
 

2007 

 

LbYǎǘŜǊǎ /ƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛǾŜ ²ǊƛǘŜǊǎΩ Group 

 

INKsters 2007 July Anthology 



P a g e | 2 

 

 

Table of Contents 

July 1, 2007 Canada Day ......................................................................................................................................... 6 

 Deeter Decosta 
 Oboe Riederer 
 
July 2, 2007 Amelia Earhart Disappears .................................................................................................................. 8 

 Oboe Riederer 

July 3, 2007 Riddler ................................................................................................................................................. 9 

 CeAire Decosta 
 GambitMojo Writer 
 
July 4, 2007 United States Independence Day ........................................................................................................ 11 

 Jack Lefebvre 
 Secundo Dharma 
 
Wǳƭȅ рΣ нллт tΦ¢Φ .ŀǊƴǳƳΩǎ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ...................................................................................................................... 14 

 Secundo Dharma 

July 6, 2007 The Door ........................................................................................................................................... 15 

 Calliope Delgado 
 CeAire Decosta 
 Leslye Writer 
 Oboe Riederer 
 Phineas Rang 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 Tova Beaumont 
 Train Rail 
 WoodBee Writer 
 
July 7, 2007 Children ............................................................................................................................................. 23 

 Skye Soderstrom 

July 8, 2007 School Memoirs ................................................................................................................................. 25 

 No Entries 

July 9, 2007 Treasured Moments........................................................................................................................... 26 

 Boshemia Vieria 
 Oboe Riederer 
 Secundo Dharma 
 
July 10, 2007 Treasured Things ............................................................................................................................. 28 



P a g e | 3 

 

 Secundo Dharma 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 11, 2007 Treasured People ............................................................................................................................. 30 

 Secundo Dharma 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
Wǳƭȅ мнΣ нллт haDΣ LΩƳ a9 ................................................................................................................................... 32 

 CeAire Decosta 
 Isabel March 
 Oboe Riederer 
 Phineas Rang 
 Secundo Dharma 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 Uva Oxide 
 
July 13, 2007 Chocolate ........................................................................................................................................ 40 

 Leslye Writer 
 Oboe Riederer 
 Secundo Dharma 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 ToryLynn Writer 
 
July 14, 2007 Bastille Day...................................................................................................................................... 45 

 Jack Lefebvre 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 15, 2007 Billy the Kid Shot .............................................................................................................................. 48 

 Boshemia Vieria 
 Oboe Riederer 
 Phineas Rang 
 WoodBee Writer 
 
July 16, 2007 HOT! ................................................................................................................................................ 52 

 Boshemia Vieria 
 Hastings Bournemouth 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 17, 2007 Your Hue.......................................................................................................................................... 56 

 Oboe Riederer 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 18, 2007 Your Future Self ............................................................................................................................... 58 

 April Clapsaddle 
 Harman Mayo 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
Wǳƭȅ мфΣ нллт CƛǊǎǘ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ wƛƎƘǘǎ /ƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ {ŜƴŜŎŀ CŀƭƭǎΣ b¸ ........................................................................ 61 



P a g e | 4 

 

 Calliope Delgado 
 Harman Mayo 
 Uva Oxide 
 
July 20, 2007 Neil Armstrong on the Moon ............................................................................................................ 64 

 Cari Kidd 
 Logan Berry 
 Ngaio Miles 
 Oboe Riederer 
 
Wǳƭȅ нмΣ нллт IŜƳƛƴƎǿŀȅΩǎ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ..................................................................................................................... 68 

 No Entries 

July 22, 2007 Virtual Worlds ................................................................................................................................. 69 

 Reina Beaumont 

July 23, 2007 Dance Your Pixels Off ....................................................................................................................... 70 

 Deeter Decosta 
 Ngaio Miles 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 24, 2007 Summer (Or Winter) Daydreams ...................................................................................................... 73 

 Calliope Delgado 
 CeAire Decosta 
 Deeter Decosta 
 Harman Mayo 
 Ngaio Miles 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 25, 2007 Life in a Sandbox .............................................................................................................................. 80 

 Bhavavah Voom 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 26, 2007 Partner Repair ................................................................................................................................. 83 

 Annablume Kaminski 
 April Clapsaddle 
 Deeter Decosta 
 Ngaio Miles 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 27, 2007 Pets ................................................................................................................................................. 88 

 Deeter Decosta 
 Ngaio Miles 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 28, 2007 Jackie Bouvier Kennedy Onassis Birthday.......................................................................................... 92 

 Deeter Decosta 



P a g e | 5 

 

 Ngaio Miles 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
July 29, 2007 Park Benches ................................................................................................................................... 96 

 Calliope Delgado 
 Deeter Decosta 
 Harman Mayo 
 Lorelei Larsson 
 Reina Beaumont 
 Robert Ogg 
 Sodovan Torok 
 
July 30, 2007 Henry Ford Birthday ....................................................................................................................... 102 

 Bhavavah Voom 
 Deeter Decosta 
 Leslye Writer 
 Robert Ogg 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
Wǳƭȅ омΣ нллт DǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ .......................................................................................................................... 108 

 Deeter Decosta 
 Simonne Saiman 
 Skye Soderstrom 
 
Bonus Entries Just For Fun .................................................................................................................................. 112 

 Dixiewrecked Beck 
 Nebbisk Oh 
 Reina Beaumont 
 Sarjenka Lilliehook 
 



P a g e | 6 

 

 

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! 
DƻƻŘ 5ŀȅΣ ŜƘΗ LΩƳ .ƻō aŎYŜƴȊƛŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 5ƻǳƎΦ  
IŜȅ ƘƻǿΩǎ ƛǘ ƎƻƛƴΩΣ ŜƘΚ 
Okay, our topic for today is Canada Day ς so what makes Canada different? Hosehead ς ǿƘŀǘΩǎ Wǳƭȅ пΣ ŜƘΚ 
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 ς 
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 
ŎƻƭŘΧ 
Yeah, and bored too, eh? 
wƛƎƘǘΧ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ŜƘΚ bƻōƻŘȅ ŘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ƛǎ ƳŀŘ ŀǘ ǳǎΦ  
Good deal, eh? 
So the Americans have all this exploding stuff for their day. 
²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǇƻǇǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ƻƴ /ŀƴŀŘŀ Řŀȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǎ ƻƴ ŀ aƻƭǎƻƴΩǎΣ aƻƻǎŜƘŜŀŘΣ [ŀōŀǘǘΩǎ ƻǊ hΩYŜŜŦŜΩǎΦ 
Yeah, and that sizzle you hear? 
Back Bacon, eh? 
.ŜŀǳǘȅΦ {ƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ǘƻǇƛŎ ŦƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǎƻ DΩŘŀȅΣ ŜƘΚ 
DΩŘŀȅΦ 
hƘΧƧŜŜŜȊΣ ǿŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ Ƙockey, eh? 
bƻΧǘƘŜ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ /ǳǇΩǎ ƛƴ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀ ƴƻǿΦ 
/ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀΧ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ς like ς have ice? 
Mostly in mixed drinks, eh. 
²ŜΩǊŜ ƘƻǎŜŘΗ 
 
 
Oboe Riederer 
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July 2, 2007 Amelia Earhart Disappears 

Where did she go and what is she up to? 

ά¢ƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ƛǎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ -Amelia Earhart 
 
It is a long way from Atchison, Kansas to Howland Island in the Pacific, unless you travel by there by courage and 
ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ !ƳŜƭƛŀ 9ŀǊƘŀǊǘΩǎ ǊƻǳǘŜΦ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ǎƻƭƻ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ !ǘƭŀƴǘƛŎ, 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. 
 
άΦΦΦƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘƻƴŜ - occasionally what men have not 
done--thereby establishing themselves as persons, and perhaps encouraging other women toward greater 
ƛƴŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΦέ 
-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. 
 
άΦΦΦŘŜŎƛŘŜΦΦΦǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝƻŀƭ ƛǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦ LŦ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ǎǘƻǇ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎΦΦΦΦέ 
 -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. 
 
ά²ƻƳŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǎ ƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŀƛƭΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ōǳǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦέ -
Amelia Earhart 
 
{ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻǎǘΦ  {ƘŜ ŦƭŜǿ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ  
 
ά¢ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƴŜŀǊ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ L ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƳŀƴȅΦ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭǳǊŜ ƻŦ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ 
is the lurŜ ƻŦ ōŜŀǳǘȅΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 
-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 
 
LΩƳ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴΦ  ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŀƴƎǎǘΦ  L ƭƻƎ ƻƴΣ ŘƻǳōƭŜ-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. 
L ŎƭƛŎƪ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŀǾŀǘŀǊΣ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  .ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ 
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. 
¸ƻǳΥ ²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚ 
The answer is immediate. 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇΚ ¸ƻǳ ōƭƛƴŘΚ  LǘΩǎ ƳŜΦ 
IŜΩǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ  {ǘŀǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ  L ǘȅǇŜΦ 
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. 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳΚ 
You: No. 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  hYΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǘŜΚ 
You: July 4th. 
Jack Lefebvre:  Exactly.  Independence Day. 
¸ƻǳΥ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘΩȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚ 
He stops clasping his knee, leans forward, his face a huge close-up. 
Jack Lefebvre:  OK, where do you usually send me? 
You: I donΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  !ƭƭ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΦ 
Jack Lefebvre:  Yes, and do I ever get consulted?  Ever think about what I want? 
¸ƻǳΥ bƻΦ  ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŜΦ  ! ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Χ 
IŜ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǳǇΣ ŦƭƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƛǘŜǎ ΨIǳƘΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΩ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǘǊƛŘƛƴƎ back and forth 
across the screen. 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  ¢ƘŜ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴŎŜΦ  9ȄƛǎǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŀƴƎǎǘΚ  ¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ōƛǘ ȅƻǳΦ  LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
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. 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  bƻΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ  IŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŘŜŦƛƴŜ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴǎΦ  ²ŜƭƭΣ 
where does that put me?  You send me sky-diving, surfing, go-karting.  You drag me through psychology 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘǎ ƻƴ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ǎƛƳǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŘǊƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ς some of 
them make Paris Hilton seem normal. 
¸ƻǳΥ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Χ 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  bƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΚ 
To my dismay, he starts crying.  Real tears, sobs. 
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Jack Lefebvre:  Neurosurgery. 
You: What? 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  bŜǳǊƻǎǳǊƎŜǊȅΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ ƳŜΦ  bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦ  bƻǘ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŘƛŜǾŀƭ ƧƻǳǎǘƛƴƎ.  Just 
plain, simple neurosurgery. 
L ŦƛƴŘ LΩƳ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ 
¸ƻǳΥ  LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ 
He shakes his head, waves his hand to encompass his surroundings. 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀƴ ƛƭƭǳǎƛƻƴΦ  ¢ƘƛǎΦ  LƴŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜΦ  !ƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 
¸ƻǳΥ  bƻΦ  LǘΩǎ hYΦ  ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀ ƴŜǳǊƻǎǳǊƎŜƻƴΦ  LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ Χ 
Again his head shakes. 
WŀŎƪ [ŜŦŜōǾǊŜΥ  bƻΦ  LΩǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ƻŦŦ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ  L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǾŜǘΦ 
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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*ÕÌÙ ωȟ φττϋ 0Ȣ4Ȣ "ÁÒÎÕÍȭÓ "ÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ 

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 .... 

 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŘΤ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŜƳǇǘƛness all around. The only thing clearly visible to you is a door. You reach 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƛǘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŎǊŜŜƪǎ ƻǇŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ΦΦΦΦέ 
 
    ¢ƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ōƭŀƴƪ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊƳ ōƭƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ wƻŘ {ŜǊƭƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƘƛǎŜƭŜŘ ŦŀŎŜΦ  IŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
eyes, tensed his jaw, and braced for the impact. 
 
    άhƪŀȅΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜƎƭŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƪƛƴ ŦƭƛŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ŘŀƳƴ ¢ǿƛƭƛƎƘǘ ½ƻƴŜ ƳŀǊŀǘƘƻƴΚΚΚέ  
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.   
     
    άDŜŜȊΣ ¢ƛƴŀΣ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ LΩŘ ōŜ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǇƛǎƻŘŜΦέ 
 
    ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ¢²h Ih¦w{ !Dh ȅƻǳ D99YΗέ  IŜǊ ƴŀƪŜŘ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛƴ ǉǳƛǾŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǊŜǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀƴǘ 
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. 
 
    ά²ƘŀǘΚΚΚ   ¢ƛƳŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΦ  L ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 
ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƻŦΣ ǘƻƻΦ   LΩǾŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ŀƭƻƴe in that bed of ours way too many nights while you park your 
ǎƭƻǇǇȅ ŀǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳŎƘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ŎǊŀǇǇȅ ƻƭŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǊŜǊǳƴǎΦ   ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 
 
    IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ  {ƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩt turned on by her anymore?  
¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜŦŦƻǊǘΚ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎƭȅ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜƭ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
ŦŜǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦŜǿŜǊ ƻǇǘƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΚ  bƻΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎǊǳŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƳŜŀƴ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ  IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀǾƻƛŘed 
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. 
 
    άL ŘǳƴƴƻΧL Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŀȅōŜΧƳŀȅōŜΧǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘΧL ŘǳƴƴƻΧǎƻƳŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΚέ 
 
    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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    ά¸ƻǳΧƴŜŜŘ ǎǇŀŎŜΧŎŀƴΩǘΧŜǾŜƴ ōǊŜŀƪ ǳǇΧǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƭŀƳŜ ŎƭƛŎƘŞΧƻƻƘΧƻƘƘΧƘƻǿ ΨōƻǳǘΧ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳΧƛǘΩǎ 
ƳŜΦΦƘŜŜ ƘŜŜŜŜŜΧΦΦέ  {ƘŜ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŘŜƭƛǊƛƻǳǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ  ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΧƛǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳΦ  !ƴŘ 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ  ¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǾ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎƻƻƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ   
     
    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 
ƴƻǘŜǿƻǊǘƘȅ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ƻŀƪ ŀƴŘ ƛƴƭŀȅŜŘ ŎŀǊǾƛƴƎǎ ƻŦΧǿƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǎƘƛŦǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƛƴǳƻǳǎ 
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 
 
 

 
 
CŜƴǿƛŎƪΩǎ 5ƻƻǊ 
By D.C Law 
 
    .ŜŦƻǊŜ L ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǘŀǎǘŜǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΤ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƭŜŀǊΣ ŎƭŜŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳŀƴƛǘȅΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ L ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ 
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. 
    άIŜȅΗέ 
    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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    ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǎΦ  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŜŀǎƛŜǊΦέ 
    I enter the room and the door slams behind me. 
    ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ LΚέ 
    άCƛǊǎǘ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ- DonΩǘ ŀǎƪ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦ   {ŜŎƻƴŘΣ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻƻƪ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƭŀƳǎΦέ 
    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. 
    ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ 
    ά/ƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘƛƴƎΦ  L ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƻƻΦέ  L ōƭƛƴƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ 
 
    We step into a rainy night, emerging from a petrol station. 
    άbƻǊƳŀƭƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά! ǘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƎƛǾŜƴΦ  .ǳǘ LΩƳ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜΦ  ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
next timŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǇŜƴ ŀ ŘƻƻǊΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 
    ! ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ωст /ƘŜǾȅ LƳǇŀƭŀ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƳǇǎΦ 
    ά¢ƘŜ LƳǇŀƭŀΧ bƻΗέ 
    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. 
    ¢ƘŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ōǳǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜ ƛǎ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ±ƛǇŜǊΦ  Iƻǿ LΩŘ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅΦ  bƻǿ L ƪƴƻǿΦ   L 
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. 
    άIŜΩƭƭ ƭƛǾŜΦέ 
    ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΧΚέ 
    άbƻ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΗέ Lǘ ƎǊƻǿƭǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ŘƻƻǊΦ 
    I sit for a spell, before using a door. 
    άIŜȅΗέ L ƘŜŀǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎƘƻǳǘΦ 
    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 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ /ƭǳō ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  L ƎŀȊŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƴƻ-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 ƛǎ ƴƻ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ  L ǘǊȅ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŘŀƴŎŜΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǎƪƛƴΣ ǎƘŀǇŜΣ 
ŎƻǎƳŜǘƛŎǎ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǿƴ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜΦ  IŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴŀƭ {[ ǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀŘǎ ƳŜ ƻƴ 
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 eƭǎŜΚ   ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƻŦ {[Η 
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 .... 
άhōƻŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΧέ 
Mr. G?  Mr. G was the Jr. High teacher who started me on oboe.  
ά/ƻƳŜ ƛƴ ς ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ hōƻŜΦέ 
I walked through the door into a room filled with hundreds and hundreds of people.  
I knew them all. They were my teachers.  
ά²ƘŀǘΚ  ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
aǊǎΦ /ΦΣ Ƴȅ WǊΦ IƛƎƘ ƘƻƳŜǊƻƻƳ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘƛǊǊƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǳǇ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ ά 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άhōƻŜΧέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ aǊΦ !bΦ Σ ǘƘŜ IƛƎƘ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ōŀƴŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊΦ  άLƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΦ  ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ  ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚέ 
ά!ƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊΦ wΦΣ Ƴȅ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƻōƻŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ 
ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ 
L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ aǊΦ [Φ ǘƘŜ WǊΦ IƛƎƘ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǳǎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΣ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ  ά¸ƻǳ 
were published ƛƴ ǘƘŜ WǊΦ IƛƎƘ ŀƴǘƘƻƭƻƎȅΣ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΩǎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴƛǎƳ Ŝǎǎŀȅ ŎƻƴǘŜǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƻǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
ƘƻƳŜǊƻƻƳ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ƻŦ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ŝǎǎŀȅǎ L ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ōǳȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊΦ {ΦΣ my High School English 
ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΦ  άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜƭŦ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ   
aǊΦ ![Φ Ƴȅ IƛƎƘ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƳŜŘ ƛƴΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ŀ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƻǘŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ  Lǘ 
ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƛƭƭȅ ǇƛŜŎŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƎǊŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aƛǎǎ 5.  I hugged her.  
aǊΦ tΦ ŀƴŘ aƛǎǎ bΦΣ Ƴȅ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎƘŀǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǳŦ 5ŜǳǘǎŎƘ ƛƴ {ŜŎƻƴŘ [ƛŦŜΗέ aǊΦ tΦ 
exclaimed. 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ƛƴ {[Σέ ǎŀƛŘ aƛǎǎ .Φ Ƴȅ ƪƛƴŘŜǊƎŀǊǘŜƴ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΦ  L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ 
same creativity there as in your finger-ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎΦέ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ hōƻŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ǊΦ {ΦΣ Ƴȅ IƛƎƘ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΦ  ά¸ƻǳǊ ǘǊƛǇǎ ƛƴǘƻ {[ ƘŀǾŜ ǊƻǳǎŜŘ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦ  LΩǾŜ ǊŜŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ 
essays on V-9 5ŀȅ ŀƴŘ !ƳŜƭƛŀ 9ŀǊƘŀǊǘΦ  L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ 5ǊΦ {Φ  ¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ƘƛƎƘΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΚέ 
άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƴȅ ŎƭŀǎǎΚ aŜǘŀǇƘƻǊǎΚέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊΦ [Φ  ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜƳǇǘȅ ǾƻƛŘΦ  IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ 
wŜŀƭ [ƛŦŜ ƻǊ {ŜŎƻƴŘ [ƛŦŜΚέ  
άbƻΦέ 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƻƛŘΣ ǘƘŜƴΚέ ƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘΦ 
L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ  άLǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΗ ΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŘ ƛǎ ŀ ƳŜǘŀǇƘƻǊ ŦƻǊΚέ 
άLƎƴƻǊŀƴŎŜΚέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 
L ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ  άΧŀƴŘ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŀŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛƎƴƻǊŀƴŎŜΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΧŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘem for me.  
{ŜŎƻƴŘ [ƛŦŜ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƳŜ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƛƴ wŜŀƭ [ƛŦŜΦέ 
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5ǊΦ {Φ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎƭŜǎΦ  άhōƻŜΣ ƛǎƴϥǘ ƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘƻƻǊǎΚέ  
 
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 ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘΧ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ Η Iƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ Κ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎΧ ǿŀƛǘΧ 
ƻƪΣ L ŀƳ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǿ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΧ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΧ ōǳǘ ǿƘȅ Κ ŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǿ Κ ŀƳ L ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ Κ bƻ 
tunnel, no white light, no faces of ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻ ŘƛǎŀǇŜŀǊŜŘΧ ƻƘΧ ǿŀƛǘΧ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΧ aƻƳ Κ ƛǎ 
that you ?  
 
- What time is it ? 
 
- {ǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ b!{!Σ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ Ƙƻǘ 
ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜΧ  
 
LǘΩǎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ōŜ тΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴ ŀǎǘǊƻƴŀǳǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ 
ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΧ ǿƘȅ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ Κ 
 
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 
[ƛƴŘŜƴΩǎ ƻǿƴ ŎƘƛƭŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦ   IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜƎƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ   L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
 
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 ς whether joy or 
sorrow.  Each person in our lives is a treasure ς 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 parentǎΦ  ¸ŜƭƭƻǿǎǘƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ 
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.   
 
L ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ  IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ άƘǳƴǘƛƴƎέ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŦŀƭƭΦ  IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ  IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻut catching anything.  He was interested in enjoying the outdoors.  Here he was almost close enough 
to touch this amazing wild animal.  
 
aȅ 5ŀŘ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘ ƴƻǿΦ  L ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎƘŀǊŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
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 tƛƳŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƛƭƭǳǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜȄƛǎǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƛƳŜ ς 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 
ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ L ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŘŜŀǊΦ  L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǾŀǘŀǊ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ 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. 



P a g e | 31 

 

 
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, 
ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ ƻƴ ŀƴȅ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ǎǇƻǳǎŜΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 
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 
ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ Ƴȅ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ƎŀȊŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƻǊ ǊŀǘƘŜǊΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ {[ ŀǾŀǘŀǊΦ ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΚ L 
remembered since there was no need for bathrooms in SL that we had decided to save on the prim count and leave 
ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǎǇƻǳǎŜΚ IŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ L Ǌǳƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƻ Řŀȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ 
on a posing stand in the middle of the floor; a briefcase not quite touching his right hand. 
 
άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƳǳǘŀǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŦƻȄ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ ǘŀƎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀŘ άCƻȄȅ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊΦέ 
άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ /ŀƭŜŘƻƴΦ [ƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΗέ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƛnto 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 
islŀƴŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ƛǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀǎ L ŦǊŀƴǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǊŜȊȊƛƴƎ ǇǊƛƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ hǳǊ ǘǿƻ !YY 
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 DOLbD I9w9Κ LΩƳ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ŀǾŀǘŀǊΗϦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ 
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 
 
 

 
 



P a g e | 33 

 

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 eyesτmy mind did the sameτI 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. 
    ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚ  .ƻǘƘ LΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ L ǎŜŜ ƛǎ tƘƛƴŜŀǎ wŀƴƎ ŀƴŘ tƘƛƴŜŀǎ wŀƴƎΦ  ! ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ L ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘΣ ŀƴ 
avatar for one me split in two. 
    LǘΩǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŜΦ 
    This is a dream?  I ventured.  The old I laughed. 
    ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŎΦ 
    ̧ ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƴŀǊŎƛǎǎistic 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. 
    L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ  L ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘΦ 
***  
    The younger I found his steampunk Victorian clothes complete and is now messing with his steampackτa 
polished heavy machine with wings and leather strapsτon 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. 
    LΩƳ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΣ LΩƳ ǘƛƴƪŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŀƳǇŀŎƪΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊǳŎƪǎŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǎtaring 
at the ceiling. 
    Older I finds a button, switched it on and feels better as the armour sustains my life. 
    ¢Ƙƛǎ Ǉŀƛƴ L ŦŜƭǘΦ  LǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭΦ 
    Yes, I said. 
    What are we going to do? 
I and I wonder if I can change back. 
    L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  Iƻǿ Ŏan 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? 
    ̧ ŜǎΦ  LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜΦ 
    I think I should start over, I have no choice now. 
    Nothing to go back to. 
    ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƴƻǿΦ  LΩǾŜ ǎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅΧ 
    Χ!ƴŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦ 
    I can be who I want.  The fact that I became Phineas Rang is proof. 
    .ǳǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōeen true?  I ponder. 
    Perhaps, I say. 
!ƴŘ ŀǎ ǿŜ Ŧƭȅ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΣ Ƴȅ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ǎƛƴƎǳƭŀǊ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪΦ 
 
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. 


