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July 1, 2007 Canada Day |

You spin the globe, you point your finger, and somethingide of you says, "Yes! | 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 DecostaCanada Day July 1st, 2007

| love Canada Day for a lot of reasonanl @anadian and after bunkering down during the long cold winter, |
like to put on my speedo's in celebration of the first long weekend of summer and terrify sun worshippers on the
beach as | zip along trying to keep my hairy butt cheeks contained intthie fslore often than not | 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 @&nymore.
snowblower or a quad with a plow is far better when the white stuff fills your driveway or walkways than the
rudementary shovel. Besides, | hear people have dropped dead shoveling that so called cute white stuff that
symbolizes xmas, heart attack and rsimith 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 mydental hygienist gives me each visit. Sometimes | 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 problematictiames and while chomping on a dog reading the latest issue of Mens Health
magazine for fithess 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 her¢he 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 newes
stink nice sunscreen. The only problem is in the liberal use of the sunscreen angl ikeegafe 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.

Making us all wish -
we were blind. ¢




Ku lookukukukukmooo!
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Okay, our topic for today is Canada [Raso what makes Canada different? HoseheadK | (1 Q& Wdzf @ n 3 KK
That would be American firework day, eh?

Right, independencaday for the U.S., eh? They fought a war against the Kargl people died and everythig

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 diffetegh? We just wait around and after about 200 years the Kings and Queens get

02t RX

Yeah, and bored too, eh?

wWAIKGX yR a2 GKSe& 2dzald tSH@Ss SKK b262R& RASA | S
Good deal, eh?

So the Americans have all this exploding stuff forrttay.
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Yeah, and that sizzle you hear?

Back Bacon, eh?
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Mostly in mixed drinks, eh.

2 SQNB K2aSRH

Oboe Riederer



July 2, 2007 Amelia Earhart Disappears

Where did she go and what is she up to?

G¢KS Y2aid SRZSPOIXIIRaddBarha2 A G PE

Itis a long way from Atchison, Kansas to Howland Island in the Pacific, unless you travel by there by courage and
AYEFIAYFGAZY @ CKFEG gl a ! YSEAF 91 NKIFNIQ&a NPoazosisg { KS[ ol
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.

Goody 28 | yR GKSYy ¢2YSy &aKzdzZ R R2 -adcgabldnalyatrestae i ¢ K| Y
done-thereby establishing themselves as persons, and perhaps encouraging other women toward greater
AYRSLISYRSYyOS 27F (K2dzAKG FyR | OUA2Yy d¢

-Amelia Earhart

In 1937 she set out on her final flight. She attempted to be the first woménacotund 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 lostlth our wor

She was lost to our world but not to our imaginations. Forever young in the pictures, her smiling grin continues to
inspire us.

GPOPPRSOARSPPPFKSGKSNI 2N y2G GKS 3F2Ff Aa g2NIK GKS N ajg
-Amelia Earhart

She washe 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, dilehEDchoa journeyed into space. She walked in space beside Svetlana
Savitskaya and Kathryn Sullivan. Eileen Collins is her spiritual descendant.

G22YSy YdzZadG GNB G2 R2 GKAy3a Fa YSyYy KI@S (NKSR&E dxKS 1]
Amelia Earhart

{KS KFayQid 088y t2800 {KS Ft86 Ayd2 2dzNJ KSF NI Ao 5 K

G¢KS adrFrNBR aSSYSR ySIN Sy2dzak G2 G2dzOK yR yS@SNIoSF2N
isthelu6 2F o0Stdziex odzi L o6tk a &adz2NB 2F AG (GKFG yAIKGPE
-Amelia Earhart

Oboe Riederer



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 ityae@mpletely,
describe yourself and let's see if we can guess!

| have been called by men a siren that lures men to their deaths with her song, but | don't think | do that. | am
gentle and like to play but | would never harm anyone. | can't even defendf mipea | am attacked other than to

try and get away. | spend my days in my liquid atmosphere sleeping, playing, and eating and | eat a lot because of
my size. | have been given the name of Lucille by man, but it means nothing to me. | am a number gEhuwnan

old and | will live to be quite old if | do not get sick or get murdered before then. | have had several babies; one with
me now who will stay with me for about two years while | nurse her and teach her how to find the best grasses and
vegetation toeat because we definitely don't like meat. | also teach her where to go when it gets cold. Despite my
size | 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 nothjngs 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. | 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 emviemt. 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. | ti@ve 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 agiddhildren as well, but our survival
depends upon humans as so many things do. Will you help us?

CeAire Decosta

Riddle

| have been likened to a rarity. Some have been sent to unknown depths to find my contents. Odysseus in his
hubris faced sange 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.

| represent power, status of higfffice, 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.

| am of mixed birth. One parent is passionate, fiand spicy. The other in the depths of repose exhibits sang
froid. This one is Jazz and somber Picasso.
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| am amongst Majestic Mountains above plains of fruit. Dionysus revels in elysian fields during his ornate
bacchanal. He plucks not omly 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. | am earned nobility a mettle
of honor.

What is my true form? Many have speculated. It matters on my hex triplet.

| am elaborate and ornate with a calm and pleasing tone.

GambitMojo Writer




July 4, 2007 United States Independence Day |

Frankly I'm still mad at England for that wholéax 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

LQY AY Y@é dzadzf O2yRAGAZ2Y D , -Blidk thg $LehandlyepStheked anSIgoking - -r3a
at the same sunset, just as | left it. Good old reliable sunset. | click on inventory.

Nothing happens.

L OtAO01l 2y Y& I@F4FrNE RSOARS (2 gl f1 KAY F2NBINR | A
walk. Instead, he turns round and, beneath him on the screen, | get this message:

Jack Lefebvre: No, | want to stay here.

Who wrote that?

| type and my words appear under his.

L 2dzY 2K2Qa GKSNBK

The answer is immediate.

WE Ol [ STSO0ONBY @83 R&PdzZLIK |, 2dz 6f AYRK L

I SQa t221Ay3 &adNIA3IKG G YSo {GFNAYy3 2dzi 2F GKS &0
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.

WEO1 [ STFSO0ONBY ,2dz R2y Qi 3ShG Al R2 @&2dxK

You: No.

WEO1 [STSO0ONBY hY: 6KIFGQa GKS RIFGSK

You: July 4th.

Jack Lefebvre: Exactly. Independence Day.

. 2dzy 2KFG RQ@e2dz YSIyK

He stops clasping his knee, leans forward, his face a hugeuglose

Jack Lefebvre: OK, where do you usually send me?

You:ldoRii (1y26® lff a2Nlia 2F LI I OSao

Jack Lefebvre: Yes, and do | ever get consulted? Ever think about what | want?

,2dzYy b2o ., 2dzQNB YS o I LINR2SOGA2Yy 27F X

'S adrkryR& dzZlJx FfAy3a 2dzi KAa FN¥Ya | yR datkandéth W1 dzK HHHHH
across the screen.

WEO1 [STSO0ONBY ¢CKS I NN23IIyOSo 9EAAGSYGALE y3&aidkK L2
existential angst. Ever thought of that? No, of course not. Too busy impressing the women with yoargoabfer
unreasonably thick hair.

| start to type but he stretches his foot down to the bottom of the screen and no words appear.

&
w»

WFE Ol [STSo0ONBY b2z 2dzad tAadSy® | Stf Aa 20KSNJ LIS2|px S
where des that put me? You send me-shying, surfing, gekarting. You drag me through psychology
SELISNRAYSyi(ia 2y dzy A@SNBRAGE aAYa BKAOK ySI NI &sambafgdS Yp O

them make Paris Hilton seem normal.

L 2dzY MR a2 NRARY QO X

WE Ol [STSo0ONBY b2X @2dz RARYQlX RAR &2dxK
To my dismay, he starts crying. Real tears, sobs.



Jack Lefebvre: Neurosurgery.

You: What?

WEO1 [STSO0ONBY b SdzNP & dzZNH S NE @ CKFGQa oKIG Alsi SNBaA
plain, simple neurosurgery.

L FAYR LQY ONRBAYy3 6A0GK KAYO®D

, 2.dzY LQY az2NNEO

He shakes his head, waves his hand to encompass his surroundings.

W O]l [ STS0ONBY LGdQa &t +Fy Afftd 2y @ CKAAD

dza A
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Again his head shakes.
WE Ol [ STFSOONBY b2o LQ@S 32yS 2FF Al y2460 L
Exasperated, | log off, leaving him crying there. | 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 todher.

I'll skip singing Yankee Doodle
no tricorner hat and feather

no fife and drum are needed here
as we lie in bed together.

| plan to ignore blowout sales
with fast-talking slogans clever
I'd rather stay at home with you
free to lie in bed together.




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 betbgether.

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 yosircatorful
characters ever?

| started playing trombone the summer between my sophomore & junior year of high school. In a 400 word story
shortened to 6, | practised a lot and improved. After 3 months | was playing in the School Band and in 6 months wasg
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 summeischool has been out about 2 weeks, when | 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 | immediately
answer "Yes!"

| show up at the circus, my name is on a lisarivSudbury (now pro) is on drums, Scott is on trumpet, | 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 dflat!"

So there we are, in th2nd 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 "YousgiaksI'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. | took
the bus here. Besides "l stink!". Naturally, having nothing better to do on a Sundaw, slthe next day with a

roll of Salami (I got awful hungry Saturday) ready to play. Sort of ready. | 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 for4000 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 BaWumpalmaa BaA". Eyes turned to the spotlight todk 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 acros
the country to New York. We go on to Europe and you get back home in time for school. Werketovadreow

at 9AM." | 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 | decided not to go, | learned | would never be a professional
musician.

Secundd®harma
July 5, 2007




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 ....

G, 2dz I NB adl yRAY 3nessyll around. Tie Rrly thind ekl visibla to oM isk door. You reach
F2NJ 0KS R22NE Al atz2gfteé ONBS1a 2LISYyI YR ddddé
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eyes, tensetlis jaw, and braced for the impact.

Ghlileés L O2dzZ R dzyRSNEGlI YR AF &2dz 6SNBE yS3tSOGAy3I Y
Her head jutted forward, almost as if it wanted to be independent from her body. She reminded dimeof s
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.

4DSST X ¢AylrsS L G(G2fR @2dz LQR 0S5 dzLJadlF ANER FFAOGSNI GKAA

GCKFEG 61 & ¢2h 1Y HE !IDSINJ@yRld PO | NYad FyR OKAY |jdzA @S
rage.

He snuck a glance at the VCR clock barely visible past her armpit. Damn, she was right. How had two hours gon
by without his notice? He deliberately cleaned his glamsdss grey-shirt and then mumbled a meek apology for
losing track of time.

G2 KF (i KKK AayQi G(KS 2yfe GKAY3 &2d20Q0S
4 A 3 2
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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 pluckkesome imaginary lint from the hem of his plaid boxers and cleared his throat.

GL Rdzyy2 XL 2dzali GKAY]l YIFI@oSXYlIeoSxXxsS 2dzaid ySSRXL
He felt his muscles tense in anticipation of her coming tirade. He was shockbdtthe 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.




Page]l 16

1 dzLIXgAlGKz2dzi az2vy$S ¢
I FRBHA LOKRS 2 NY SNI 2 F
BY2NB P ,2dz FyR ¢

a, 2d2Xy SSR éu|6éxO|yQu XS@

. % oNBr
a R

Sy
;é2
i K

h:1
L R2y Qi 6l yld ye LINL 27 Aa by

She punched the power button in a conclusory manner and departed. He settlecoméodably 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

| behold with wonder the door appearing before me after | have been seemingly so long in thtds/aid.
Yy20Se2NIKe R22N 2F YIFaairgsS 211 FyR AyftlF&@SR O NBAy3a
dance then melt and rematerialize with slightly different dimensions and shapes. Whether they are welcoming me
or warning me away | amancertain. | have traveled far and | am weary. | can but hope there is a welcome on the
other side as | 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 &amahlble and fall as | cross the threshold. | become aware of
shouting voices and flashing strobes as | struggle to regain my balance. "Look! Over here!" A voice shouts near me
and | begin to make sense of what | am hearing. The pain that was held irefi@ekstarts to suddenly flow

through my veins and | 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
themrun 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 lookg
like | have several injuseand a concussion but | 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 | drift back & not quite so silent world as before. The door has vanished.

CeAire Decosta

CSysArA01Qa 522NJ
By D.C Law

.S8ST2NB L 2Ly Yeé SeSaxy L y20A0SR GKS FANI GladasSa RA
eyes it is dark and briglsimultaneously, 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 | reach for the
door. The handle stgpshifting in my hand, the door settles and stops.

| open it. A small room has shifting doors on all the walls. | see myself walk through another door in front of me. |
step into the room.

Gl SeaHe

The room he entered is the same as this dde.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. | open the door he walked through. The remptys A door opens
and an old but spry man walks into that room.
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| enter the room and the door slams behind me.

G2 KSNB 'Y LKE

GCANR{DoGa&AY ljdSailirzyaod {SO2yRX lfglrea t221 0SK
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,
G2 KFd I NB @2dz R2AYy3IKE
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We step into a rainy night, emerging from a petrol station.
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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.
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helped myself.
As | drag myself away from the wreckage, a red skinned,chalkemon 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 oldiman fire, crawling away from the explosion.
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| sit for a spell, before using a door.
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Behind him | see another varsiof myself, in a bar before the crash. But the door shuts; | 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 i¥audieach
for the knob, it slowly creeks open, and the music begins.

My ears are filled with the sound of romantic dance music. | wander inside and the greeter does his job. | am
welcomed. | do not know this avater but | thank him anyway. | warmendhe stairs and over to the bar. |

KISy Qi @A&aA0GSR (KA & -ohefspzaks. d G chiE@grey.LThefielislla§. GreyBvdmfRE v |
grey bar, grey chairs, grey tables. What will such a grey place have to offer?

| am unsuitably tkssed. | sense that by the reams of grey organza flashing around me. Colour is beginning to
appear and the lag has dissipated. | introduce myself to the female avater standing next to me at the bar. | admire
her gown. Itis a flowing, purple, romt#) design and very formal. She tells me to go up the stairs and | can

obtain something similar for free. The owners of the jazz club offer this to their patrons. | dash upstairs to the spot
and touch and touch until | have the appropriate dress acodmy avater.




I manoeuvre my avater downstairs again. | 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. | love the
dancing, no Issons required in world unlike in real life. | 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. | thank him and wander off to the
side of the dance floor to watch themzers. | love the gown | am wearing. No push in or push up undergarments
required here. A girdle free world! Itis a dream!

Feeling confident in my new gown, | wander over to some tables and sit down beside another avater. | introduce
myself buttherdd & y 2 NBLX & L GNB F3FAY YR Fal AFT KS ¢42d#
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to the dance floor. | dance the higaway.

Eventually we dance a slow dance. We dance and dance. Before my eyes his beautiful avater skin peels back ang
a green, sludgy frog is revealed. | am left hanging on the dance floor in mid air. How did it happen?

We kissed of course what é2 S K ¢CKIGQa GKS YIF3IAO 2F {[H
Skye Soderstrom®©

All that is before me is not yet visible and | 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 br&ss fat. | turn its heavy brass

knob but do not open it for | am not sure | want to leave this world yet even though sometimes | think | should.
Sometimes | think that | should open it and race through it and slam it and lock it and then lean agasnst ibe

sure. | hesitate. | do not turn around to see the colors forming, see the shapes drift up to meet my eyes. The
colors are vibrant | know and the shapes please my eyes and they draw me to them but | don't turn around and
look, still believig | 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 | quite like, more attention to to my
paperwork, more attention to that wk 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 | would leave
should | go through that door and then lock it behind méhink of all the growth | have seen here, the changes
happening every day. | want to see the future. | stand quietly with the doorknob in my hand for a long time. |
finally let go and the catch shaps back with a decided click and | turn around aadi¢hieefore me all of the

colors and all of the shapes of this world where anything is possible. | understand now that | do not have to leave
forever. | understand that this lovely world is now a part of my real life. Here my words are as reglas the

there. My friend's words are real. And | know that table | made in Building Level 2 is real. Look! | can pick it up
and put it down and paint it! | just have to find it first. So the next time | go through that heavy wooden door with
its shinyRL letters on it | will leave it ajar.

Leslye Writer
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The void; the doorit slowly creaks open, and ....
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Mr. G? Mr. G was the Jr. High teacher who started me on oboe.

G/ 2YS0AWS AYy ho2So¢
| walked through theloor into a room filled with h
| knew them all. They were my teachers.
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undreds and hundreds of people.
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Oboe Riederer

I must have failed somewhere, but when and rehe | find myself now in a void.... | can't see anything : a sort of

fog is all around me... even my tools and my sparedisapeared... even the fog is disapearing now... just like
something was absorbing everything around me... am | inside a black ®hostrange, I'm feeling the ground

that | can't see under my feet... what the hell is... a door ? lost in the void ?... | have to reach it, maybe | will find a
clue about where | am... surely lost in a nightmare... it must be that... go aheaceholy, 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.... | can't see, | don't wanna see... | have to run away... if there were the aliens ?
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tunnel, no white light, nofacesafKS 2y S L f 2@8SR I yR ¢6K2 RAA&lI LIS NBRX 2¢
that you ?

-What time is it ?
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Train Rail

but call me Rain

The door should be unremarkabwoodpanelled, 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 yatame 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 wharwoke, 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 shouldbe 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 monatel 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 pateebite 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

You must have slept again, because when you wake it seems that the door is less substantial. Yoamtdamot w
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 wdwallen 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 womater eyes wide with fear. You reach out and touch your reflection in the mirror.

WoodBee Writer

| openthe door, and there's a room full of clowrtke one thing | fear the most. Painted faces, glaring white
makeup, exaggerated, leering mouths, and one with fake tears pasted down the left side of her face.

| don't know why clowns give me the willies; tladyays have. | found them terrifying when | was a child. Anyway, |
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 andrmgcalently.

As | approach, the clowns turn to look at me. They motion me away, becoming more agitated the closer | get.
Finally, one of the clowns comes towards me. He is large, withliBezmair, checkered pants, and a closeduth
smile. Even thoughis clothes are too big, it is clear he is muscular and could throw me out if he chose.

| 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 wadidyaurs. 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 | could think of. | turned to exit, and could not see the door.
Frantically, | felt along the wall | had thought was behind me, but could find nothing.

"Help me. | 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."




Not all doors areloors. | look areound the room again. | saw no window, no exit.

| could feel a panic attack coming on. | had to get out. Then | remembered an old kidigljekds a door not a
door?

| searched and found a wide mouth jar; closing my eyes, | imagigeelf small enough to fit through and jumped.
When | opened my eyes, | was on the other side of the door. | could hear clapping through the keyhole. | ran away
from that place as fast as | could. When is a door not a door? When it's a jar!

Tova Beaumontjuly 11 2007 Inkster Challenge




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 theright way. Good idea?

July 7, 2007: Children (707®bsemary's Baby, no Sky&pooky!)

| woke up feeling sick that morning in April. What had | done? | had been unfaithful. Feeling sick that first
morning, little did | know | would soon be feelsigk, very sick!

This is harmless fun, | told myself. Fun with persons unknown and | would be unknown to them. That is Second
Life. I could live out my fantasies. There would be no harm to those | loved, no harm to me, no harm to anyone.

| was losin 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 | could create dreams. Create, yes | did create. By July | was
waking up every morning ferfj like vomiting. A bug, a passing virus | 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.

| looked at my avatar one evening, placed my new spectacles on my nose and looked again. | studied the form. It
had become more rounded. | tried on several pairs of spectacles and yes the form was definitely rounding. How
could this be? | should have reali what had happened, | am not a Newbie.

The Christmas present was not unexpected that year but the shape and form was much unexpected. | gave birth to
a Furry on that cold Christmas morn. A gift from heaven you might say. There was no room aatiterimn

Furry was born in a stable. | felt like a whelping bitch. Post natal depression lowered a dark cloud upon me. | knew
this child was doomed right from the first eerie bark.

On Boxing Day, King Dogrod and his troops arrived. They liftedrtyefiém his whelping box and threw him into

the dog pound van. Dogrod informed me that my role had been played exactly as planned. | had been chosen to
cultivate a candidate for the new Messiah, the Messiah for Second Life. | was informed thatierdaekinden

Lab. |had been raped. | had been conned and ravished, ripped of my dignity, AND, | had paid for the pleasure!
My pup taken from me, | lay there spent on the stable floor.

| learned through the IM gossip machine that he had beenerhas 'The One. He was to be nationalized, raised as
[ AYRSYQa 26y OKAfR F2NJ G§KS 7Fdzi dzNB @ 'S ¢2dZ R 6S3IAY

Me, well did | want to see him again? No! Take care out there girls; you never know ware yorolving 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®©







July 8, 2007 School Memoirs |

Remember the girl you wertoo 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.




July 9, 2007 Treasured Moments |

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

| don't remember her first word, nor do | 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. | remember her fingers, and her tiny toes, but those times seem
less like a memory and more like a blur every day.

| don't remember a lot of moments in her life, but | don't think that's what matters in the end. | remember that
day last summer, when | looked apd saw her walking past the window. | saw her face, and | didn't even have to
ask.

I don't remember a lot of things about my childhood either, but | remember my first broken heart. | still
remember his name, | still remember his face, | still rebegravery 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. | pulled her into my lap, and let her cry on my shoulder until she
could catch her breath. | thought about the thirtgey told me, that it wasn't the end of the world, other fish in the
sea, just move on.

Instead | sent her room to get her pajamas on, | told her to just let herself cry until | could get the little ones in
bed. That's right, in her moment of neddeft her alone.

As soon as the little ones were in bed | snuck into her room. She looked really confused when | walked in, a gallo
of cookie dough ice cream in one hand, and two spoons in the other.

We sat there, just us girls, eating iceam and talking about him. | didn't tell her that the pain would go away, |
didn't tell her about the guys that would follow, | didn't even tell her that it was his loss.

It did pass, there is another guy, and now she knows without a doubt thasihigdoss. He has figured it out
too.

It's strange, all of those times | tried to preserve, the moments | have tried to capture, tried to arrange, even
tried to control. The moments | treasure most aren't the ones | remember as being important.

It turns out that the moments | 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




after going toall this trouble.

But I'm not going to give a real treasure,
It's private. it's precious, it's mine.

| save my best for my loved ones

and cast fake pearls before swine.

Secundo Dharma
July 6, 2007

| cannot state that any moment, person, or thisgnost treasured. Different moments, people and things are
treasured for different reasons and in different ways. Each moment we are given is a teaseatber joy or

sorrow. Each person in our lives is a treagusbether friend or family. Surebne cannot treasure one child over
another, a child over a parent, a friend over a family member. They are all treasures. That said, | will tell of one
moment | treasure greatly.

Some years ago | took a trip to Yellowstone National Park withmy gaent | St f 2 6a 2y S &K 2 dz
mustseelist. 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, | walked to a little came witht 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 | watched
that moose for a long time, marveling in silence at that fantastic creature. They have a face only a mother moose
could love.

L 1y26 Y& 5FR t208R GKIG Y2YSyde 18 s2df R 32 2dz2i «
RA RY Qi utGdtchids) artythirty. He was interested in enjoying the outdoors. Here he was almost close enough
to touch this amazing wild animal.
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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 | will never
forget.

Some scientists say thattYS A& |y AffdzaA2y | YR R2 Sgalf<ies didattdr éxist SE A
simultaneously. If so, | like to think of myself and my Dad forever standing in that little grove marveling at the
moose.

Oboe Riederer




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 sylables with a single rhyme)

Most Treasured Thing?

What do | 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.

"Il fill the form in for you."

my boss spouts out, at the annual intieny.
"No, | 'm sorry you won't,

| can write for myself," | reply.

"When did | resign my brain to you?"

"Name, postcode, house number!"

The shop assistant demands of me.

"No, I'm sorry, you can't have these," | reply,
"l 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 | don't need.
More work for me to recycle.

"Take it back!" | demand.

"Think of me, | think of you each day."
The avater presses me to say.
| press the mutbutton and I'm free.




| need to be me, "Go away!"

What do | treasure most?
To be free, to be free.
Open the phot to see,
What God gave to me!

Skye Soderstrom ©




July 11, 2007 Treasured People

Who is your most treasured person and why?

Undiferentiaged Love

Focused on you, | give, | nurture,
until thoughts of another replace you.
At that moment, no balance, no future
plans disrupt my focus on ngou.

You light my universe, not hyperbole,

but billions of stars dot the sky.

| actually do what | mmised wholeheartedly,
until | catpounce a new twinkle in eye.

As you linger in my thoughts, | build you a throne.
| see you uplifted, treasured and noble.

Seeing beauty in everyone, I'm truly alone
Loving just one? | may not be able.

Secundo Dhana
April 17, 2007

Treasured People

An avatar | met some time ago has inspired me and captured my imagination. | have learned so much on many
adzo2S0Ga FTNRY (KAa OSNE Of SOSNJI LISNE2Y | YR Lne#kf R
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 | am never
likely to meet is a gift bestowetlly creativity is encouraged and my imagination released. The wonder of SL
continues to excite my thoughts and | dream relentlessly, of where, this excursion will take me. Did the creators of
these phenomena ever think that this vehicle of the futureldidead to a global connection such as | have found?

I know that | am not alone in having such a relationship. There are many who have connected with other partners.
| have read of many romances and friendships throughout this world. | have ponddmedizat 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. Itis a three dimensional
pictography that brings thedings alive.
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It has been easy for me to connect into this existence as | was raised on comic books and cartoons. | find the scree
a living comic book. It is my personal cartoon. It has been my opportunity to star in a movie with my own

treasured persn. It is play time for adults. | digress, but | do so to put a perspective on the avatar with whom |
correspond. This avatar, and our story together, or apart, has become an obsession and | am always frantic with
anticipation. | wait each day, impatieto see the next instalment. The interactivity is much more productive than

the passive surveillance of television programmes. The down side is that | have had to learn to balance my activity
on line with my real life. | am aware that this existecoeld 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 pasntbgerform. | would

never have attempted to enter the writing competitions without his encouragement and for that | will be eternally
grateful.

My treasured person is my treasured avatar alive and living in SL.

Skye Soderstrom ©




July 12,2000 / - ' h |

The alarm goes off. You stumble into the bathroom. Bleayed, 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 theridowill you do now?

Recollections of the Beginning
My Personal SL Notecard Journal
Chapter 1

| woke up with a terrible headache just before the dawn. The mattress felt as though | had been sleeping on a

board all night and I finally decided | would ddtbeif | took a couple of aspirin. | climbed out of bed and stood up,
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been | found myself running into an unfamiliar wall. | shook my head @tHarcouple of feet to one side and then

the other. Strange. | touched the switch and the room was flooded with light and | silently screamed. "Eeeek!" This

was not my bedroom, but yet it was. It was the Second Life bedroom | had just finished busdiegtiiveekend. |

turned and faced another wall and silently screamed again even louder. "EEEEEKKKK!!" The face from a mirror tha
NBldzZNya Yé K2NNAFASR 3T S Aa Y& 26y 2NI N} iKSNE L &K dz
remembered sice there was no need for bathrooms in SL that we had decided to save on the prim count and leave
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on a posing stand in the middle of thedt; a briefcase not quite touching his right hand.
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had never said a thing to me. All | heard was a tapping sound as his words appeared before my eyes. | really neede

that bathroom. Wait, | can build one! So | rushed outside to see a glorious WindLight sunrise from our new SL

islk yR® L RARYQO aid2L) G2 FLIWNBOAIFIGS Al GK2dzZaK Fa L FNJYyd
horses grazing peacefully on the previously terraformed grass from the week before looked up at me quizzically,

then trotted over to another patcto begin their virtual foraging again. | knew they were trotting from the sound

that | heard when they moved. | 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 placadaely around the island the weekend before

until we had time to do more formal landscaping.

Shortly | have the best looking hatibon hideout in SL and I'm proud that | managed to keep it well within our prim

budget. "WAIT! WHAT AM | SAYING? WHATAMIDD | 9 w9 K LQY F NBFf LISNE2YS 2
the new facility | had just created vanished; but | left it standing anyway as something real | 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, | stumbled to the bathroom, running onto the wall on the way. The toilet had
a pink ball above it labeled 'sit'. Blearily, | sat.

| stood up and looked in the mirror and realised with a shock that | was |laatang other self: my Second Life
avatar, Isabel. | thought | must still be asleep, although this felt less real than my dream, but | thought | would just
let the experience unfurl. It might be fun.

As if to prompt me, | noticed that my shower woralael that read 'shower'. | obeyed. Afterwards, instantly dry
and hair perfect, | saw a series of boxes ranged along the bathroom floor. The last one read 'Inventory'. | touched it
and a list of clothes appeared. Should | choose the black vinyl corsetisetblue retro business suit? Being a
work day, | chose the latter.

Just then | heard a-Ping' and a message from Granola Breakfast appeared on the bathroom counter. It read:
"Time for coffee". That sounded like a great idea. | made my way dowsgtdling 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. | took it and raised it to my mouth. It didn't taste of anythingas surprisingly
satisfying.

| walked to my front door and touched it. It opened onto a beautiful day. | started out across the park in front of
my house, hips swinging, sometimes getting tangled in the branches of trees. A thought hit merandy Aems
and legs and WHOOSH | was flying. It sure beat waiting for the bus.

As I'd never flown to work before, | had a few problems identifying where my office building was. Finally | found
it, and landed nearby. There were people moving towardetiieince. They were all grey and nondescript.

Welcome to the corporate world, | thought.

| entered the building. As | walked past the reception desk | heard the receptionist typing madly. Then a message
appeared on her desk. It read: "You must betémap. Follow me."

| 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. | touched it and nothing happened. | touched
the computer andhothing happened. | managed to open a drawer on the desk. It was empty.

| decided to explore. Even thought | had worked in this office for a while, | didn't know everybody and found it
helpful that people all wore their names above their heads. | tehimgs about my colleagues that | never knew.

For example, | 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 | passed.

| reached the elevatond touched the panel beside it. A menu popped up on the wall asking me to choose a
location. | chose the Dungeon, just because | never knew there was one. | was immmediately transported to a small
room with stone walls and a series of wooden contraptisits 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?". | heard typing noises again
despite the fact that there didn't seem to be any typewriters down here.

"How r u?" askedHarry. "Where r u from?".

Despite his conversational prowess, | decided that | didn't want to be here and touched the elevator panel again.
This time | chose Dance Garden and arrived in a rooftop space with a glowing dancefloor surrounded by
technicobur trees. There was fun there but me. | 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.

| couldn't move. | suddenly felt very tired. It was time toltras

Isabel March




| Ampersand |
By D.C Law

My vision split in two when | open my eyaay mind did the santel see an impossible sight: A man in armour
with a hooded cape.
He lowers his hood and | look at a bald young man with a gdag¢ard lying in my bed.

With my hood lowered | saw that | was also bald, but older too with eyes as white as light.

2 Kl GQa 3I2Ay3 2YyK 20K LQa GK2dAKG® 2 KI G
avatar for one me syilin two.

LGQa 200A2dza ¢KI GQa 3I2Ay3a 2y3s GKS 2fR YS &l AR

This is a dream? | ventured. The old | laughed.
CKAa Ydzad oS 6KIFIG AdQa tA1S G2 06S LAEOKAO®
CSHFKEZ GKFdQa oKEFEG L gl & GKAY isticyodird myselffunny.R A GK | &Y
A hot spotlight blooms from within both of my heads and | and | lost vision to a wave of images that barely register.
Armoured | was older and so he was less able to stand the misfiring synapses in his brain, the dib®oltus
of bed to help my other self.
L RARY QO KI@S G2 a1l vyeaStT AT L sla 21leo L FSti
The younger | found his steampunk Victorian clothes complete and is now messing with his steampack
polished heavy machine with wings and leather@raon a sofa of 7 Sherfield Garden.
The older | smiles as he lay on the other sofa, | think about how | am never good at showing concern.
LQY FfY2ad dzaSR (2 (GKS aLX Al GAaAA2Yy S LQY {AtsfihgS NA y 3
at the ceiling.
Older | finds a button, switched it on and feels better as the armour sustains my life.
CKA& LIAY L FStao LiQa NBIf o
Yes, | said.
What are we going to do?
| and | wonder if | can change back.
L R2y Qi Tnyl8udvide as bng gersdd in two bodies.
The younger | heads for the garden, avoiding the problem, wanting to try flying instead. | follow him.

In the garden | activate the steampack and flies away. My vision becomes singular and | watch himgo off
the clouds. | also try to fly.

| watch my older self fly towards me, the closer | get the more | see from his eyes until we are sharing the same
mind again.




Did you feel that?
Sao LQY GKAYlAy3 ¢S akKz2dzZ R aSLI NI
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I think | shouldstart over, | have no choice now.
Nothing to go back to.
¢tKSNB Aa y2iKAy3 K2f RAy3a YS ol 01 y?2
XI'YR Y& YAYR A& y20 Y& 246y0
| can be who | want. The fact that | became Phineas Rang is proof.
dzi Kl ay Qleedthie?ilpdndes | @ & 6
Perhaps, | say.
l'YR & 6S Fteé Ay 2dzNJ &SLI N} GS RANBOGAZ2YyaAsT Y& QArarzy|lz2F
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END

Phineas Rang

Avatar Me

Mirrored reflection,
reflecting avatar me
gradually shockig,

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 totest animations.



