  Now there’s just this cold hunk of meat on a cold metal table being examined by cold 
hands and a cold bedside manner.  Cold end for sure. 
 
But that doesn’t matter, it’s only a body.  It’s better than the alternative, the dark getting to me.  That darkness, 
that living darkness.  But it can’t get me now, I’m saved by my own actions.  Better dead than whatever would have 
happened. 
 
Maybe in my next life someone might be able to bring me to life, that would be nice.  I just hope the dark doesn’t 
get me.  Anything but the dark. 
 
After my funeral, I watch as my parents received condolences from well wishers and relatives and so on, the usual 
things that are empty and hollow before they return to their soulless pursuit for wealth. 
 
I miss my parents, I admit that, and I know they miss me.  But I had to do it, I couldn’t hold it off anymore.  No one 
saved me, no one gave a damn and I had to do something.   
 
I’ve seen what the dark can do, so has someone else, someone who disappeared a while ago, a Reina if I remember 
correctly.  I heard her talk about it once to someone, she said she was a child and she heard a noise.  When she 
looked out of her bedroom window, she said she saw this living darkness below, it was tearing a dog apart.  The 
darkness had then looked up at her and since then she’s been terrified of the dark. 
But she disappeared several days ago, just before I took my life, maybe the darkness got her.  I beat it though, 
taking my own life was better than becoming a meal for the darkness. 
 
So I guess it’s time for me to be reborn, I hope the darkness can be stopped some day.  As for me, it’s peace at last. 
 
~As she fades away, the shadows move closer to their prey and they wait.  Enity was in no rush, it has all eternity~ 
 
Reina Beaumont 
 
 

 
Hello?(snuffles) 
 
Is there anyone there?(more snuffles) 
 
Hello?  I need help please(more snuffles followed by whimpering) 
 
I’m alone…I’m all alone.  I can’t move, I’m trying but my arms and legs won’t respond.  Can’t even sit up, my body 
feels so weak.  And oooooh!  My stomach is so hungry!  But I can’t do anything about it, I’m helpless.  Someone has 
to hear me. 
 
(soft cries become louder) 
 
Please!  Can anyone hear me?  Please!  Oh please, someone help me, please.  I’m so hungry, so cold and I can’t 
move.  Oh please, someone help me.  I don’t even know where I am, who I am.   
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One moment I was in such wonderful warmth, the next I was being assaulted by such cold as I’ve never felt before 
and then I must have passed out from the shock. 
Oh please won’t someone help me? 
 
(the cries become loud and high) 
 
PLEASE!  WHY CAN’T ANYONE HEAR ME?  Please…please…please! 
 
(the cries become quieter and then turn into soft whimpers) 
 
So cold and so hungry, is this normal?  Maybe it is, it feels normal to me.  My stomach hurts and my body is 
becoming sluggish.  Where is my…my…I can’t think of the word.  I think it’s mother, I think.  My mind is hazy as if a 
lot of my memory has been removed.  I need to concentrate, to think.  But I’m so hungry! 
 
Yes…I think I understand now, I know why I can’t move.  I’m a baby, I’m a newborn baby and I think my mother 
abandoned me, but why?  Am I hideous?  Am I so revolting that she just left me like this?  I don’t understand, I need 
her help! 
So sleepy now though, maybe a little sleep…no, got to try and get help.  Surely someone heard me. 
 
I don’t know how long it’s been, I’m too tired to even cry.  My stomach is hungry, my body is cold and I just want to 
sleep.  So maybe I’ll do that…a little sleep and everything might be alright afterwards…just a little sleep. 
 
Four hours later the body of a new born child is found under some bushes near to a stream by a man who was out 
with his dog for a walk. 
The child had died from severe hypothermia since her young body had been unable to warm itself due to the thin 
blanket that the child had been wrapped in.  She was later named Anne before she was buried days later. 
The mother was found weeks later, she had abandoned little Anne because she was scared of what her parents 
would say. 
 
As for me, I was reborn and I’m happy now.  But what would my last life had been like had I lived?  Only fate knows. 
What does an abandoned baby feel?  Simple, it feels like any new born baby feels, it feels alive.    
 
Reina Beaumont 
 
 

 
Curse to the Computer Geek 
 
May your hard drive crash 
May your files become corrupt 
May your monitor burn 
May your on-line RPG become hacked 
May your character be reset to level one 
May your mother find your hidden porn 
May your virtual girlfriend find your real picture 
May your next pirated game send your name and address to the FBI 
May your copyright infringed song be the new virus 
May your fantasy football athletes fumble and throw interceptions 
 
By:  Sarjenka Lilliehook 
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