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The Magic of the Ballad

“What I'm looking for, Licks, I'm lookingefodynan,” DaMusa rasps as he leans
over this plate-sized cocktail table, like hie(sasbacret. “For me, there’s nothing like
a nice, warm ballad...”

Ballad! | stare at this dude in his 40's psudtriplack shirt, white tie, porkpie hat
and try to figure out if he’s Retro, CampplaijuseirdBallad! love to burn like
Trane over the changes at racehorse tempeedBaigig baBealbad. | mean, I've
already sublet my apartment for the summehdl¥éeshare, like, you knowt...
there”’

| bit into my lower lip. | mean, cbaltypedHere | am, you know, wearing this
washed-out polo shirt, looking and sounding dikk@d’ cornpone from lowa or
something.

DaMusa nods. “Do a ballad right and yoagjolYour dreams come alive. You
know what I'm saying, Licks?”

“Sure.” Anything to get a gig. You don't plagidipnna luxury liner, especially
when it doubles as a floating casino.

There was a little something for everybodRitrR&kanchored just beyond the
three-mile limit. On the Glitz Deck, old geeked ttreir arms into bursitis on the slot
machines, then watched sequinned Vegas wanmab#spaah. On the Disco Deck,
twentysomething call girls danced with thiriggdmggthrollers on break from the
blackjack tables. Lame as it looked, my gilevitighband was probably the hippest
thing on board.



| hit the lounge early, hoping some jive entmigilasiget me a raise. As |
unpacked my tenor in the puff and glitter didmsgeadded like seats from Lincoln
Town Cars, | couldn’t help thinking how scdéedldiing looked. Hell, | needed a
raise just to refinish it. But the tone, meomettveuld knock ‘em dead no matter how
the horn looked. | ran down a few heads, theawktgroove going on “Body and
Soul.”

| must've been blowing pretty good because/leergtbdonde waitress who was
lighting candles on the tables that floated betveeaits was paying more attention
to me than to what she was doing. She burngdrlmrde. | pretended not to notice
but | did start trying to wind my phrases arcungyHmes. Once she worked her way
to the front row, she stopped. Her feet madeayHhitlé shuffle from one to the other,
like a little mating dance. | smiled.

“You sound reallyod’ she says through the largest set of teatbrtiasieed at
me.

| hoped | wasn’t blushing too much. “Thanksstlwesning up. You know...”

“You already sound hotter than the rest of the band

“That’s what | was afraid of.”

Her crystal eyes glinted in the shadows. “Beltbigism’'t wHdtad in mind for
a summer job, either.”

“Hey, | wanted to play with samba bands in Rio...”

“And | wanted to visit art museums in Europe...”

...and probably have a summer fling with a yaangtpdying at the Sorbonne,
| added to myself.

“But this painter, | dated him for two yeass justdobogied off to Paris with my
room-mate, the bastard!” He left Nancy--#thatisdieto scramble for this waitress
gig.

The way Nancy just flung her feelings off ecodeehelmed me at first. Talk
about intense! But it started me talking apeuugually keep to myself. She studied
a little flute, did parts in college theatarassltaeally an artist, but she had fire in hel



heart, like a jazz player. And her voice, thikuslesn the bottom and breathy ring
on top...it made me think of Lester Young.

Just as we’re getting into a good groove, Dalliga@igh with some executive
types and their wives. Nancy rushed to lighitramothfecandles. “I'll see you on
break,” she says.

“You got it.”

All through break | griped to her about the lomeléVl found a groove, the
drummer found a way toRG@M!-throw it off. The bass player thudded somewhel
near the pocket, but never in it. The pianwgdayassable, but more interested in
following chicks than fake book changes. Idhepedrtti set would be a little better.

We opened with “Misty.” As | watched Nanbgesliteave between the tables,
| filled my tenor with steaming breath. Feldmfiysglbn a cloud of romantic ardor,
imagined myself meeting a beautiful woman grrairwanight...Funny, not far from
where Nancy stood scribbling down orders, ttiesefogasolling into the lounge. Not
fog, really, more like morning dew. Not thgtit, Isimd of...well, misty. It rolled closer
to the table where DaMusa sat brooding likebmbtbredbr, then dispersed to reveal
this raven-haired beauty in a ruby skirt tigh thelleft side and these heart-shaped
lips that made me want to run off the stand tosahrkis

Holy Shit!'stopped playing. She vanished like a daydream.

Come on, dude. Get yourself todgilagretd a flurry of notes, to make up for the tw
beats | missed.

There she was again! Her dark eyes radiardateshéofhard the boss. DaMusa
reached out, their fingertips touched, andeshiatglithe seat beside him.

“You see that fox?” the pianist whispered.

“Yeah.” | wanted to tell the balding lech Ileediatiat that point | didn’t know for
sure.

During break | ran it by Nancy. She just todssabiHmack, filled my eyes with
flickering rows of pearl and said, “You miYaigiams$t've been smoking those funny
cigarettes.”



The next set opens with “But Beautiful.” Thegatnaote it, whispering through my
horn, in comes the mist, and it unveils thisugdmomde justirstingut of a lowcut
black minigown.

| pause, partly to breathe, partly to eye Hell foea.

Pop!She disappears, just like the other one. Barseagph my next note. What
the hell! I thought. And stopped Bgaishe disappeared again. My next line, she
reappears, slinks to DaMusa’s table, and petfehaesatto his right, flashing her pin-
up gams at me while her red lips whisper sWeehgpsH.

Once and | was dreaming. Twice and, wellndwiderdnowwnhat.

The pianist didn’t know, either. “Looks like’'®aNMusd into a ladies’ man,” he
said. DaMusa’s moody scowl had eased to a smarthy g

| didn’t really care what these ham-and-eggbtsBlubli wanted a Reality Check.

“I swear, | just started playing and there shetalchd\ancy. “I've never seen
anyone so...Talk about knockouts!”

“Maybe you should be sittindngiittNancy hissed. She left me sitting like a dunce
on a barstool, wondering what | said wrong.nddiibaght | was like her painter,
maybe she just didn't see it. Whatever...llebh&inhood distract me from the music.

By the end of the night, I'd conjured six dfttheauatful women I'd ever seen.
Figured out the phrases that determined hiaodyoharild, bustline, legs, the way they
walked in...I even had this zany redhead mskimegtfahces---the reverse of
vaudeville exits---on the tag of a tune. Dakégbavhhea | finally dropped her in his
lap, one well-curved leg poking into the hiheehdangling off the tip of her shoe. |
was having a rollicking good time on the stand.

| was having a good time off the stand, toe.fldahdgmper had cooled as quickly
as it had flared. We talked about anything whdhgverell, almost everything.

After the last set, she and | were on our wisne ttyodiar cabin or mine?” bit. Before
we get out the door, though, DaMusa waves méisv@ble. He’s sitting alone,
probably ready to spout some rule against edesim th

“Kid, you really got a way with a ballad,” hesdagsyn eyes glowing softly. “You
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can do things | never heard---no, never heaxkasdan before.”

| grinned as much with relief as gratitudehd@es, ltmean, it's like...at first |
thought they were on board, you know...”

“Theywereon board. They came on with you. Up here.t&mMiséemple. “And
down here.” He rests his hand over his heart.

“I couldn’t believe it was happening,” | ssaah, ‘it mas...it was like magic.”

“Like the magic of the ballad,” DaMusa sayskihameva sly goodnight.

As Nancy and | went down to my cabin, | wagsathinéurd, still trying to figure
things out.

“I didn’t teflouabout every huindaw in the lounge tonight,” she snapped.

| could understand, sort of. She was stillaftentiggtting burned by her painter
friend. It wasn't till | clicked the lock onmuooalthat | realized she probably had her
back to the stand most of the night. Spaceodatletbii the truth, | wasn’t entirely
comfortable with this new whatever-it-waBetidrgslay it cool, | figured, as Nancy’s
torrid warmth filled the bed where we rockedrbythowover the ocean’s soothing
roll.

Afterwards, eyes closed, my mind drifted fnesdn liee reality of Nancy lying
beside me and the fantasies of the women my tonjuled.

“What are you thinking about?” Nancy askecde hegyw like morning dew.

| must’'ve been in a real fog. “Those women,*lIssdlicion’t know how it
happened.”

WhapA pillow thumps my face. A light blazes mypmselifly eyes blink strobes.

“If your fantasies are more important thas juet tll it off right now.”

Nancy yanks on her skimpy waitress outfit atttesiaimg door behind her. The
wind from her exit blows my apologies backé my fa

“I'm sorry, | should have thought about wresylimegs 1 told the blue diamonds
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blazing at me over the chain lock.

“I'm sorry, too. | should have thought abowag/staling with.”

The blast of steam just sizzled through Ndteditegth. Another door slammed
on me. | felt really bummed out. We could’'vadthohgayoing.

But if she wanted to be that way...| searcleetgierdhe women from last night.
Just one of them would take my mind off Naeg\exigted. Of course, | couldn’t find
them. I didn’t know if they took the last lakrtondal or if they lived in some shadow
world, waiting for my tenor to call them bdoke3 helid see were all so jaded and
sophisticated they made me feel like a twesdy-tibbusboy, the way they hung on
the arms of guys with names like Diamond lismCaenm those dudes.

That night, though, | blew models and heirBsddaga, who greeted them with
a grin that swelled like a river in spring. 8utidaone | really wanted, ignored me.
At one point, | sat near her station and odterkedram her. She slapped it down on
the bar so hard it splashed all over my traxdgrdhéy were dark; | didn’t have
anything to change into. Well...maybe | coylanasgmor whatever it was to create
someone even better.

| stayed in my cabin all the next day, bloiegtthiest, moodiest ballads | knew.
But nobody rose in front of me with swaying higbrdy strut. Nobody blew me a
kiss, nobody flashed a beckoning grin over lder sisoshe eased into my bed. |
couldn’t even stir up the mist that brought #igough | did manage to swirl some
dust in the corners.

Things with Nancy weren’t much better. It tqué& afaveeks for her deep freeze
to thaw even a little. She chatted and alk thetebtinted at wanting to spend an
afternoon sunning on the decks or crankingatimeeoiigandits or anything else we
could’ve done together. And who needs anoithénaléare for suggesting something
yourself?

So, it was a lonely summer to work throughylichbgination romp with my loins
on the stand, but that was as far as | codld@kkisa always had a kind, almost
fatherly word for me at the end of the nigtitewt@men had vanished to wherever.
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But you can’t live on the boss’s complimeniau@thaey tell you you're the greatest
thing since Trane, the next minute they cathgocaopet.

| got pretty tense the first time DaMusa caliiedhiseoffice. Nobody ever called
me to their office except to chew me out. Nair ihigh, not in college work-
study...never.

So there | was, sunk deep in this leatherfadrdtioirthis huge, totally teakwood
desk, swallowing my adam’s apple again andhgigafiomhim to dock me, fire me
or something.

He leans over the desk. “Y’know, kid,” helsaty$oatse, confiding voice, “You
see all these people out there, havin’ théhtandifef..l bet you think I'm one of ‘em...”
For sure. DaMusa reminded me of that guy |ueadfedshman comp, uh---

Gatsby.

“But | gotta make sure the games are runnihg ggbtys start on time. | don’t get
to sit back and relax until you're on the stisngd’pla

| nodded, uneasy. For a guy who was too baesggdmstrDaMusa sure was slow
to read me the riot act.

“What you can do with a ballad, kid...| nearysieieg like it.”

| turned my cornpone blush and grin towardthenplusrpet. No matter how
much he praised me, | couldn’t help thBking,

When | looked back at him, he was lowering @nsaxagd onto the desk.

“This is for you,” he says, grinning.

Here | am, staring at your basic gift horgeflétdned, but frightened too. Talk
about being paranoid!

“Well, open it.”

The blast of golden radiance almost burned rayt@yes$:the-line Selmer, so
brightly polished it made my old King seens.¢otwddibletMr. DaMusa, you really
don’t have to...I mean, this...this must'vel@saym and a leg.”

“My dad bought it for me when | was just alkage .jour

DaMusa was my age once! He’s one of those lguks ke he wasrnat forty-
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five.

“Yeah, | wanted to be a musician, just likedybdidAokay, played with a few
bands...Claude Thornhill, Stan Kenton...”

DaMusa played in hip bands like those!

“...But | didn’t have the magic. So | put indalahthis instead.” He stretched his
lean arms toward port and starboard, likewrses hasempire, then crossed them on
the desk and hunched forward again, his faerbnggein on me. “But you, kid, you
got the magic. Maybe this horn’ll do for yoooutdht’'t do for me.”

“Well, thanks, | mean...” | didn’t realize higwnyeglaying had touched him. Or
how much | wished my own father could haveumeiaraand lived to pass some-
thing as great as this down to me.

“One thing, Licks. Save a little of that nTdgrecfoMVhen | was your age, | useta
know a gal just like her.”

The note of sadness in his voice jangled likg fotkinnside me. But he didn’t
know what it felt like to get a door slamméxten kigrget her. | just wanted to let the
sound of this dynamite Selmer engulf me.

In my cabin, | blew an exuberant howl, thgroafiemny phrases, testing the top
register, the bottom register, every nuantmef falk about a step up! | imagined
playing “My One and Only Love” like Chico Frdemanfia huge audience. The
beauty of the melody transported me to the dorvéén balladeers occupied
exclusively by the great tenormen, past andlprasdpitez, | was Hawk, | was Ben...

In mid-chorus, | opened my eyes. There wabt@hig onde curved across my
bed. Her breasts threatened to spill out ofgheiksir. Her tanned legs curled around
my bedsheets. Her delicate ankles poked tbasugdithe tangle.

“Hi, Licks.”

| felt good, even better than my first nightdordbghl conjured up eight of the
most beautiful women in the world...blondessbredéeads, the works...and took
each of them in as many positions as you comddwhag they moaned my name in
ecstasy. If | didn’t glance at the clock ontstgnaigtnere’s no telling what kinky stuff
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| would’ve gotten into.

The band was already playing. As | rushedatadtHerstd to rake the tangle out
of my hair with my fingers. My legs draggefilphemaking love. My mouth felt sore,
a cross between practicing too much and frevgivkess you've hardly done it in
months.

When | soloed on “Misty,” | didn’t just fill hoymexth tender whispers, | filled it
with cockiness, almost smirking around the ogoathpie sultry lick that always
started the mist flowing into the lounge.

What!'Where is it?

| played it again.

Nothingwhat the---!

Maybe | should try the Grand Entrance riffelvaimetin like a fireworks display.

No? Well then, try this. | blew my fastesst fiakkiehellbent on bringing to life a
woman as stunning as my phrases were soaringy [#hases landed, though, they
missed the rhythm section’s shaky mark. Ancmodecdy.

Well...I'd get myself together on break.

| really wanted to be alone, to regroup. Budlthex$tto Nancy’s station was the
only seat. | gulped a double Seagrams just anehmack with a tray of empty
glasses, crumpled napkins and bent swizzlestibksfifst time since our bedroom
fiasco, she flashed me her wide-open grin.

“l thought of dropping by this afternoon,” shusgali were practicing so hard |
didn’t want to interrupt.”

My throat burned from the drink, but | trietbaghtd’'m still warming up,” | told
her.

“You sounded like you were on fire in your room.”

“I was. You should've been there.”

She laughed, all glittering teeth and eyeskfiavoif | could’ve sat through eight
hours of solo saxophone...”

Eight hours of solo saxophone! Those bimbettseg mare Their skin tingled as
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my fingers stroked them. With this new hothelMaster of the Ballad and all the
magic that came with it: Lester Young's pqrkibies lzditwhiskey, dozens of beautiful
women...My lips curled into a little sneest‘Ymu@ht | wouldn’t give you what you
wanted,” | said.

“Maybe | don’t want what you can give me.”

Uh oh. The Master of the Ballad had strucletineteeo¥ her composition.

“Look. | didn’t mean---"

“If you took your head out of the clouds antylmaugjbated ego back to earth,
maybe you’d play your horn better than yo8h&oshatched her tray and huffed off.

She should talk about ego! At least | had sdmb#vagn ego about. Everyone
has an off-night.

After making beautiful women in my cabin @lidhg henade the gig on time. But
| couldn’t make anything come to life thergingysplanded strained and tired. And
Nancy---thgitch!--looked like she was gloating. | felt so esatdr@esd not to look
in her direction. | hated myself for playingdiaedifaer for reminding me of it, and
hated the other musicians for sounding likéotiggdoen the same stand with me.

“You gotta lay back,” DaMusa told me at thinemigbt, his face creased with
concern. “l got the passengers tellin’ me, HooisautSo, do us all a favor. Take it
easy.”

| took it easy. | sunned on the deck every didy’atmlich my axe till the gig. But
| was just a machine spinning out tunes. Mlg dmndrfd scrubby like a desert.

| had to try again. | had to practice, eveincorallred was a prune-faced
grandmother in a varicose vein bikini. ligiedbatmothing brought back the women.
Not practicing, not resting, nothing.

It was the horn, that goddamn new horn. Thirtshwith the old one, my funky
old King with all its scuffmarks. For sure theWdndp it.

But no matter which horn | played, nothingrgthd®e heart-stoppers back to
life. | was struggling just to keep up withdtHearmdly, after we played “All or Nothing
At All,” the pianist shouted, “You're screlwenteoppb!”
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| pulled away from the mouthpiece, spun sp tonratssithe dude that | whacked
my nose against it. It must've looked reallyufunmgs too pissed to see the humor.

“Me!You guys haven’t kept one tempo straight al’summe

When | looked to DaMusa for support, all | $cufateéurrowed with displeasure.

“Don’t look at me like that. | was fine tilgooeghat freakin’ horn.”

His expression didn’t change.

When DaMusa called me into his office, | kneaswbating.

“Listen, Licks,” he said, looking grim as mypdkdiker, “I didn’t mind when you
lost that special thing you had---I mean, ltralagétl but the people here, what they
want...it doesn’t have to be great music.rBghiastHe shook his head.

| barely listened to him telling me | was teeewearthad and offering me another
chance in a few months. | just wanted to gsback and try to make ends meet in
the clubs. Maybe I'd give the Selmer back ta NaMusauld get good money for it.

The next day | was lugging my saxes and suiteaseibeh when | spotted this
chick sunning herself in a bikini. She haddjradnfinst what | used to get with the
horn before things went bad.

“You're leaving?” she asked as | walked past her.

| turned toward the familiar voice. | wasrtaesssdg Nancy in daylight.

“After last night, | don’t have much choide,” | sai

“What will you do?’ She sounded concernedadlmost s

“Sit in at the Flat Five, | guess. It's a dhabbeoi ke way I've been playing, though,
they’ll probably kick me off the stand.”

“Don't talk like that. I know you can play.”

“That’s the nicest thing you've said to mehsiyae kmow...”

“Well, you weren't exactly Mr. Sensitivityntiiat nig

“Me! | wasn’t the one who got all huffy for reagoond
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Nancy’s teeth clamped. Her fingernails dughipm her
“That didn’t come out right,” | said. “I'm sorry.”
I’d screwed up enough. | spun on my heel amgdpoyypeys into the launch.

Back on familiar ground---or just plain groasthed on the livingroom floor of a
friend’s apartment. A fringe cat on the jazrastem@ugh for the Selmer to carry me
till I landed a gig---assuming | could still play.

After what happened orRiffeRaftl wondered what I'd do if | couldn’t. Maybe ge
a loan, take some education courses and teadtionmigiter how bad | sounded, |
couldn’t be as bad as my highschool teachdra:dButhen what? Learn computers,
work in a hardware store...what?

But | couldn’t just let it go. | mean, evearsigecade I've lived to play. So | holed
up for a few weeks and practiced eight, evarstardag. Screwing up with a lounge
band was one thing, screwing up with jazz narstieens

One rainy night | made a Sunday session aFibe. Hlaé cats invited me to sit in,
as usual. But there were like these huge Wirterfiipwacking inside my stomach all
the way up to the stand.

| grooved okay on the blues. The time waseliaes tere there, the phrasing
was sharp enough. But something still was missing.

Somewhere in my first chorus on “Body and $ioggtsrgnd mind finally start
working togeth&teah!Even with my eyes closed | sense somethingasitlange
wonderful's enveloped me again. | blink anthth@ness--this familiar mist---flowing
from the street into the club. | don’t knowl dreaddt or welcome it? | think about
stopping, letting it disappear. But on a jazyatgoldy or you sit down.

| play. The mist rolls gently toward the taddemeathen disperses. Looking out
through the midnight sun of club lights | nla&eotlihes of this chick with a large,
appreciative grin.
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Holy shit! It's Nancy!
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The Immaculate Conception of Oral Dilaudid

I'll go quietly, as they say.

But | should warn you: even though complymg aitthgrity seems appropriate
at this point in time, another, equally visceodlne wants to defy it. Please try to
understand, this urge to resist isn’t a flawaloggal make-up. It's more a matter of
the way | was...well, processed.

You see, I'm “not of woman born,” as the Chmstrajngou say about your savior.
Like your savior, | am the product of an imroano&gigon.

My conception at age eighteen and birth atdagiydmame a greater awareness
of the gestation process than a being conceizggais and born into infancy.

The first thing | remember about the proceskimg pensation that:

(a) preceded consciousness

(b) precipitated consciousness

(c) perceived consciousness

(d) all of the above.

During my development as a conception afterotheoaception, | came to
recognize the feeling of (d) all of the abesahgitpf consciousness. In my earliest
years, though, | believed the psychedelic\wghhshiog in Barry’s mind processed
all brain activity. Barry was my primary coyme see,

| call Barry my primary conceiver becauseatéalamone person to bring me
into being. During my two decades or so ohgebtdi so many voices, rich with
mocking and celebrating laughter, embellishtengeetigt they convinced me
stimulation from others was essential to my. creatio

Ultimately, it took an entire government t@ scoacdilve countless liaisons of the
liberated 60's weren’t enough to bring megnfbheciacrewing” most crucial to my
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creation was the kind that takes place betwebitidlznd the powers that be.

It was that kind of screwing that brought mgeslifgiamid the shivers of laughter
and slivers of voices whirling with the redayélloie lights pinwheeling inside
Barry’s head. Seconds after the prickling sémsatioefer to as my immaculate
conception, | felt myself filtering throughrlthg adue, toward the shadowy back-
ground of Barry’s consciousness.

“Wow, man! This is dynamite acid,” Barry siaigl aspaec from me.

“Oral Dilaudid!” Barry’s friend Paul repeatedenthraaving me a veritable life
preserver in the sea of sounds and lights.|ythinkedhey’ll fall for it?”

“The Draft Board! Sure. They're so straighmetieg\Rkdow oral dilaudid’s an opium
substitute.”

Barry was right. The woman who handed hinc¢hleléirdissue of my corporeal
existence warned: “Carry this card with yiomex,aDral.”

“Or I'll what?” he challenged her with a plangiler'ds he squeezed my paper
embryo into his wallet, he bent my corners backwast physical discomfort. If | had
developed along a less immaculate line of eoneeptild have given my carrier’'s
womb a kick.

Paul certainly got a kick out of the situatiean’&fter we went and burned our
draft cards, you went ancugatheone?”

“The FBI will have a harder time tracking mBaloyadid.

“Maybe | should get one too.” But once thepagsaldePaul forgot about it.

By the time the FBI tracked them to Pacifi@&myvand Paul and | had hitch-
hiked to the east coast.

For the next five years | shuttled between theasteahd the east, staying in
places with names like Pacific Grove, MonteseeStdMilford and Hartford, and felt
the sensations of traveling not only througfttsrensi sounds Barry’s mind fed me,
but also through the bumps of worn shock absairlpemed the numbers of my
nascent being.

Although | rode shotgun with this dynamic diicofiglers, | felt the pull of duty
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to the other party responsible for my creatiokiohitbe Selective Service card was
blood in my veins. The innate urge to come fezsbamdcerve if ordered coursed
through me. Even though | criss-crossed thdilearogtless fugitive, | felt a tug of
connectedness from a manilla folder lockeccabaét in Pacific Grove, California.

But my first loyalty lay with my keeper---adanilith€972 that he passed me to Paul
and said, “I'm turning myself in. Kathy wathtsaiwigd and have kids.”

You can’t imagine the pain Barry caused meulline shant to have a child with
Kathy when he already had me, the offspringagiitagion? All the time I'd traveled
with him, all the time I'd protected him frgente@fimy other half---all that time, he’d
regarded me as nothing more than a hodribuslsvanted to shake the bucks out
of his billfold. Anything, just so he wouldithabarto someone as irresponsible as
Paul.

But there | was, already in Paul's pocket, d/hiathing for me to shake out.

Paul nursed me nearly to the end of my gestatdokitbout him, | never would
have received the Social Security humber emaoh, Sidective Service number,
served as one of the vital organs that gavéemgeestiatistical validity. Without him,
| must admit, | would never have obtained teean@lfeood Stamp numbers that
helped nourish me with cheese curls, taco drupsaprbeer years after Barry had
abandoned macrobiotic foods for upscale cumigr FPhul, | gained additional
vicarious mobility in the form of a drivees licens

The final stage of my development from zyggteethbyo to foetus began when
Paul acquired a major credit card for me. @htrgingas almost as exhilarating as
the psychedelic glow surrounding my conoelptioa sehsations of the outside world
with increased vigor as Paul ran me throughsni@ahmade blipping noises and
flashed red lights. | savored the giggling domocheio grateful for gifts bestowed
upon them under my billing.

My last memory of the metaphorical womb ipiRigj' slsscenities and running
down the fire escape, only seconds before ythudargkehe door of this apartment.
When you shouted my name, you startled met ifoagaahow shocking it feels to
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burst so suddenly into corporeal existenceotyle fiel a little disoriented at the
moment, | have to say that rising from Paubsethavadlet felt almost as basic as
rising from bed in the morning.

It's apparent to me that | stand before yoeasra created to be sacrificed. |
didn’t commit welfare and credit card fraudiar@wasion, draft dodging and parking
and speeding violations in the form that stamdgduefwaiting to be handcuffed.

Oh, you're not going to handcuff me? You'ocevgaipgrie in a cross-armed gown?
How compassionate of you.

As | was saying, though, | can’t ask yolb&zkake existence you've given me.
Now that I've experienced it in its fulle$isfagmrecious to me as yours is to you. |
must endure the consequences of it.

| was not of woman born, but of man and papevhohusve lived through me
have not only achieved their survival butiavfeypour way with me---their salvation
as well.

| understand that the punishment | receiveefocammitted in my name is a
matter of form, much as my existence has almays bee
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A Matter of Form

---Relax, my son. Like yourself, | once wathed witlth | should have embraced
from the outset.

---They must be crazy themselves. | meanhisok at t

---I am sympathetic to your frustration withc€hs, By particular, the Form which
represents its present manifestation. In yoamdratgspair, however, | hear the
passion that will one day guide you to the Bitstaate of the Form, the Substance
and the Process as they unite in the Holyf Banity.o

---You're the first person I've ever heard ¢tbhimpareaucratic bullshit to religion.

---As a former Divinity student, | can asshia¢ thewe are parallels, Euclidean and
non-Euclidean, between the two. Through mygmméwdowent callings, I've come to
realize that the Journey is the Way as wdlrak thiee rest is just a Matter of Form.

---Sounds to me like you went from God to.the Devil

---Therareparallels, Euclidean and non-Euclidean, between th

---I've got to give you credit. Consideringgithre yamsre in, you've still got enough
spirit to give this business the send-up.

---Please be advised that I'm serious.

---Get outa here.

---That’s precisely why I've come to you. Hapletedany twenty-five years of
service, retirement is now an appropriate cactiea.of

---But this form...this form doesn't atthéitdss fomileage reimbursement

---Ah, but doesaddress that very point. I've accumulatedivievemtsrs of
‘mileage.’

---Sometimes | thihkeaccumulated that much in the month I've beBathere.
seriously, this just isn’t the right form.
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---You only see the surface. Lines, right eciglegles and boxes. Black, white---

---and all shades of gray in between. It'sboickong

---Rest assured, however, that these lines emndbmdasclidean and non-
Euclidean spheres which constitute the Universefiafte Process, for all parallel
lines on this form ultimately meet and alle®citingtely expand to embrace all the
potentialities that may be inserted within them.

---What you're saying, in a roundabout wathesdlsatoom to read between the
lines.

---There is always space for the appropriagtaticarpAlthough you may protest
the Form’s black and white nature or the shaalesafs For Department Use Only
sections, you must bear in mind that blacksstlee af all color and that white is the
abundance of all color and that both abundais®acd of color are contained in
this one sheet of paper. It is a Miracle asunas€eltie Miracle of Being itself.

---Pure bullshit from Day One.

---But pure Process, as well.

---That may be. But if | try to get you whattyloy wgang this form, I'll catch flak
from the people upstairs. You expect me tcCoafithissioner to expedite this? Heh
heh.

---In my judgement, that seems appropriate.

---Fothis!

---It is the Commissioner who decrees, accaditengpioropriateness of the
situation, what shall be filled and what shalbtanka Within the Universal and the
Particular are contained all things, and thgseatbirsubject to change. The
Commissioner, as the Prime Human Manifedtatiéarof,tattempts to be all things
to all people---

---Your typical political appointee...

---S0 he must shift and so, accordingly, mtetthisgishift.

---That's the problem. There’s no consistency.

---Which is why we must be equally rigid apdeqdbkdiso that we can conform
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to the Universality and the Particularity ahtladrall of the qualities ascribed to and
taken from it by the Process.

---You really expect me to call him dbhgut...

---| consider that an appropriate recommendation.

---Well, you'll have to fill it out first.

---Ihavefilled it out.

---It looks blank to me.

---It contains all that | was, am, or will be.

---If | take this at face value, you don'’t exist.

---Whether | exist or not is immaterial to ¢éss.A¥octhe Process encompasses
Being and Non-Being simultaneously and ntay shi& to the other as the need may
dictate. It is the duty of the Commissionatddidscheed.

---Let me call him. All my supervisors are &rancen Well, his phone’s
ringing...Nope. No answer.

---In Divinity School, we were taught thatidtnG@shslwer our prayers, then His
answer lay in the exercise of our own Free Will.

---You mean, | should try to process this anyway?

---Precisely.

---Let me see what | can bring up on the ciuvieiutbey have you in here, from
the date you first started working here---

---and soon, to the date | retired from here.

---Uh...

---Are you having a problem?

---No, uh)mnot.

---1 hope the computer isn’'t going down. The tomaenfor me to retire.

---Yowcan'tretire. According to our records, you're urcemploye

---I've been employed for the past twentydive year

---That’s what you may think, feel and beligec@&uputer says you're a patient
here.
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---You didn’t know this already?

---How could | tell? Everybody here, the staflathe in the Terminal Processing
Ward...all of them wear gray suits and wingtipushlie you.

---Without the Universal, the Particular cahnot exi

---You've got a point there.

---It seems ironic, though, that a clone shelliigb®e this.

---Me! Alone!

---Yes! A freaking clone!

---In that case, it seems appropriate to ungerssoralarity to the other patients
here in the Terminal Processing Ward, rightydonvhdonrim glasses.

--Bullshit mdifferentrom them. And frgonl.I've known it for years. | just couldn’t
admit it till now.

---But the sum of the Particulars is the U\geysal.know from your years of
service, each of us is part of the Procesg.duhmkst appropriate course of action
would be to return to your seat.

---1 can’t---1 won’teah’tgo back to being with them. l'iketbemThere!

---1 would recommend that you put your glassas. l#fackview of our data
indicates that you may have a nearsighted cOndiliability---

---Listen to yourself. You sound just likehemé of

---lamone of them.

---1 thought you were with the Department tbasmana

--- am. Only in a different capacity than gbat thou

---Youbullshime!

---| was perfectly straightforward. It was ysan decsubmit your form to the
Processing Unit of the Terminal Processingst#atithie Processing Unit of the
Department.

---| couldn’t help it. All you bland, facelpsdan&alike.

---A Oneness that illustrates the true harmemratdss, not merely through the
Form itself, but through the individuals wiscsee rioldispensable to the Process.
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---Cut the shit. | want out of here.

---Outside or inside, The Process is the same.

---That'sulshit, and you know it.

---I've conducted a thorough review and analysimersals appropriate to the
Particulars of your situation---

---Cut the shit. I'm outa here.

---If that’s your decision, you leave me navatbuidao process you into Non-
Being. We have to keep ourselves covered.

---But éxist!

---According to your previous statements, lgoam@&lon-Being are part of the
Process.

---That was in mfficiatapacity. I'm retiring. I'm retiririeimigp

---Then, | regret to inform you that we camsstywac application for retirement,
for the following reasons: (a) our previousingooatsthat you're unemployed; and
(b) our current records indicate that you ston’t exi

---1 exist, | tell you. | fuckgt!l'll prove it. I'll walk out of here, riglteinto t
Department.

---Department policy requires that you leawerttis. gr

---You know | can’t do that.

---The Department has no facilities reservepléowpe don’t exist.

---Without my pensiorstéiiveout there.

---Then, in keeping with the Wisdom of the Poocess,'t exist off the grounds,
either.

---| have aghtto exist, goddamit!

---Not officially.

---That’bulkhit. | earned it.

---Relax, my son. Like yourself, | once watiext wihiich | should have embraced
from the outset.
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The Rise and Fall and Resurrection of John Doe

The Burbank Bugle

“Sounding our own horn since 1950"
Volume XXXVI, Number 185 Friday, July 4, 1986 Newsstand 35 Cents

John Doe Kills 37, Wbunds 54 in Burbank Burger Beef

Police Issue John Doe Wrant for Nondescript Consumer Assailant
BURBANK “I'm mad as hell and won’t Department.

take it anymore!” John Doe screamed at Although Doe’s motives for the mass
the 109 lunchtime customers at thelaying remain unclear, a police
Burbank Burger King before his array ofpsychologist speculates that Doe may
generic weapons killed 37 men, wometave been in the throes of an identity
and children and wounded 54 others.  crisis.

Authorities were unable to apprehend “It's hard to say what John was
Doe, of no certain age, address, racéhinking,” said his wife Jane, while
ethnicity, occupation or religion. “If he shielding her 2.3 children from the
was there, we couldn’t tell him apart fromthrusting microphones of the nation’s news
all the other John Does,” quipped Johmedia. “All | know is, it's the most
Doe, spokesman for the Burbank Policdistinctive thing he’s ever done.”

John Doe Defends John Does Massacre” at the Burbank Burger King. It
appears that your paper would prefer to

Dear Editor, wallow in sensationalism instead of
| protest the portrayal made of myseeking out the identity of the true
namesakes and myself in your July @ssailant. Furthermore, I, as well as the

article about the alleged “John Doeothers who share my name, do not
appreciate the paper's mocking attitude
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toward individuals who have more inyourselves, instead of the John Does

common with most people than mosobf the world.

people have with each other. If we John Doe

were not so much like you, you would Burbank, CA

have nothing to poke fun at. Perhaps

you should consider poking fun atEDITOR'S NOTE: This Iletter was
signed by 25,000 John Does nationwide.

Doe Threatens To Do Drive-Bys at Taco Bell Drive-firough
BURBANK John Doe, yet to be consider this to be in the appropriate scope
apprehended by authorities for killing 370f customer service,” said John Doe,
people and wounding 54 others at theublic relations spokesperson for the
Burbank Burger King, has announced hishain. He said the corporation had no idea
intention to replace the drive-throughwhere Doe mighestablish the window,
window at a Taco Bell with a drive-by but that additional personnel were being
window. hired to ensure the security of the
“The Taco Bell corporation does not customers.

4.

Does come Out In Droves For Anti-Discrimination Praest
WASHINGTON, D.C. Civil Rights the virtues of that same nature, which
activist John Doe demanded an end to tHeas made its way into the language of our
discrimination he believes John Does haveative society as an eponym for anonym-
suffered because of the public’s perceptioity. It is time for us to ensure that each and
of them as nondescript nonentities lackingvery John Doe in the United States of
individual identities. “We have sufferedAmerica receives fair and equal treatment
long and hard over what some perceive asider the Law. We demand that our
the flaws of a generic nature,” said Doeindividuality be recognized.”

addressing the assembly in front of the Estimates of attendance varied from
White House, all wearing gray suits, bluéc0,000 to 3,000,000 because none of
ties and brown wingtip shoes. “Let those

same people now learn to appreciate
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the John Does hired as experts coudlea were part of the demonstration
determine which of the John Does in thand which were not.

5.

THE PITTSBURG PRIVATEER

“Buccing the Democratic Establishment Since the(Eeen) Sixties”

Volume CXXXIIl, Number 365 Friday, December 31, 1992 Newsstand 45 Cents

John Doe Says DOE’s Resolution to Keep Ahead of tld®neses
PITTSBURG, KANSAS keeping up with thecriminating against their
What's in a name? Joneses,” said Doe througtespective constituencies in
Plenty, according to Johma putty grin. “Now it's Watts, East Los Angeles,
Doe, President of the Doeabout the Joneses keepirmnd Chinatown, and of
Opposed to Eponymityup with us.” grandstanding to launch a
(DOE), an organization |If Doe is pleased thatun for the millennial
dedicated to improving themore people are proud tEresidency. Senator Doe
individual and collectivename their children aftedenies the allegations.
images of people namethe eponym for anonymity, John Doe, talk show
John Doe. The DOE notethere are others who see tleelebrity of the Christian
that in the 1990 census the#eend as threatening th&ight, views the trend as
name John Doe hastability of American disturbing. During a recent
eclipsed the names Smiteociety. Senator John Dotelecast, he suggested that
and Jones as the mogR-Utah) believes many omany of the new John
numerous in the telephonéhe new John Does ar®oe listings are the result
directories of the ten largestillegal aliens maskingof extra-terrestrial beings
cities in the U.S. Accordingthemselves in the cloak oinfiltrating the  society
to DOE, the John Doeperceived anonymity.” Doewhile disguised as humans.
listings now comprise 28has introduced to the SenateCivil rights leader John
pages of the Manhattam bill restricting the numbemDoe rebuts the claim, saying
telephone directory aloneof Doe entries into the U.Sthe talk show host has
three pages more than all Congressmen John Dosgen too many reruns of the
Smiths regardless of firstuan Gama and Jon Do (DX FilesTV series.
name and eleven more tha@alifornia) accuse the As of 9:15 P.M., Doe,
all of the Joneses. Senator, little known untilthe talk show host, was
“I's no longer about ourhis recent bill, of dis-unavailable for comment.
6.
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WE INTERRUPT THE PREMIERE OF "THE RISE .
FALL AND RESURRECTION OF JOHN DOE" TO BR
YOU THIS MESSAGE FROM OUR SPONSOR

“Feel as though you're living in a rut? Welhotaine only John Deere owner who
feels that way. For relief of stress and nesiongédated to the Deere tractor’s rutting
tendencies, we’d like you to try our new Johot@roétno time at all you’'ll feel one
step removed from those unsightly ruts whers youmptorn and wheat and cotton.
The New John Doe tractor makes delicate hoefides ia your soil, reducing the
amount of seed needed to take root and grdae Smplikased with your new John
Doe tractor, you'll be fawning over it...OR YRERBATK!”

7.

(Newsroom. A stunning blonde with Big Haieqmallgrbig smile grins at the
camera like the unattainable TV Tabloid Merm3aid she

Good evening, America. This is Ashley Jenatfean.ehonight’s feature story on
SHOWBIZ SCANDAL SHE®foiceover in synch with screen display)

DOE DOES HOLLYWOOD

After spending most of his career as a éxteledshn Doe has finally achieved his
lifelong dream: to become a Hollywood sex symbol.

(Cut to exterioROEs nondescript tract home near the Burbdime tolmterior.
LEVIATHARNDbats in a portable seaquarild@i living room. On the side of the
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coffee table oppositeVIATHANOEand his wifd ANE sit next to each other on a
love seal.

LEVIATHAN
Did you expect the incredible public respousstéonmy role in the Steven Spielberg
remake ofhe Invisible Man

DOE
| had no idea the response would be this ilntehgie] have a feeling that some-
thing in my career was about to change. Thiefimshed reading the script, | turned
to my wife and said, “Jane, barafor this part. Thisng”

8.
(Newsroom. Close-up on anchor.)

Good Evening. This is Dan Ratheietfork News Tonigimd tonight our feature
story igscreen display)

HOLLYWOOD STAR ANNOUNCES PRESIDENTIAL

You've seen him hundreds of times before, maytheusaads. And you probably
never noticed him until you saw him in théhbs# steamy bedroom scenes that
made him Hollywood'’s latest twenty-year oveErcegikt 8Vell, you might be seeing
more of him, and in the Oval room, not tha.bEaltay, in Burbank, California, John
Doe, star dihe Invisible MandThe Faceless Strangemounced that he intends to
enter the Year 2000 Presidential Campaign asmatDaniRepublican and an
Independent. We have Mr. Doe here in our siindim texplain this rather unusual
course of action. Mr. Doe, you've had a bufdeocamger as an actor. Why would
you put all this aside to run for President?
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DOE
| think there are a lot of people out therelahotfidee me.

RATHERNOT
At one time you were known as a social atctjostvBunever held an elective office.
Would you tell our viewing audience, Mr. Doeakeisayou think you have the
qualifications to become president?

DOE
| get better reviews than Ronald Reagan ever did.

RATHERNOT
| see. If elected, do you foresee a special yoleg feife, such as the role Hilary
Rodham Clinton plays in her husband’s admipistratio

DOE
| see my wife playing a much greater role, Bgpea®bdor as many people of her
gender as | do for mine.

RATHERNOT
Let me ask you a particularly sensitive quastiothadt is, Mr. Doe. Political insiders
have commented that your running as a carutiateairties and as an Independent
Is...well, unusual, to say the least. Some hadesevbed it as bizarre.

DOE
| don’t think it's bizarre at all, Dan. Mgsstadarched the matter and found that |
have equal support among all the parties.

RATHERNOT

-34-



Do you see a three-party candidacy as realistic?

DOE
In terms of the voting public, definitely. Oolosgdhbe curtain in the voting booth,
everyone is a John Doe.

LACONIA With an astounding 99.9% presumably his own.

of the vote, actor-activist-turned-candidate When asked for the reasons for his
John Doe swept all three party primariesuccess, Candidate Doe explained, “My
yesterday. Republican Robert Doleposition on Nostalgia and Decency is even
relying on the platform of Nostalgia andblander than what Dole promised the
Decency that nearly won him thémerican people in the 1996 election.”
1996 election, received only one vote,

10.

“YOU'VE COME A LONG WAY, BABY”

Good evening, America. This is Ashley Jeraifeml&Vie charismatic campaign of
actor-activist-turned-candidate John Doe had tleafege of American society, not
only in the political arena but in the consnmasavell. In a craze unseen since the
Hula Hoops of the 1950's and the Cabbage RatéhiHeallo80's, John Doe dolls
have been selling at the rate of 3,000,000 daly Nmericans, but Europeans,
Latinos, Africans and Asians have embraceadftipairfetasing the faceless dolls.
Indeed, the craze, in going beyond nationaldsyinagagrown to include John Doe
T-shirts, mugs, coasters, posters and toashenss Ber most curious part of this
spread is that it has altered the nature ofpileygreeive the John Does of the world.
In the judicial system, the John Doe warramsemneel for small-time criminals, has
achieved something akin to Designer Status lagpehdaal-breakers, particularly
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since the arrest of organized crime patrianchiGlola Doe” Daina on the formerly
generic warrant.

11.

DOE CAMPAIGN DOLED A DIFFICULT DEFEAT

WASHINGTON, D. C. discredit him to save ondidate, | think | can ap-
Leading candidate Johnits campaign  stationery.peal to the same con-
Doe suffered a severe“They know it's harder to stituency that he does,”
setback in his Presidentialremove an ‘I’ than to add Gore said.
bid today, when allegations one,” he said, taking a Democrats and Repub-
surfaced that he was theswipe at his nearest rival,licans alike achieved a rare
attacker in a mass murderthe party’s 1996 candidate.bi-partisan unanimity, with
at a Burger King in Bob Dole, running the exception of former
Burbank, California nearly second in the race, dis-Republican vice-president
fourteen years ago. missed the allegations.Dan Quayle.

“l suppose | fit the police “For one thing, | give “We need somebody
profile,” Doe admitted. out better one-liners. Formore distinctive,” Quayle
“But so did a lot of other another, I'm closer to God said, fueling rumors of
people, even most of thethan he is.” his candidacy during the
ones who were shot. I've In  light of the millennial campaign.
been accused of a lot ofrecent controversy, Vice- In response to the
things like this. Believe President Al Gore an- accusations, an Indepen-
me, it's not easy being nounced his candidacy anddent Party spokesperson
John Doe.” asked Doe to withdraw said they were undecided

Doe accused the Re-from future Democratic as to whether Doe should
publican Party of trying to primaries. “As a can-continue his candidacy

12

(Newsroom. Close-up on co-afsAfRATHERN@TJASHLEY JENNIFER
LEVIATHAN.)
RATHERNOT
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Good evening, and welcome to a Special BEtitor@fNews and Nightly Show Biz
Scandals.

LEVIATHAN
Tonight our feature stofyaeeover in synch with screen display)

REBORN DOE VOWS TO MERGE CHURCH AND ST

RATHERNOT
Eight years ago, Dan Quayle got his wish wizat-asBaist-actor-turned-candidate
John Doe withdrew from the millennial Presalaptan. Since then, two-term
President Quayle has used his office to placasvamat referred to as the Religious
Right into the mainstream of American politics.

LEVIATHAN
If you think this seems like a questionabkeipraietwe of the Constitutional separation
of church and state, you're not alone. Bupdbspitgposition to Quayle’s tactics of
political expediency, there is one person vt clepmesent many others like him
who believe that unifying church and state thil tieap divisions that exist within
American Society.

RATHERNOT
This evening we have as our Special Guest thedf thesdleew moderate extremist
group, assailant-assassin-activist-actor-camdiddtspiritual-leader John Doe. Mr.
Doe, don’'t you think your rather checkeredrakesyou a less than credible
candidate for bringing about a questionabd®vifnnigiht unconstitutional, change in
the delicate balance between church and state?
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DOE
Not at all, Dan. American Politics and Orgahgied Ra&ve long traditions of
reprehensible leadership. Unlike some of thiesd yeagdmitted my mistakes, and
paid my debt to God and Society for making them.

RATHERNOT
You mean, by spending three years in the Jolmrwa Becurity Federal Rec-
reational Facility?

DOE

Three years there and another four on parglen{ptinie | made extensive studies

of Eastern and Western scriptures. | have ahsmspiitual wisdom of the Eastern

and Western worlds and in doing so | have thiet&iaade Within, which enables me
to see the unity of all things. I like to vidhamgssort of Christian Confucius in that
| understand the fundamental unity of thegraliticalspiritual, and that | can show
the American people how to live happily wiimityti&d me, this is the Essence of
Doeism.

LEVIATHAN
I’m curious to know, are you wrapped in thgpearoe wore for your starring role in
The Invisible Man

DOE
Yes.

LEVIATHAN
You won't qualify People’Jen Best-Dressed List.

RATHERNOT
Are you trying for a Grass Roots approach® hdagredt might have some appeal
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in that way.

DOE
This is, arguably, the most controversial mdvdmnstory. You see, the culmination
of my studies transitioned me from a physipaitt@bbeing. My fellow Doeists have
transitioned themselves, as well. These wrappitags the illusion of corporeal
reality, to allow us Doeists to walk amongttaednifonight, however, we intend to
take them ofBegins unwinding the tape.)

RATHERNOT
Now, wait a minute. Thidasndyprogram. We can’t have you---

LEVIATHAN
Don’t be a poop, Dan. Ttgsviseps Weekhink of our ratings boost, followed by a
Born-Again Beefcake Calendar.

DOE
There’s nothing indecent in self-revelatione lyassiAnd showing that God and
Government are one should boost your rating$yincred

LEVIATHAN
Not as much as beefcake.

RATHERNOT
Let’s go to a station break.

LEVIATHAN

Let’s not.
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RATHERNOT

Yes.
LEVIATHAN
No.
RATHERNOT
Yes.
LEVIATHAN
NO!

(RATHERNOTins toward the camera, blocking th& BAGATHANRppindin
splashes the screen. We see the resulting waRAMESRNOdifscreerDOE
meanwhileontinues to unwind the tape.)

DOE
What you see is what the Doeists call the dmingf @mptiness. It has always
existed within the John Does of the world atehdigre within each and every one
of you as a potential John Doe. For in the theit@md with the Other, the true
common bond is the Emptiness Within. Welcstnanguihspace which exists inside
all of us. In a world of bankrupt governmdigiangtines Emptiness Within is what we,
each and every one of us, truly are.

RATHERNOT
(Toweling himself while rushing on&Fe€d?) ThisMOTGovernment! This is NOT
Religion!

LEVIATHAN
YOU STOP! This is SWEEPS WEEK!
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DOE
Once started, the process of collective seibmevatanot be stopped. This is the
moment when the John Does of the world achtate diranscendence to which
they were bori@OEunwinds the last of the tape, a snakeskinaselgdlound a
pair of wingtip shoes. Above the tape, enemgy whitein the air.)

RATHERNOT
STOP! This is HERESY! This is TREASON!

LEVIATHAN
This is SWEEPS WEEK!

(A second tail splash not only dBASESERNQBuUtDOEas well. Electric sparks
crackle through the energy patterns aboveipishoEgtSmoke and steam sizzle into
vapor, leaving charred filaments that setikepataltel and perpendicular lines of a
government form hovering in the air above th&ésheaesds “Certificate,” “Birth,”
“Marriage” and “Death” appear in ashen colflekehtevard the floor. In a blank
space, above a smokey line, the word “Namflifmnad,by a gray neon flickering
“JOHN DOE.”)
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Meaty Koans of Crazysdbm

Once again | asked my guru the question.

And once again Mick the Bodh, the Naked Citg<iddéatsBodhisattva, Zen
Lunatic, Holy Fool and Master of Crazy Wisdemgdatmsough his red, foam-
smeared beard: “Don’t geerbother me with that dumbass question again! Jest
ChristSid Arsehole!”

“Sid Arthur,” | corrected, wiping off the frio#td thyarayed my face.

“I'll call you any name | goddamn well pleage. iNong and wash your freakin’
dishes.” He downed a half-mug slug of dréifichetened back to Kandi, the
Dionysian priestess who resumed teasing the tipsaf with her trim pubic triangle.
His muttering return to bliss should have wamnetbrmaestion his wisdom.

But Mick the Bodh’s nightly koan wasn’t wheat toMaedr. While he partied all
night in Macho Picar’s most celebrated CrazyMiisakiary, I'd have to trudge my
dreary, drudging path to enlightenment alodegy agyartment. While five-dollar lap-
dances bumped and ground the denim loins huowithg Is&ull-and-crossbones
bulging across Mick’s paunch-filled tanktokhey kvauld bump and grind against
pots, pans and plates till my sun-starved s#tineigind raw. Well...maybe tonight
the friction of my dedication would sparkssatders lighGuuureEvery night for
nearly a year I'd washed my dishes, whethexdbdyhem or not.

“Why can'’t | stay here and learn TheWagy?”

Kandi's pink feather boa slithered lightly acadssnidlant breasts, teasing their
nipples to firmness and our eyes to bulgimgdix#tiem. The kiss that breezed
through her pouting lips tingled at the frirygauoh,nntensifying my sense of the
moment’s-ness. Her turning buns wagged a sassy goodétyett&théoward the
five-dollar bill waiting for her along withinheweg sage hunched in contemplation

-42-



at the far end of the runway. Mick’s eyes faipwezh rolled back to me. His stare
narrowed to a tightness that threatened toweitiplpoundity.

“Because my Way is My Way, so it can’t be Yooat&ayhy.”

“But [---"

“Must wanna waslydishes too. Right?”

“No. I just want to see satori.”

Mick’s liquor-red face raged to the verge .cMauwrplen’t go wash those goddamn
dishes, Sid Arsehole, I'll give you a koandkatiibu sestars.

He didn’t mean the Hollywood variety, eithef ®enk@ans seen Mick the
Bodh deliver to other, less dedicated discipiestinad ribs and teeth. When he left
them moaning on the gravel parking lot behafd, ttreefCmust have experienced
moments of satori as bright as their bruiserkvdatdhe Way of Suffering wasn't
My Way. At least, | hoped not.

For yet another night | scrubbed my plastandlatasninum pots till they glowed
like moons under the 100 watt sun of the aredintpover my sink. And once again
the issness of household chores bruised my fingemdn'biridg me brilliant
revelations. It didn’t bring me anything butesiimas] more doubts. What if The Way
Mick the Bodh had chosen for me really wasrytavgl\aVhat if My Way was
nothing more than a tune every wannabe Sinatldarctbe lounges where I'd worked
on weekends in college, washing what I'd tHoaghthefn as a lifetime of dishes?
No. Even if thatasall it was, it would still bdllidrorthat everything was, and
therefore as false as it was true. Maybe Mickiakoeerely a signpost to guide me
toward finding My Own Way, different fronateduorelvashing dishes. On the other
hand, maybe | just didn’t belong with the Misistate like Mick, whose breakneck
motorcycling down sidewalks routinely scatérbdistid churchgoers over Macho
Picar’s front pages. Mick the Bodh liked tatiCagdlyam Trungpa Rimpoche, one
of Crazy Wisdom'’s seminal Masters, had dectabsdihisattva after they’d polished
off three cases of beer apiece. Would Mickaeeneledodhisattva? Even though
| spent every night after my job at the BathayPduddCo-op meditating with Mick the
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Bodh and the other Crazy Wisdom monks at theoGlai®; keep pace with their
rowdy, boisterous consumption of’ malt-baseWasatar self-doubt illusion, truth,
illusion as truth, or truth as illusion?

My mind became a thick fog from meditatintp @ver fmiubt and dishes and my
legs a long ache from standing over the sinkfinM#tead, | sprawled across my
favorite and only armchair, stretched my legthadass threads of hassock, reached
for the palm-siz€be Little Zen Companimmy second-hand end table and bumped
its bindindlutzThe book landed on the floor, pages splayed to:

“When you understand one thing through and through,
you understand everything.”
--Shunryu Suzuki

Suzuki’'s wisdom glowed with the brilliancgd’dredgiaed satori must radiate, like
William Blake seeing infinity in a flower atydietanrhour. Now | understood! Mick
the Bodh didn’t want me to wash thelitkslisl he dishes were siggle objebe
wanted me to understand through and throudh’t Wediuo tell him what I'd learned.

“Wash the dishes, don’t wash the dishesh#¥'saihé¢ to me,” Mick the Bodh
snorted. Without turning his serene gaze frensifaptlious breasts swinging circles
directly above us, he lit an unfiltered Camek anldrig drag without coughing, further
impressing me with the inner strength Crazyhédsgiosen him. Finally, my guru had
given me permission to find the One Thingthatesbi¢st.

But, whatvasthat One Thing? At Sacerdotal State Teachges Dotlee
Massachusetts Berkshires, my friends and bhedl Zep) Tao, Hindu and TM. None
of them seemed to fit my needs exactly, altisudheam promised to when | mixed
and matched them with what I'd read of Blakeaad iKdreshman English. The
following year, | discovered Scoop NiskeiGranpkyisdonvhichfused Eastern
and Western thought into a single philosomgntkdtisiquely suited to me. | tried
to explain Crazy Wisdom to my friends but tineyitatlide hushed voices that passed
for inner peace, that | was a fool and notreeHbhey dismissed my enthusiasm as
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sophomoric, then returned to their stiff-baaksttbneed

Instead of starting my junior year, | flew toPMachehere the monks of the
burgeoning Crazy Wisdom Cults sat in secularie®iikstthe Naked City Cafe
answering the questions of thousands of seekexrs lik

But there seemed to be as many fools as wisthen@alifornia coastal town.
When | first arrived, | waited every nightaeHindshundreds of people seeking the
right guru. Many nights the monasteries clogeldcbefd even speak to the wrong
one. After months of despairing over evethiinbdelg | needed to attain enlight-
enment, | stumbled down a seedy dead-end sineetlandllaked City Cafe, where
Mick the Bodh and his monks ordered me to gochommghadishes while they
meditated on the Wisdom of the Flesh, to usetereievated than theirs.

That wal!| thought. No more washing dishes. The Wiseléiesit tvould fog
One Thing too! It wasn’t pretentious, it wasmnd ¢wouldn’t hope to be one of the
Great Masters, not even of Crazy Wisdom. Nm| Mely fore my style. The longer
| looked at Kandi shaking her beach-tawny peliifram Mick's searching nose and
tossing her blonde spikes of Big Hair to Lad,Zeppebre the Wisdom of the Flesh
appealed to me. “I bet | could attain enlightenynguickly by knowiaghrough
and through,” | told Mick the Bodh, continDimg Tieng theme I'd started the minute
| stepped inside.

The minute | paused, Mick turned away front thaigsuiushing oh so lightly
against his bushy red mustache and aimedddueagayefd bullets at me. “You are an
Unholy Fool, Sid Arsehole,” he said, then shea#l higpelessly from side to side.
“You didn’t listen to what | told you la$didigbu?”

“But | did. | came here to tell you that | read---"

“I don’'t givedamnwhat you read. You mess with My Way, angdli gikean
that'll make you ds®yondhe stars.” Was that the untranscendent sealndsf |
| heard in the Zen Biker’s low, scraping voice?

“But, you've always told me, ‘Everything isngvéryth

“Everythinig Everything. Brdudon't geanything\Not off her. Get it?”
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“I wasniteallythinking d@fer,” | said, knowing Kandi frequently gave Blochth
Mystical Unions of Orgasmic Ecstasy when sh@dot‘Blut maybe Cheri, or Honey
or Sweetcakes...”

“No way you're ready for them, kid.”

“The longest journey begins with the smalldststepered, the cleverness of a
budding Master rolling off my tongue.

“The smallest step might get you the biggest Stdvtipk nodded toward the row
of burly monks in tight ponytails and tankiogstdninis right. Their baleful stares
beaded on me. “Look, Sid Arsehole. Don’t gohinsekbroads are like those little
chickies you useta bang in college. You're olgagyeuherév/ayout. You want
meat, go buy yourself a frdakmburd-dar har har!”

Mick slapped my back, driving my nose into rhiMiowgaon Pete’s Fountain
Spring Natural Malt Liquor. His paw pressed tth@ewaok of my head. The sound
of my nose blowing bubbles through the brewvitietigedoaring laughter that filled
both the room and my consciousness. | mightceaxeddhe sensation as oneness
if my concurrent sensations of humiliation amdydragn’t overwhelmed it.

Finally, Mick raised his hand off the back ad.n#smy nose cleared the way for
a long, desperate suck of air, it blew foalmaat@lhs

“You sprayed me, asshole!” Kandi snapped. Stheayuagpéeisturbing Mick’s
contemplative gaze.

“I-I-'m---"

“You sprayed me tassholé.The hook of Mick’s callused forefinger scooped
booger of froth off the bump of his beer-beil@tdlosped it toward my forehead.

Splatlt trickled between my eyes, then drippedpodifthngy those. “I really didn’t
mean it. | mean---"

“What you mean is what you are,” Mick rumithedifaciknof his throat. His hand
scooped my T-shirt, then twisted it around sire@idist-pushing tight against the tip
of my chin as it lifted me off the floor.

“Uh...T-Try to look at it as merely an illissiggég'sted.
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“Try to look at rilstas an illusion.”

“Everything an illusion,” | said, even though the koiuttiddsrick-sized chimera
shaking just below my eyes made me wonder wipdtlesaphical stance itself was
more of an illusion than anything else.

“You'd better make gelfan illusion around here. If you don'’t, I'lomnaleag
meaf’

Mick released me. My left ankle twisted wtenfiobrt | turned and limped toward
the door. The gale of jeers whisking me obia&kth€ity Cafe whooshed me down
every empty street in Macho Picar as if throagtuanel.

When the coastal wind died down, | realizédtuladly g5 well as physically, | was
at Land’s End. Every doubt I'd ever felt abmgetity of my quest knotted in the pit
of my quivering stomach. When the knot loosemedyh@ming spiritual hunger left
me faint, dizzy and resentful. My Master hed megesd harshly that the Void within
me palpitated. Each wave of my unworthinesswitledidk the Bodh's voice
mocking again and again, “You want meat, gcsbliyayfoeakinamburd-ar har
har!”

Hamburg!

The sound of the word itself filled the Vatbmamni with an indescribably spiritual
nourishment. The wisdom of Suzuki’s saying sirgeNhgkimperative merged when
the next wave surging from my stomach unifiatd rapdmbody under the
phantasmagorgness of neon lights. McDonald’'s winked at gheitthienches,
Burger King grinned and Wendy'’s sang a sireBig soaged letters that read “Joe’s”
flashed the beacon closest to my inner hunger.

After two years of brown rice and tofu, Jaosevblirger filled the Void in my
being with a dense but gratifying dullnessheaténvalked past the bay windows of
Macho Picar’s white seaside cottages, only pngtqoess’s churning up the greasy
aftertaste kept me from sprawling on the ne@cesechéawn and dozing. Wait a
minute! | thought. What am | doing, reducintprtiysédvel of the carnivore? My
fellow seekers at Sacerdotal State Teachersh@ollgays lectured me that meat

47-



was a lingering but unnecessary link to theoriesieusness animals on the
phylogenetic scale. How comforting their dinas qtuesting seemed, compared to
the gurus of Macho Picar's midnight monastesesittiog their hierarchical lectures
on levels of spirituality sounded, comparedudetk®ans Mick clanged against my
ears! The mendicant in me wanted to beg iatthi®staifare, then take the first flight
back to the serene rural womb of the college.

Or did it? The vegetarian diet I'd followedteeveavadig my friends had always left
me feeling half-full and seeking more.. WMwa® bfinally asked myself. The fullness
glowing in the pit of my stomach trickled tlyroagts fike the juice of rare roast beef,
then coursed outside me to culminate its Boimdihg neon blood vision of

MEAT!

Of course! How could | have ever doubted Midk2HdiBd and Body were One
through...throulyfeatWashing dishes was part of the process ofesdfipgrof
itsis-ness. It was an act of spiritual fullnessanbbfapiritual hunger. Meat was
protoplasm. We were all protoplasm, each andesgtns. Therefore, we were all
meat. In meat lay our true unity. Now | unaddratddetk had meant. Because the
grease from meat was harder to scrub off aapldiewm rice, the extra work
increased a person’s awareness of the cythbecahigldbetween eating and cleaning.
Mick was right all along, and | was wrong. dfdimeseerarified scholastic faiths that
removed me from the masses! If | could undeestdnith@ by learning one thing
through and through, | would learn Meat. Itaydshamyered to learn.

When | closed my eyes to contemplate it, tlod Miaitdopened before me, an
endless farmland filled with cattle, sheehighkgs, @and lamb. Which one should |
choose? Beef seemed the most conveniently dtalreal eating it at Joe’s.

Every day | cooked a different piece of bexsrd diffy. | baked pot roast, broiled
sirloin, fried sandwich steaks, then broiléd bdiegd and fried what I'd broiled. In
exploring all the permutations, trying to letrobgh and through, | discovered that
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| was not only learning more than one thiriggharoge as well. Narrowing my focus
was essential to gaining knowledge and keepmgjostbmach. What could be
more simple, more single---and more cheapjreutichbeef on a roll?

But even simplicity isn’t as simple as it apipe@svere more ways to prepare
hamburgs than | had ever realized: rare, megimnedarm, well-done, just for
starters. There were plain burgers, cheesdiaggersheeseburgers, with or without
lettuce and tomato, with or without mayo. Tén&ig Mercs, Double-whoppers and
other fast food specialities. There were hdbigpgersdsmothered with Monterey Jack
in nostalgic goodtime parlors with peanuttsheddliie floor, not to mention daily new
developments such as honey mustard toppintingitiratfiso many varieties of
hamburg should converge on one of those faw theitdaiverse where the Many
merges with the One!

But the convergence wasn’t exactly harmainersie of the burgers distracted
me so much from my quest for one burger toostglatid through that sometimes
washing dishes seemed more to the point. Buh easitegirants replaced the
deadening monotony of scrubbing pots and lates atth the more fulfilling
monotony of eating burgers out.

It took me months to single out the subjeckat Mgditation. As with all things,
my taste came full circle to where my quest hadstated: Joe’s Diner. Every day
at lunch and dinner | ordered a plain burdeneyalb ketchup, nothing. There would
be no distractions to my pursuit of The Wagadavhrodiht me the fullness of Being
I'd felt so few times since leaving my pardptst\@&tate for college. Joe’s standard-
size burgers, virtually tasteless except feaslee gratified my need for asceticism,
my need for fullness and my need to learn tm®tighgnd through, all on the same
white porcelain plate.

Every day, with every bite, the revelations saaherapid-fire abundance and
clarity that a feeling of unreality pervadedemgssvaVas it really revelation, or just
the byproduct of eating hamburg? The ansvitantimilg fed my growing insight into
the phylogenetic scale and its hierarchytas itorefattle and man and, by extension,
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to all living things. It taught me to apprexiaseniony implicit in the symbiotic
relationship of the chewer and the chewedo Iuratesstand the relationship between
Master and Subject by observing the relatibmekip fd@nager and short-order cook
and experienced the cosmic unity that occuriibe wizgrager was also the short-

order cook---an insight which a place likeathlg'sfferded me, and at a price only
slightly higher than a fast-food chain would charge

Every day, with every bite, | felt a new fliheeslsn and bones of my questing
asceticism rounded until my physical being detbentinéess-bellied Buddhas on sale
in Macho Picar's myriad curio shops. A yeaniasfaxg theness of the universe
through eating plain hamburg added a hundredfmmredgy to my frame. Before
my recollections of washing dishes vanishély immadathough, | reminded myself
that all was not mindless serenity. No matteidvapeed one became, one
nevertheless experienced hardship, stress &wkpdemy inner and outer fullness,
now blended into a comfortable, almost comptsckehad to find out whether | had
really attained the level of wisdom and inbegm Béeking. Was eating hamburg
sufficient unto itself? Did | need to leavacioe@smic monastery to find out just how
much | had really learned?

There’s an old saying that if you wait longahthiigips will come to you. So it was
that one day, Joe, normally taciturn in hisTsstimedctlunked my plate down on the
formica counter, raised his three-days-unsteat@emteand said, “I never seen
onelike you before. Don’t yonahinélse?” He pointed to the plastic folder wedget
between the napkin holder and the sugar baid.dThenu right here, y’know.”

“Aw, go wash the dishes,” | told him.

At that moment all doubt vanished. | lickedsth®fjmay lips and waddled to the
Naked City Cafe.

Mick the Bodh was sitting there as if throteghigl] @atching Kandi practicing
tantric positions to heavy metal tunes whileksisanb disciples chanted their
devotion, reverence and joy in tones far marg ttarcou’d hear in traditional
monasteries.
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The seats on each side of Mick were empty,read fes&andi, his partner in
Mystical Union, and the other, no doubt, fdn®newfstudents. Without hesitating,
| squeezed between the runway and the sealgceshtawtmuch tighter the space
had become now that | had achieved physicatzaididfmess.

Mick glared his annoyance at me, but | acedfiiatiet same equanimity with
which | now accepted bliss. It was all On#, after a

“Hey!

“Hay is for horses,” | said, initiating a dudibasters.

Mick squinted at me, then gruNtel femember you,” he grumbled around the
Camel clenched between his teeth. “You'viagstteArsehole.”

“I've become the Beefcake Buddha.”

“And | told you that if you didn’t make youltssibararound here, I'd make you
deadmeat Now, why don’t you just go on home and wasbreadiisheldyou can
fit your fat ass through the door, that is.”

“Fuck you,” | said, knowing he’d understanchildmatiey! Two Masters, one old
and one new, were sharing their Crazy Wisdom.

Mick’s fist cocked next to his right ear.

My beef would absorb the illumination of lmameMitdk the Bodh would gasp for
breath under the weight of my next meaty insight.

| grinned like the Holy Fool I'd become.
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| Was a Politically Incorrect Poster Boy!

POSTER BOY ARRESTED AS SEX OFFENDER

Randy Tupper used to be a role Apparently, Tupper failed to heed
model. The thirty-five year old male, his own message. He was arrested
afflicted with Testosterone Overload yesterday on charges of Sexual
Performance Syndrome, had served as a Harassment, Statuary Rape, Gross
Poster Boy, encouraging others with the Misconduct and Polyperverse Mor-
TOPS disorder to seek help. phosity.

0oa

Mork Downer, JiRolyperverse Morphosity! I've heard of polyypampeosity, but
never...Randy, just whpblyperverse morphosity?

Randy Tuppelt’'s a totally bogus charge, just like aletee Siie’sthey’re-mad
because after that wild, bizarre, insaneoigyhert+or them--- “I've slept with women
who had multiple personality disorders, buhénfgsstime I've ever slept with a
woman who has a mulbpbfdisorder.”

Erin Huntington-Manvilisobbind}’'s the most Politically Incorrect thing exaséle s
pig has ever said to me.

AudienceCreep! Pervert! Adult Molester!

uoa

NOW, WAIT JUST ONE GODDAMN MINU
ioa
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(TheTrueStory of Randy Tupper)

ioa

)

ON'T LET
TOPS
STOPYOU!

D

from climbing off the poster on the Gender BeksleoBs door in the New Age
Chick---e€Chie--Plaza. Don’t let TOPS wboifrom riding your testosterone rocket
across the Great Divide between Reality anol Fictiom and Reality. Don’t let TOPS
stopyoufrom becoming tladula rasaf the lusty set. Don't let TOP §@ifqom
following the sweet little tail on that secaatiareSéepford Wife swinging in naughty
synch with Au Naturel Foodmart's recycled matmevdrddher new Subaru wagon.
Easier said than done, folks. TOPJuisttidisorder. Its symptoms make me
anathema to women who’d rather cuddle thaasty. iy gonadal surges generate
a force field strong enough to levitate a boldyl XXX Inflatable Love Doll on a rough
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night. Almost every night’s a rough night wieereybQPS. Believe me.

But I'm looking for help. Not just for me---sbtthe Vigen, hey!---but for all
those little campers scampering across the ©asglayground in crewcuts and
geekframe glasses, throats rutting primordialsybhamipump the nearest noun
(person, place or thing) like a male mutt+iMaiebWhat dmmoing, slagging the
little buggers? Thisg owTOPS rush! Nerves jumping, head pumping, poigs hum
--I can’t tell one from one minute to the naxiyvdhemically-based reality will shift
gears. | need help, but

0oa

Formal Funding For Foundations Room 101
Kimberly McCarthy-McCarren, Executive Director

Formal Foundation Funding Federation Room 246
Jennifer Gramm-Rudman, Executive Director

Federation For Funding Foundations Room 357

Elizabeth Taft-Hartley, Executive Director
1Nl

and a half-dozen other Peter-Piper-Picked-Aieklgdetongue-twisters---all run by
women with fashionably-hyphenated last nam&s grdo@se what | need

ioa

WOMEN
COMMAND INSTANT PROFESSIONAL RESPECT!
DOUBLE YOUR SURNAME

Available Options Include:

1) Combination maiden-marriage names
2) Combination male-female parent names
3) Combination female-male parent names
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(reversed to reflect cultural differences)
4) Combination geographical names
(advised for fictional entities/beings)

CALL 1-800-555-1212 FOR INFORMATION

ioa

| turn to the sumo bulk snoring at the Seckiriyhi2eslid | expect for $5 an hour?
Answers?

So | ride up the groaning freight elevatdooh#risactory building upscaled into
office suites for nonprofit organizations asdfgtumbho photographers to the desk
of Bimbina Tonto-Bliss, an Amazon Vamp canm@nghonet behind the bronze
nameplate that declares her Communicationd@o8hdrdoesn’t seem to care that
I’'m there, my glands surging with my urgenfunrege€tonp Cojones, among other
things. To get her attention, | clear my tkoose the.”

“Excusene!Canchoo see I'm on da phone?” She whirlstibrisE€saghair so that

her picket fence of six-inch Cheetah ClawdakailBrapscures her thick- featured
profile. Her chewing gum snaps crackles akeé popgeht breakfast cereal into the
mouthpiece cradled in her palm. The sounddittiems laexd coos into an unintelligible
patois. Ten minutes later she hangs up. “Amdombredk Her gum clicks defiantly.
A shake of her head tosses snakes of thickridagkylfeom her olive face. Oh, those
rippling thighs and muscular calves in blatskdesnene lovelock as they tramp their
fury out the front door. What an air of abaeciealyfny fate, | worry. And not just
mine.

ioa

“I'm here to talk about funding for a summer &amswith--- Ms. Erin
Huntington-Manville’s glare freezes me in moé-sé¥itei're here to request technical
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assistance in completing an applicatiegtiestéunding for a summer camp.” The
frosted tips of her fieldmouse hair bristlsdigtiffens, stretching her safari suit into
a planklike rectangle.

Humbled by my ignorance, | lower my eyes émnubestare magnified through
owlframe eyeglasses and glimpse her Developieat&@owmmeplate centered on
the neatly-arranged surface of her oak desityamnated from a 1930's elementary
school. Before my eyes can fix penitently antihhoyége Huntington-Manville’s harsh
look freezes their downturn. Her pale blueldoeogdifs mé/hoalt’s the Eat-You-
Alive Look of a Hungry Woman!

0oa

Huntington-Manvill&hat was grossmisperception.
Tupperl haven’t even finished.
Operetta Losepaltis gross. And you're finished.

0oa

NOW, WAIT JUST ONE GODDAMN MINU
ioa

Huntington-Manville’s stare unbuttons my peelsaidff. Next the trousers.
That's the upside to being a TOPPER, heh hé&lab8smestense/our extra juice
supply andwait a minut&/hais this! It's not my clothes she’s peeling dify layer
layer, it's my skin, my veins... itetitéy Stripdowrke been reduced to the Booming
Baritone Voice of Paper! There | am, nakedhacdesk tfrom her, my Mission
Statement, Program Purpose, Goals and Objdaivgiaglout like a throbbing purple
schlong. Instead of blood surging through taysvestisny throbbing extremity, it's
community linkages, performance data and flimgrstfategiesarhthe application
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for Camp Cojones, a Summer Camp for youthbgfflletsidsterone Overload
Performance Syndrome, otherwise known as TOPSrikelsicat puberty. The
TOPPERS’ need to expel their surging juicetyftegdsnio lewd behavior, increased
sexual activity (with or without partnersjsaiatiah from their non-TOPS peers (if
TOPPERS can be said to have peers in certaiasanédag)from intolerable sexual
boasting. If the Foundation for Filing Fornesapmosquest, the structured activities
of Camp Cojones will enable TOPS-afflicted youth to

1) Improve coping skills through peer counsdliag,/sarning to
suggest cars, bushes or back yards when “Youmpiaetis
not a viable option; 2)  Provide training ingpbteidoms
or Kleenex and girlie magazines, as
appropriate;
3) Reduce through ejaculation-control seminacsdédmee of
people with TOPS acquiring reputations asydbaaylyan life;
4)  Reduce the incidence of hallucinatory peroéption
Reality induced by surges of surplus testosterone;
5) Reduce the tendency of people with TOPSdonwvaew Mailer
as a role model; and
6) Reduce the incidence of AIDS among the rifwskxutally
active TOPS population, who are at-risk dogitabiattors
beyond their control.

Huntington-Manville nods uncomfortably attbedlgsttives. A cringe tightens
the corners of her lips. My beads of sweat fl@gnmtthe air as | ponder the kids’
fate---and mine, of course. Finally, her firezeziestas. My veins return, then my skin.
My trouser button seems to squiselfthrough its tight little hole. Oh, the thought o
squeezingyselinto the uptight little hole across from meh&enumder her Ice
Queen veneer there must throb a core of pagsdiroMp in the sack would round
her pointed features, I'll W&toaMy shoulders hitch upward, my head jerks left an
right. My eyelids begin the rapid flutter e¥echidixual tension.“Flirting is highly
inappropriate for a person in your positiongteiutfManville says. “Buhdm
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flirting. It's a symptom of my testosterone.tisorde

Her shoulders narrow and tighten. “I think thyepnopsiate course of action
would be to refer you to our Executive Dired@@lievite-Aventura.” Huntington-
Manville’s barely-contained fury makes hernweice qu

Omigod! | have to se®theuptight post-fem with a hyphenated-surname!

0oa

TAKE A

WHITE MALE TO
LUNCH

0oa

takes a moment for my self to recognize the iBti8&ibon the wall behind Pandora
Caliente-Aventura’s donated graymetal deskeT&ehlock of Recognition! How
terminally bland | look, even more White Maig Xidrout reflection in the TOPS
poster. Looking at those nondescript featwlaswearuknow my body was a near-
nuclear testosterone generator. But whenthi&xatutive Director sitting across
from me on the black leather sofa, moistenimgumelyBrown lipknow my body

Is. Her nod splashes her sunspoke strandsabwast laeid shoulders, teasing the tops
of her chest artillery. She’s the brightesteligheh since my mother came home
glowing in the dark after working in the megionisléar plant. A Blonde Bombshell
sculpted from plutonium! Here’s one Pandoith'sakexrly chances on opening.

Whoa! A glandular surge and I'm rolling. Explainii@PtBatrikes males age
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twelve and over, causing aggression, socah,igolapic discomfaspecially
priapic discom-fort---violent crime, tempondgyansideenage pregnancy. I'm flying
like the Zen Archer’s arrow. “The afflictemrasgasall age brackets,” | conclude on
a bull's eye.

‘| see,” breezes softly through lips lightly Idartattentive eyes shade from
aquamarine to emerald. “Does the compositioBadrgoof Directors reflect this?”

“Oh yes. Our Board consists of teenagers, @eKeratidhirtysomethings,
fortysomethings, seniors...” my voice pitceirgthga& “...men of all ages, races and
ethnicities...” trails off in a W. C. Fields drawl.

“Are there any women on the Board?” My min@iyroagliets her sumptuous
body stretched across the Board Table, the thaskslafig tapering thighs pressed
against my loins, those curvaceous calves @bsgkdtp neck while | give her a
good stiff---Are there any women on the Bo@ige thesta chan@éhoallrying to
suck back my pumping breath, | gasp, “No!” deakesrwildly in response.
Actually, it isn’t her hainmé&shaking from the gonadic gush that stingsmityextre
like chili peppers. Once my flush fades anafing thudls, | notice that her face is
actually making tight, contained turns fromssilde kter lips project a doubtful
expression that nevertheless resembles a hldReprssentative Board composition
Is an area that all of our foundations giversideration.” “But, thereguest’t
any women with TOPS.” “From what you've toldgmeT @e®ouldhave an
impact on women. A significant one, I'd irkizgieges brighten from emerald to
stoplight green.

My eyes lock with hers, then glance at thealedkealposter. Her eyes follow
mine, but stop on my Poster Boy face.

“It's getting to be lunchtime,” she says, ighBggon mine again. Her grin looks
as hungry as my loins feel. “Would you cameue ttestdiscussion at the Grain and
Leaf?”

My cocky rooster’s nod raises my head towatdmipgrostops when my eyes
latch onto it. My jaw slackens. Through a quovesjrepftly: “Yes.”
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Between sips of peppermint tea and bites oRBalahe with honey mustard
dressing, Dora and | get up close and persdokiimélte in Post-Fem Sex Objects
earned her BA in Politically Correct Studiesrat Boilege, the PC bastion where
TOPS victims have been threatened with casttémrdisorder-driven conduct. Me,
I’'m a BS from the State College. Poster Bay sahdlarships to elite educational
institutions. Hell, | can’t even get residbal&mch Poster I'm living at New Age Chic
Plaza. I'll have to call my agent. First | ¢etveni®. Just as I'm hoping we can bridge
our differences in background, Dora’s eyes gli@ae) past the tables on the patio
spreading behind us, toward the far end ohtHdqllaw her stare till my neck feels
wound around a spiral staircase. A chain gepipaf Bfives trudges with recycled
Au Naturel bags to a monotony of Subaru wagonsnbydky my fenderbent Ford
Escort. Dora’s eyes settle on mine, glitterigebeat.fiThey’re all so stereo-typical,”
she says.

“I'll bet they all have hyphenated surnames, t00.”

Dora’s creamy complexion darkens to mocha't‘fvaxedoproblem with that...do
you?”

Uh oh. Don’t blow this one, guy. “Of courtsatigptuhderstand the importance of
maintaining your ldentity. If you don’t have & sdnsyou are, then who are you? If
you're not you, you could become someone plbabiditog, dude. “In fact, as a
Token White Male, I'm very aware---like ysu-ha jumportant these issues of
identity are.” Her appraising nod tells membiedstack on track. “One thing |
noticed, though, is that the people in youatwgdraxe hyphenated surnames that
sound like geographical areas.”

“Since we live in a litigious time, we hawectmpretlves in the literary clinches,”
she says, her soothing tone sweetening my frednghtrg her. “In case you're a
work of fiction, we want to be protected.”

Strange response, suggebtimwork of fiction. But what a piece sheaistk
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What aiecel hope not Fantasy genre ytititea work of fiction. Yonigavork of
fiction.”

“What's fiction for you might be real for us.”

“I suppose. Reality, like fiction, is in théheybadfolder.”

“In which case,” she says through her gleanyoyigfate could be real, or it could
be fictional.”

“So far today I've had three fates, and twohaivthe&marly made me furious.”

“Are you talking about the Three Fates or #tel Foole a Women’s Mythology
seminar my Senior year.” She raises her naplargtigen trace of honey mustard
dressing off her lips.

“Whatever they are, their names are Good, Bdiffersht.”

“See! There are some names in the building'tigphenated.” She flashes a row
of teeth, then purses her lips inquisitivelgn®&ofh them?”

“Oh, you're definitely the Good One.”

The glow from her grin seems to embrace mim,ltemfarting...But what if she’s
too good to be re@hoalCool it. “Talking about namegoulmame...Is your name
geographical? | mean, youldok$panish.”

“Actually, I’'m a Nordic-American stereotypdaBiiltyroywns a condo in Aventura,
Florida. It's a suburb of Miami...”

| can just picture Dora parading down South Beadrsiring bikini, turning male
loins into tropical heat waves. “I'm your gevegit@an stereotype,” | admit with
neither pride nor hesitation. “Sadlmfla rasd...

“But the rest of my name...| like teooffethingeal.”

“My sense is that that part of you that yswveffesal.”

“You won't be disappointed,” floats towardphg; whzspering through her parted
lips. Her body shifts as her classic gams czo$isautadle.

“I guess my TOPS is what makes me real,”tirgayhain won’t disappoint her,
either.

“From what you were saying earlier, it mightpeadéppor me, as a woman, to
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experience the impact of TOPS myself.”
Alright!*"When?” My voice quivers as my breath quickens.

“I think this matter takes precedence over cayrpnibments for this afternoon.”
Whoa!  We pay our checks. Separately, of coursend hatysytou work the
nasty with post-fems. As Dora struts to hecced I&r strong, shapely legs click her
high heels forcefully against the asphalt. nthefsoWoman in Charge. Wheeling
onto the street, she looks and sounds likecarAmtnistrative Powerhouse, her
muscles flashing tight from thigh to calf mlig straight overhead while her low
voice murmurs into her car phone to tell Bimibit@ stied up” the rest of the

afternoon. Maybe she’s into PC S & M. Hmmm...
Whoa!

goa

DOUBLE YOUR PLEASURE!
DOUBLE YOUR FUN!
INCREASE YOUR PRODUCTIVITY!

The Auto Erotic Portable Cellular Car Phone is desi  gned for
the young executive on the go. Dial anywhereint  he world.
Schedule meetings, appointments, weekend getaways.
Access the Internet through our digital-vocal scree n
replacement. 10 hours online free of charge. Press  pound key
to activate electronic vibrator unit. (Strap-on dev  ices not
included.)

CALL 1-900-555-1212* FOR MORE INFORMATION

(*Toll call. Rate: If you have to ask, you can’'taf  ford it.)
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FROM HERE, THE SCENE DEGENERA]
ififi

Huntington-Manvill©fcourseat degenerates! What do you expect when yiou give
time to this...tlWegenerate?

TupperHey! Exploitation is a two-way $inaestthe one exploited.

Chrissy-Hue Hoffndftere at thelaypersoNetwork, even our most Politically Correct
staff know that Sexploitation is the waypgaygothé rent on our Penthouses...er, our
top-floor executive suites. Before we conantiéy tell our pay-per-view audience

goa
(PEOPLE UNDER 18 PROHIBITED!)

0oa

from participating in what he had been anticypating moment he heard her husky
purr into the Auto Erotic Portable Cellularr@aHhbopes had built in direct pro-
portion to his testosterone level, which akéohidoPeter Meter when he watched her
skimpy black satin slink across the thick gifilerugwnhouse to the sofa where his
loins greeted her change of outfit with a @itégic Bora leaned over him so that her
Victoria’s Secret nightie brushed softly acchssthisYou know,” she said, a touch
dreamily, as she settled next to him, “| candrgats feeling that $genyou
somewhere before.”

He longed to brush his fingers along the gemsierpaf her cheekbones. “Maybe
it's because I'm a Poster Boy,” he said. “Ygudameima lot of places.”
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“That'st" she squealed, her voice high and slidinglikkgum groupie’s, then
tapped her hand against his thigh. “You knamesohtkink I've seen goery-
whereé!

Maybe he should have milked his mystery, madddneviat lay behind that thin
sheet of paper, as he sometimes wondered $yresialfyafter seeing his Poster Boy
self in formats he’d never contracted for. IR lshe TOPS and all, or just for his
one-dimensional recognition factor? Well..ayither liked high-powered women.
They held up best under the demands of men$vith TOP

“Did you ever think of using your high prefflgémarate funding for your camp?”
she asked in a tiny voice, her heart-shapedtisus naughty pucker.

“It never occurred to me timada high profile.”

“Oh, but yaio? Her fingers tapped his wrist teasingly, He¥adeaddwn the back
of his hand. They curled around his palm. Tinestgoenating from her glittering
eyes slowly enveloped him.

For such a high-powered woman, Dora certaipé/giddid He found her girlish
side annoying, yet appealing. Annoying becaadmatgtean infatuation with a self
that didn’t belong to him so much as to a willoig tongive him anything deeper than
a surface acceptance. Appealing because herstdeefeemed to invite him to grow
closer to her, more personal, more (dare h&hsayayintimate. Either way, it made
her more complex, more interesting. You cosifiralwaynething new in her, some
unpredictable quirk of fun or fancy or sudden pigskked that in a woman---when
he wasn’t riding a TOPS surge that carriedgastyogesonal con-sideration.

“You know,” she said, shifting so that theiodaigda lightly, “I'll bet | could make
you a financial magnet for any TOPS prograntegbio\waplement. You could start
with TOPS demonstrations and autograph sigdogsyafairs, Home Shows,
Product Fairs, Church Discussion Groups ardittsmdCenters, just for starters.
And we're not even talking akallyjgenerating funding. You can do so much more
than fill out fifty forms and hope one foundagiee you money. You hatlarik
big”
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“Uh, how big wemuthinking?”

0oa

Hoffner: A ten on tHelaypersoReter Meter! Not bad for a return performance.
TupperTOPS gives it the extra boost.

Bimbina Tonto-Blis€hoot! It barely fel’ like a fi".

HoffnerOur next category is

qoo
SCENES FROM A POLITICALLY CORRECT SEDUCT

He: Believe megdbrespect you as a person. A bright, princip ), beearming,
gracious, sensuous, articulate, socially coacdnpeliically committed person, who
just happenso have sensuous lips, shapely thighs, a sutltapdodwedroom
eyesDora:That's whatrean You'r@bjectifyingne.

He:By seeing your physical as well as your gidtalecspiritual beautypbpec-
tifyingyou? | don’t understand.

Dora: Men never ddte: Isn’'t that sexist in it§adffdA: Men are the oppressors.
Historically speaking, | mean. Personallgsa®taand me, I'm...I'nsu@ OK?

Dora:What do yosantfrom me?

He:l want something explicit.

Dora:That's what all male sexist oppressors want.

He:l meant, an explicit an®oga:Suuuuuurrrrre.

He:l wanted an explicit answer to my questioav®wgduin full, unhesitating per-
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mission to hold your h@wa:Yes.

Dora:That feelsogood. May | rest my head against Your firtdehéed!.
Dora....chest?e:Oh.

He:May | take my raw, throbbing member and e iteead through the sweet
pink lips of your vagina, rock gently backnatioefomvind side to side and up and
down and side to side and up and down simyltdmeotisin you over and grab your
behind with my hands and prong you like aalagl ywdue come drenches the sheets
and our bodies writhe and rock and r@lbiait2lidn’t get all that.

He:l give a woman a lot to grasp.

Dora:(Gasp!Maybe you should just say it again?

ooa

IS IT LIVE OR IS IT TESTOSTERON

ioa

@
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TAKE
A
WHITE MALE
TO BED

hologram hovers above Dora’s heart-shaped vizgsgitedhis normally being an
Equal Opportunity Employee, the Poster Bogsaritgrhis unauthorized endorse-
ment of the trendy PC message because he doesitdugés. Holograms\pay
better than posters. The Him in the Poster isyasiag opportunities to sleep with
women as stunning as Dora. But the TOPPEHRishdsrithesopportunity to make an
Impact statement, as well as watch the mirveny ovak fragment Dora’s floating
collage of blonde, black and cream as shedhevbed from every viewable angle,
then paddles onto the mattress, looks coyly lefestmulder at him and wags her
magnificent derriere invitingly. Her tiny weic&/etlpwhat’'s stopping you?”

“I don’t have your consent,” he says, mindftba¥ehnsation that got him this far.

“There’s an old saying, ‘Silence means consent.”

“But the hologram---"

“That’s what's seat!You're theew Tabob!

Before he can ponder matters of identity, ertestasish sends him crashing
groin-first against the backs of her thighspbsl@d&uiorward, lands flat on top of her.
Bites her neck and earlobe while grinding egbunss.iShe rolls him over, surprising
him with her strength. Her knees straddle m#Neasdte grins into his face. She
reaches for the Auxiliary Pack of her AutcoEadtie €ellular Car Phone, points it at
the camera and clicks twice. A body condortikieillowairbag out of the phone’s
vaginal port.

“Oh, Christ! dbaveto us¢hat?

“We could just take the AIDS test and wait.”

“I have TOP&cdn'twait.”

“Then, just lie back and relax, honey, while Boaty Condo on you.”
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Condo? As the body-temperature bedding shiajmekigs®intours, he watches
her long fingers slide the latex tube lovinglg puésating pole. Below the French
tickler apparatus on its head appears a rowamigesvatrikingly like her own, with
decks, community pools, individual parking sppaoesyagrounds-keepers frolicking
with tenants in hot tubs. Through a cutawaydoiwess boudoir, a miniature Dora
slips a miniature condo over a miniature himg!A#eaizies to stick his dick into a
porking space marked For Visitors Only, by Okatsatake it slow, honey. We've
got all day. All night, too.” As she easesnBkionion material over his head, his
remaining reflection resembles the toe-likiepaftauface burned to anonymity, eyes
bulging eggs against the substance blurrivg ke Wies to shout his shock at the
grotesque transformation. His lips twist like thre the head of his penis. In fact, his
entiredbodylooks like a penis, he observes, with his helaeaas

Dora points the receiver at the hologram. Vétiser iand squeezes the aching
head of his pud, a Windows menu appears otsaers féature Dora on top and
him on the bottom, him on top and her on théhaeottdaggie-style and side-by-side.
“What's your pleasure, boytoy?”

“Anythnggywnt!” he says through his muffle.ck&hbea his little mouse, making
it larger. The hologram mirrors her sittinigpn dmsmding away, her hair tossing a
horse-ride frenzy, then him bending over les deked body plunging deep inside
her while she writhes around him, twisting sawegmng ecstatic moans through his
muting body cover. When she gets on top ohbiogitiie and the wall mirrors flash
an anonymous shaft of townhouse tattoos b&foedesmsual slides squeeze her
heart-shaped pubic hair tight against him withitasiowpins that reduce him to
whimpering noises. The sounds emanating froat lasdlthe hologram engulf him
In SenSurround, along with the rustling spshesitsrbed. Riding under the music
of her moans and breathless praises, his bods Eecingle throbbing entity
surrounded by latex and the softness a thonshralilay, then fades to a sleepy
quietude. “How was it?” she asks, her widengram fessivarm spray he can barely
feel through his facial covering.
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“Terrific! I've never had it like that bef@spéeuls clearing as the wrap loosens.
“So, gimme more.”

WhatShe soundsifferentHe pokes an eye-hole in the condo. BimbiBésEonto-
blasts through the hologram strap-on first) @i his belly and buggers him.
“Plenty more,” says the voice of Erin HuntingitkeManed tough and throaty.
Although he can barely see it, the holograshreftaotturning him into a mannequin
moaning at first with delight---"Ye¥¥¥eslater confusion---"Huh? What? Again?”---
and finally exhaustion---"N0000...n0000...-as@e;two, then all three women on
the bed and in myriad reflections claw, bit@simdhith through combinations of
partners and positions he could never have i@magnedh that...what wasnte
kind of disorder? He couldn’t remember. lewaismfiortant. He was tired. Too tired.
Exhausted

“Oooh, it's gwooooddne more time, Big Boy.” “Ohhhhhh nooooooo.....”

Helpless before their relentless passion, hamdoanthes while they run him
through positions not listed Katima Sutrghen roll his limp body onto its belly, where
it falls asleep, droning a flat &noréde’s had it. Look at the wuss. If you ask me, he’
living proof men only want one thing.

BimbinaHe can onfjoone thing. OnbBara:And once is never enough for a girl like
me. Whatever happened to that oldie by Jim, Mowesdfe Four Times, Babe?’

goa

Normal MaleAnd you’re complaining! If | were in yourgtleemrién encore.
Tupperilf you can’'t do more with TOPS, you can’t aoathdha telling you, | was
railroaded, and it started that night.

ioa

| woke up in her bed the next morning, my bpéiymetne afternoon before---
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and the night too. | never felt so drainedr®kn@wsthow to hang one on a guy. Talk
about polymorphous perversity in a Politicadtlys€img. My Power Blonde fantasy
come true was a master at doing the nasty. Sex kmesv90% mental too, the way
she switched costumes to push the envelopeagimatiombeyond the protective
covering she’d slipped over it. | turned on tmygsiddner sleeping form a longing
gaze only to find Erin Huntington-Manville bebrlebnmeasts flat as dead eggs on
her chest. If my smile turned to amazementwhiaegr kisere instead of Dora, Erin’s
expression changed from statuesque somnolarttedtorgation when she caught
me looking at her. She raised herself on ééorghhd glared down at me. “What are
youdoing here?” “Looking for more enjoyment® htalke light of her snappish
tone.

“l thought you'd be gone by now. Most men are.”

“I thought I'd stick around for a Morning Mellower.

“I have a meeting.”

“You'll function better at the meeting witlx#i®mnethat comes of intimate Sexual
Union.”

“If you and | are a Sexual Union, I'm filingracgrie

“Clever, very clever,” | say, rolling into h8hé&ttens away from my kiss, but my
weight pins her to the waterbed.

She doesn't resist. Her belly bucks againsvenivael €nough...more ...more..” Her
tone sounds flat. The deeper | plunge intorhereth®y sensation fades. How can |
keep a hard-on if she doesn’t respond? NexXxrbnmghker pussy feels like paper
crinkling under me. | drop the dribbling remginglbdrained load into an application
the size of a body bag, instructions printed inlgréangling participles for arms, a
split infinitive for beaver. When | roll &f&atl tl® crumpled form, and the puddle of
come cooling in the box where my signatureeshisiitidiip into my trousers, | steel
myself to say, “As much as | enjoyed... alusg, I'm not saying it right... “As much
as last night was enjoyed by....” was that nvetfeseraldng the line the | in me had
disappeared... “Well, I...what I'm saying ighihkl@arétshould see each other again.”
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Erin sits up, stares ahead blankly. “Don’tviell meeed space.” Her tone jaded. Flat
from too many hurts. “No. | need somethindgnéssM)IdOPS makes me do some
crazy things...”

She turns in my direction, but gazes past més Haan attractive disorder. And
it'shighlyover-rated.”

0oa

TupperWhen she said that, | just lost control. bwdtiogetr. That's when | told her,
“I've slept with women who’ve had multipleityedlsmrders, but this is the first time
I've slept with a woman who has a rbatygesorder.”

Huntington-Manvillé’s the most insulting thing anyone has eteemsaid
Caliente-Aventurdle too.

Tonto-BlissMe neither.

TupperYour Honor, | object to their making such outbursts

Judge:Be quiet, you gender-basher, or | widluddecontempt of court.

0oa

What's this? The Stepford Wives Il have turAge Béw Plaza into a Red Light
District? A butch murdered a transsexual oveingfiMédessage Card at Gender
Bender’'s rack? Police lights spin a hellismdwagettie mid-morning smog. The ear-
splitting sound of a female Wailing Wall scexatims pglice sirens’ shrill metallic
monotone:

“That’s him, officer. He’s the one,” the tleiem sitmorus.

Click. Cuffs clamp my hands as | reach for dhengdescort, ticketed for parking
overnight. A step behind the stern-facedtoffjcaelby the arms, Dora, Bimbina and
Erin scream through grief-shriveled staregyuiim@ngseyes flare fire through their
tears. Their collective stare brands me tiktg@amnsefrom my searing flesh, though
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| don’t understand why. Then the PC Thougtitadgaheeaway.

ioa

FORMER POSTER BOY FOUND GUILTY OF SEX OFFENDING
Randy Tupper had it all: looks, moneyisorder. But yesterday Randy Tupper

and public recognition as a Poster Bolpst it all when a jury of twelve

for TOPS, a testosterone-related medicalomen immediately issued verdicts of

ioa

TupperThis isn't a jury of twelve women. It's a lyrodhintybsix!

ioa

related to the disorder, includingmounts of testosterone in the blood
hallucinations caused by excessiveream and cerebral hemispheres, a

0oa

Dear Applicant:

We regret to inform you that the Foundation For
Filing Forms cannot file forms for your Camp Cojone S
proposal.

After a careful review of many worthy applications,

the FFFF decided against filing forms for the

proposal because the applicant Board of Directors

lacked hyphenated-surnames in proportion to the

percentage of people living in the region who have

hyphenated-surnames. The FFFF, in addition to
evaluating the merits of
specific applicant
programs, also considers
the level of
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consciousness of the

applicant organization.

In this instance, the

level is obviously

insufficiently advanced.
Sincerely,

Erin Huntington-Manville,
Director of Program Rejection

0oa

Those poor kids! How will they ever get to Gargy? Thje way the tabloids have
tabulated my sexual offenses has destroyed witeatévey | might have had as a
fundraiser. The posters of me have disappeaagedittathem my last vestige of self.

ioa
NOW, WAIT JUST ONE GODDAMN MINU

0oa

Pfil Donaskewtonight's guest is a unique, multi-facetedamdlitastivist in the
Reverse Gender Discrimination movement...

gom
FORMER POSTER BOY FILES COUNTER-CHARGES

0oa

Tupperit's one of the most horrifying things I'vepeviemerd, the Identity Strip-
Down...All | was trying to do was get fundsugrforest camp. Instead, | was misled
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into an exploitative seduction, tied up irbadsgtegndom and raped repeatedly, not
only by the woman who seduced me but by twehoth&rsuldeverhave been
interested in. Because | had to poke a hddedly tendom to struggle to escape from
this...thishamber of horrofsn now at riskerygreat risk, I might add---of sexually-
transmitted diseases...and all because | sutienfdical disorder.

Ofay Stimpsorid offer you my defense witnesses, but rightave aaller
CallerHi, Randy. My name is Erik Jong, and I'd sdyegoujaeng through quite an
ordeal. I'd like to invite you to visit our &&tedeger Support Group. We have a
sliding fee scale...

Tupperi’m broke. All my money’s gone to my lawyers...

Ofay StimpsomAndmylawyer’s gone to Wall Street.

Tupperl can’t get work...

Jong:l think | can help you.

qoo
FORMER SEX OFFENDER NOW POSTER BOY

ioa

RETRIAL RESULTS IN HUNG JURY

“A jury of my peers, that's all | where Judge Manley M. Manley over-
wanted,” said a grinning Randy Tupper turned an earlier verdict which Tupper,
earlier today as he left Superior Court, with the aid of the TOPS organization,
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had appealed. Tupper, convicted of mis- woman jury,” as he described i,

cellaneous acts of felony sexual mis- benefitted from an all-male jury panel,

chief by an “all-female, but not all- each member of which suffered from
TOPS, the medical affliction which
Tupper testified had compelled him
to act in a manner which Erin Huntington-
Manville, his alleged victim, apparently
had misinterpreted as a sexual overture.

0oa

Naturally, | celebrated my victory by filingugt.dy TOPS---what little remained
of it after my violation--wanted me to celathemevimys, but my attorney, a TOPPER
himself, suggested a civil suit could provigemogatification through punitive
remuneration if | could provide short-termisnblBedtveen continuances | received
a record number of Poster Boy assignmentsdainahd @PS, a seven-figure book
contract, and guest spots on more talk showthadhghtlexisted. My newfound
prosperity enabled me to contribute a sixdidaedritdible donation to Camp Cojones
so that the kids could have their circle ja@kplagdround and muff pumping in the
cabins after lights out. The camp director weatot@gpear as guest speaker, but |
declined. Even though TOPS had come to mynagdhe duminal proceedings, my
urges felt remarkably diminished. What adviaggwetdch young TOPPER? You can
wait a month before you get it? Definitely iR BQHEe. If | could still give TOPPER
advice, | wouldn’t have sued for damages.

Naturally, my opposition wanted to settle wtit\Wiam | refused, the unholy trinity
filed a countersuit, alleging that she/they badareathoney for me by their actions
than | had ever made as a TOPS Poster Boy da@fioidetit. Since my TOPS
symptoms had diminished, principle was nowonard tmme than pussy. | filed a
countersuit demanding compensation for myaroturiboita/Bimbina/Enais/eau
fortune, which they made from finding a pusuartedbful treatment for TOPS.
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The night before one of our court dates, thetahaes on the door of my new
mansion. And there was Dora, curving in the deogmaybright enough to float her
head of Big Hair without a single glob of nkbfisdee Said, her tone more subdued
than her look.

“Hi,” stumbled off my tongue.

She inched forward, tentatively. | steppetasidened to follow her sway into my
parlor with a disinterested leer. The connéwtemn Ipey eyes and my loins barely
existed. Once she made her entrance, shepivetdatel, so that her buxom chest
inched its way into my aura of uncertaintypldsniyshed against my chest. Her
eyes rolled upward from a lowered face flisheginwihering humility. “Can we be
friends again?”

“Friends yes, lovers no,” | said.

Her face fell into a wounded pout.

“It's not that | wouldn't like to, it's thaaftevdhat night | just haven't felt the same.’

“You aren’t just saying that for your courtraygi¥ara

“No. I'm saying it because we took somethirid wantzd to tell her about human
limitations, how losing TOPS had caused mmyoseisge of self in a kind of post-
traumatic stress and how a sense of a differatt seine to me after all I'd gone
through. “We couldn’t have that night agaihshablyKe a flaccid Humphrey Bogart
inCasablancdAnd | couldn’t survive it physically if \me jdist. not the same man.”

“I'll bet | could make you a better one,” shersaetlis pressing against what felt
like the remnant of a near-death experience.

“You could try,” | said, “but you cured my TOPS.”

“Don’t be silly, Big Boy. Tiser@ cure for TOPS.”

“But you marketed---"

“Cure’ sells better than ‘treatment.

ioa
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TUPPER CITES TOPS CURE AS FRAUD

0oa

It didn’t take more than a moment for Doragdihresime that had gone the way
of all flesh, so to speak. “I'm surprisedlidrtoftinever thought I'd feel this way
again.”

“l can do anything to you. Yotdlmika rasa.

“Whatever | am, you can do anything you wamédsepite the arrest, the lawsuits
and the talk shows, | felt weak when | inhatedtheas it mingled with the scent of
her perfum&vhoaBefore | could exhale we were rocking anccrofismtha foot-
thick carpet of my fifty-by-eighty study, ahgpstiding down the floor of my marble
corridor and finally, humping and thumpingatertrezlvof my mirror-walled master
bedroom. Dora’s long legs kicked the air abese wiyile her whimpers and moans
turned to howls under the power thrusts I'€bregstgn how to drill into her hot
gushing honeypot. Her face and hair seemeardoifidwine, engulfing me with their
radiance. The glow was so brilliant | had toyatyes and ride the rocking crests of
her sea of pleasure until---

“Ouch!My hand ran down the thigh whose firm fi@stetdlad tnuscle and the calf
whose curves had hardened to bulges. A lepthsosiththe ankle led to a five-inch
spike heel. What the---!

| opened my eyes. There was Bimbina, buckiitigiagdevwreath me, her rocklike
torso bruising my body as her biceps clenchletagaitist her. My surprise stopped
me, not so much in my tracks as in her---

“PushMWhatsa matter. You chicken?”

“You hurt me with your heel.”

“I'hurt you wit’ my whip, you don’t keep ratkitemodiropractor’s hug crunched
me even tighter. My spine realigned, | didiguivbidl I'd just done out of pleasure.
As | was finally getting into the pleasure ahtrs@her voice chilled me with a
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command to: “Stop! Will you péeasie

The frost from Erin Huntington-Manville’s lonbaith my face.

| stopped. “I don't get it,” | said.

“That’s right, you don’t. Not from me.”

“Who needs this?” | started to slide out ofher whe

“Relax, hon,” said Dora’s familiar voice ddutsbatk in, nice and slow.”

Who was | to complain? Especially when sheneoskeaicely that my body
wracked ecstatic shudders the length of my syim@gsiices spurted into her with
a half-dozen thundering pulsations throbbifgrigodyes! Ye&s! | said, slip-
ping into the swoon of pleasure.

“You're certainly agreeable,” Dora said, rurfimggisethrough my hair as her soft
belly rose and fell against mine.

“I've got my TOPS back,” | said.

“Only when we choose to give it to you.”

“WE?

goa

Community Access Hostand so, dreminist Theology Todaywill investigate the
feminine counterpart to the Christian Holyf Hatitgr, Son and Holy Ghost...
Erin Huntington-Manvilldee Mother...

Bimbina Tonto-BlisVait a minute! | am not no freakin’ Whore.

Dora Caliente-Aventuend the Goddess.

Erin Huntington-ManvillBefined by male sexist perceptions, of course.

ioa

(Of course Erin Huntington-Manville would apveat)s
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“Dora, honey, I'm crazy about you, but---"

“Love me, love all three.”

“You have no idea how unsettling this can be.”

“It's not easy for me, either. Just remembeawWw dmogoing to make you a rich
man.”

0oa

TUPPER CHARGED WITH TAX EVASION
0oa

The betrayal shouldn’t have surprised meg.bugutedis you really could say I'd
opened a Pandora’s Box of troubles. Whicheaieesf ad snitched? Did it matter?
| posted bail and took the next flight to Ridhe/lea&tradition laws exist somewhere
in the limbo between Reality and Fiction. Riotsiggatn like a very original choice
to book to, but it's the bézgbala rasean do, given what I've had to work with.

My once-again faded TOPS enabled me to liveitpvetey the beautiful babes
on the Brazilian beaches, even ignoring the theackelves in favor of the seedy
sidestreet nightlife. With the consequenca®whddsie Tropical Rain Forest in the
air, | wasn’t in a rush to shoulder another:disersiollen discolorations of skin
cancer. No, | had enough to look after. Mig nesialuiato a Swiss Bank Account. My
attorney contacted me General Delivery, advidisgttieenents of various suits I'd
wonin absenti@&eneral Delivery also handed me anonymoesgdsttarsek saying,

“l told you | could make you rich. Love,”

Well, money isn’t everything, and in my edilehé&epng if Dora might have been.
Maybe there was a cure for her multiple body, thspmythical conjunction of
multiple selves, her multiple conjunction af sefikE and all the problems that came
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with it---or didn’t, in the case of Erin HuMagtdie, that frigid---never mind.

After a year rich with residuals and legal sttflérmpotted a familiar figure
approaching me. Boardlike and short-hairede8watlitaner, even at her equator, Erin
Huntington-Manville stopped on the sidewatlant nsiagy from the concrete after the
daily four o’clock downpour shrouded her. fihda@tg” she said, shuffling her feet
to block my attempts to sidestep her. If itthBdizee

But itvasDora---Dora with her problem resolved. Her desuiéh me had led her
to seek treatment for her condition, which ldatfonsnarily described as “post-
existential.” She’d located a hundred yearalldatbArgentinian surgeon who spoke
only German and began his Buenos Aires prb@fi6e $tne went down there for
mind/body surgery. Unfortunately, the doctdrtbetciie Dora died on the operating
table and Bimbina went on terminal brealexmkdhtb be happy with Erin, but the
chill that emanated from her felt downrighhgeifnable tropical heat.

In a matter of weeks, we married. SecretlgeoMieudecided we both stood to
gain too much from the various suits we’difitcbaganother. Three times a year
now we take separate flights to our shardtharalse return to our relationship of
chastity and laugh over the billions we’thlollsrfoackers.

These days | spend most of my time on the bmach, asustom body condo
protects my skin from the laserlike rays jetigig ttie atmosphere since the Tropical
Rain Forest came down. It's a high-rise vemopriéaply enough for a former
TOPPER) with decks and community pools ankegpensdmd individual parking
spaces. And Erin sits beside me in her owmdogdtatkong on a cellular phone to
book me generic Poster Boy gigs all arouncktighglolever forgot that one of her
selves wanted to become my agent. Of courddd'wsda different name to keep
from attracting the attention of the IRS oiotleattorneys we've hired to file more
suits and countersuits. Since my TOPS hasrfeadadrio I've changed my name to
what I've become in my life as a Poster Bey in Exil
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DONT
FUCK WITH
OZONE LAYER

Just In Tme

If you're into Time and how it gets that wathddsgephen Hawking hardcovers
and Dave Brubeck vinyl gathering dust in yalustién. Timehe latest CD by
saxophone legend Slammer Wall (Terminal 9571689, Tlemne with a depth and
urgency unknown to those previous temporal pioneers

“Time is what I'm all about,” Wells assertés ¢eshoi Attica’s Death Row, where
producer Ward N. Bloch sent this writer topp@lasetAnd-Personal spin on these
jacket notes. “Up Time, Down Time, Hard TinaaneYibyack, | done it.”

“How about 9/8 time?” | asked, referring ® signatre of Dave Brubeck'’s “Blue
Rondo a la Turk.”

“How ‘bout In Yo’ Face Time, muthafucka?athmysocal innovator muttered in
the urban jazzman’s hard-bitten vernacularo*dookboyass down this goddamn
block. Sheeit! We talkin’ Death Row, babweagmtvhite muthafucka be doin’ 9/8,
then | be doimineteereight.”

The approach of a barrel-bellied guard, fumgengnsthis holster-flap, punctuated
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the tenorman’s impassioned pronouncement.

“I'm doin’ TimedndTime,” Wall continued softly.

The material chosen for this release (a cherghedhi vocabulary) suggests not
only the nature of Time Wall has experienttezlpbofound impact Time has made
on his life. Wall's solo on the aptly-chosemseydifiore After Time,” tells the
jazzman’s proverbial story with equal parisréceiadancy. “Man, | been doin’ Time
since | was ten years old,” the tenorman poiBishoot Detention, Juvenile Hall,
Reform School, City Jail, County Jail, Statal, Midanum Security, Maximum
Security, Solitary Confinement...and now DedtheiR@N.the same, jack, all the
muthafuckin’ same. Story of my life.”

If a man’s music reflects the sum total abxpefi@nce, as this savvy saxophonist
implies in his vigorous vernacular, shouldrer Sitathimave patterned himself after
Charlie Parker, the jazz great who sought emsoeyvexperiences between gigs---
and even between sets---to enrich his playing?

“What a fuckin’ dumb-ass question! Don’t makkammn glifference, nohow. The
muthafucka dead, and I'm gonna be.”

Wall takes umbrage at any other parallels pmpsisahal, the critics might draw
between him and the man once known as Yarefpiet. rfiehout the Yard one hour
a day, man. One fuckin’ hour. That don’t givemadmbe no goddamn Yardbird. |
been doin’ so much Time, | ain’'t never hearddhewa

Difficult as it is to believe that a saxophuisistatfire doesn’t carry a part of the
Parker legacy with him, Wall maintains itis titik-like tone and strident style show
little debt to the most influential hornmamadidine era. His repertoire of revamped
standards and pop tunes eschews the melodicnamdc hewmplexity that
characterized Parker’'s seminal work. “Justriigtengic,” Wall insists, clawing my
shirt collar and clanging my face against theagrateor.

A baleful glance from the hulking guard astbesunisutolster prompts the legend
to ease his grip, as well as his tone.

“When you in here all the damn time, man, Yeuczdritiere t00.”
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Wells’ sudden Einsteinian turn of thought sexprant/Space as Time and the
effect of Relativity on his choice of repeeapkaihs the appearance of alternate
versions of this CD’s title tune, “Just In Btaadaad Wall learned in the 1940's,
shortly after leaving his home town (which detoeehame) because of musical
differences with a prominent member of an ooyenézéinily. The second take,
updating the title to “Just-In Time,” featuraséalhg the newly-convicted gangsta
rapper Nu Black Ice 2 U. “Jive-ass muthatliokaiprieff my shit,” he explains.

“You mean, your material?” this writer asked,teedrify the obvious for those
listeners unfamiliar with the jazz argot.

“No, man. Nigga tried to rip off the crack imy guemd heah bring me.”

Looking as though it's shrunk behind a boehtftberguard’s face flicks uneasy
glances up and down the corridor of loamsimnd concrete blocks. “What your
producer told me was that Nu Black Ice 2 U ywaunfilstitake of ‘Just In Time’ and
rapped over it.”

Wall nods. “He did. Nigga saralbhey shit.”

“You mean, Nu Black Ice 2 U sampled each treckCbR"tthis writer asked
brightly, hoping the tenor legend might havecehalbgiative material in the can for
another release as compelling as the one uns&pdisc

“I don’t knowhatthe nigga did with the music, jack. All | khad gsieceo’
smack, man. You can’t buy that much shit fretimedijtistreetealer. Had a rock
o’ crack, too. Muthafucka sampled my sti’'tih&de none left.”

“Then the two of you didn’t have artistic ddgf€renc

“Hell, no! Strictly personal shit, man. Nes¢drtiee Inigga in the Yard, wasiz
the muthafucka.” Wall speaks with the force wha kraows the tragic consequences
of trivializing Time by foolish actions arichigit® anake them happen.

The frustration evident in his tone remindettinie ninzsical giant possessed a
wealth of knowledge he could pass on, in kikeiiagnentoring tradition of jazzmen.
“Given your extensive experience with Timéarpaifime behind bars, is there
anything you would like to say to other gamss&wéo might be interested in
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collaborating with you?”

“Yeah. Lissen up, you jive-ass Ii'l muthafagkastebail, cuz you come in heah,
y'all gonna hafta deal mgtFuck with me, jack, you ain’'t gonna do no Soft Time
Hard Time, no goddamn Time at all. Y’all gamppustidke that U2 nidRead.

“Are there any cuts you'd like to explain ¢oatye stener, the uninitiated to jazz?”

“I'D LIKE TO CYDU YOU SORRY-ASS LI'L MUTHAFUCKA!'l TOL’ YOU, SUC
MY MUSIC SPEAK FOR ITSELF!

The tenorman’s brawny hand grabbed my throleidamg pead hard against the
bars time and again. The pounding dispersecimyst@ss in white shafts of light.
As darkness replaced them, the strains ofitliéilbs of the 1969 hit “No Time (Left
For You)” echoed inside my head along witbvmirsmbotl of bone crunching against
iron. With a spirit fueled by such urgency/theacgar-than-life saxophonist like him
fail to communicate to a wider audience? | thought.

Then a gunshot echoed off the concrete.

Wall's sepia face turned ashen. His hands deulbiedcbest.

“Just in time,” | heard the guard say from behiatilimg the cell bars for support,
| turned. The smoke from his revolver spiratetisomghteous smirk.

“Why? Because you thought this Great Man wasidlomg?” | said, indignant
despite my dizziness that Wall would fall teeth@g® end as so many of his fellow
innovators, as well as to the floor in a steadydea

“No,” the guard replied. “Because you don’tlbhavieosv much we’'d spend on
another stay of execution for this bastard.”

“This man is a musical genius,” | insistecd$imedical help.”

“Without me, muthafucka, you ain’t got noijeboNgiu niggas,” Slammer Wall
said thinly, his tone evoking this CD’s contespooi@r the Maurice Williams oldie,
rechristened “Stay (of Execution).”

A chastened look shaded the guard’s facgetlithggoddamn medic.”

“Get me a color TV, too, you sorry-ass whitekautdama do Death Row, uhma
do itright”
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“I'll help you carry the tube,” | said to théhgumai@lowed him down the block. The
rattling breath from the cell grew faintex,wast Wall's expressive key fluttering fadec
over the breathy subtones that ended his allitssy eéfiTime On My Hands” on this
Terminal release. The saxophonist was rigitlIEfaeaning people like me, with my
love for the music, weaken his expressionfulile caiionalizations. Music is a way
of life and living is its only explanation. Bgsevilhnever change, no matter how
much time passes, | thought, hearing the tersawwiag'sasps soften to whispers
behind me. And Slammer Wells’ musical truérsdrBinse as much as they do the
fleeting embrace of Time called life.

| looked over my shoulder at the cell. Theafetad flesh, once the voice of
passionate integrity, now employed silenceskoaerpre relation between Time and
Space. As always, the saxophone legend corgixpledetoew dimensions of self-
expression. There was only one thing left fesyrie tom before leaving to write the
liner notes for this Terminal release:

“Way to go, Slammer.”
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Shooting For Immortality

| wasn'’t shooting for immortality. If anytasgho@ting for anonymity. Why else
would | start a basement blaze intended torpuracevef my existence...my poems,
my stories, everything but my dental work?i@Nzepiect.) Face it: you reach a point
in life where you realize despair, not recagritemayoff for your lifelong labor.
Splattering my brains in Jackson Pollock randeermagdibrary’s bookshelves and
ceiling seemed the best way out. Quick, pairtiepg, of rescue---not even for my
manuscripts.

When my teeth notched the barrel of my twel\{ptgahgeed for this special
purpose), my fingers couldn’t stretch to theTakggeff your right shoe and sock, |
told myself. Use your toe. It reached: clunesikijyoui thought | was ready. Then, the
September coolness breezing over my bare fded ramijst how nice lifitls
pleasures could be. Why not enjoy your last?ridowntdf my other shoe and sock.
Why not? A little relaxatidn!Cut the banality. You've lived your writer, pdigam
the price. It's time to stop. But the quiaityfrfithe pit of my stomach shivered bile
up the back of my throat. A desperate gufkeptagging the barrel. The next surge
of the unexpected war between my urge to amnd mhllirge to live spewed its reek
along the weapon, down my T-shirt and intonoy legrdds my hand wiped the vile
trail off the blue-black metal, those littleegleasiaced again (despite my disdain for
the people who lived for nothing elé&l)ve’ been through enough.” | bit down so
hard the gunsight stabbed the roof of my ma@hd8sboon | thoughStop itAs
the smoke sneaked in from the cellar, my toelpwshed

Radiant light blasted through the hollow af ti@ethg across my field of vision.
The roar tinkled down to motes floating gopeeiuahiee white glare. The aureolae
emanating from the flecks haloed the celesvaélinmtheir nuclei. Was | hearing
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the Music of the Spheres? | watched the dastitigwlail they blossomed into my
mother and grandmother, faces wide with WeleogrinbldBetween their plates of
freshly-baked toll house cookies and cinnapmtinellsf editors, faces drooping
contritely, shuffled forward from the horizgraukite to taste the goodies that had
nurtured me through my otherwise solitary chhieindoightened expressions glowed
toward me, swelling till they merged, a caticd|enatatic unity throbbing on a wobbly
axis, then burst into a billion pixels that asest&eh of acceptance letters.

While a wave of satisfaction washed away mypivejeuaton, a page of manu-
script rose over the next crest, flames chamamgints. A hand plunged through the
flare, pulled away the paper, whirled it tHreatyigaglow, then flashed it so close to
my eyes | not only read but heard its largmbiolsigee my head:

CONTRACT

entered into between and the mame wedegthight who camped up
DeNiro’s Lucifer characténgel Hearfly startled leap from the chair brought me bac
to my library. Wisdhis grinning cueball haircut and van dyke wieaaay from
eternal delight? A skinhead in a pinstripe goi@?Byahis eyes didn’t glare sullen
hatreds. Actually, they looked slightly upnardiatlers bright with inspiration. Or
were they just reflecting the flames now intttergutpins? Regardless, the blissful,
all-embracing light continued to glow, comitigrammviee alabaster teeth set so
invitingly in front of me. His expressitngaitebut a tremor of suspicion jarred me
out of my primal comfort. “How did yobeget”

He shrugged. “Opening the locked doors of Qppdithat | Do.”

| nodded toward the curtain crackling witheadllOvyou’re a burglar, you don’t
have much time.”

“I've got all the time | need, babe.”

“Whaareyou?”

“I'm an agent. | represent people like youwpedpid it too much of a struggle
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to manage their own careers.”

The bitter laugh of the failed cackled throegthmt hevdrada career to
manage.”

“You never had terceptionf having a career,” he said, with a snaksooiven
charm. “And why not? Because you nevelOmubthienitilowevet,can create a
tremendou®@pportunity for you.” He raised the contrafade. ke type melting
inside its flaming margins formed an imageraflimg lmver my typewriter, intense
to the point of oblivion as my fingers blusedh&ckeyboard. Thousands of editorial
hands lunged through their trial by fire tatdlwtcbapers blazing endlessly off the
roller, the way they did before | made my denisiloimg else, | was as prolific as |
was unpublished. My back braced up. “Look. lLileddedsion. | devenit. Not
anymore.”

“l can see that,” he said, scanning the walaafboynd mentors (Martin Manley,
Reyes de Nada, Kafka Smith-Jones, among otirerspdi@fg eyes with me.
“However. At this very moment, | have informationlthatad@uyoreversegour
well-thought-out decision.”

“It's too late,” | barked. “Look at that chair.”

“What about it?”

“That's where | blew my head off.” | flappad tawaal the armchair, but stopped
in mid-flight. The seat was empty. The gurgbedralgeanst its cushion. | glanced at
my feet, then at the smirking head of spikeylturzer sure if I'd pulled the trigger.

The would-be agent raised a knowing fingerealoisggiebwing leer. “To
paraphrase one of your predecessors, ‘The wanlot enth a bang, but with a
whimper.” As he waved his finger, a laughddapkadis throat.

“I'veread Eliot. Don't insultimglligenceé

“Sign with me, and I'll guarantee that nolepdatnabbody-will ever insult you
again,” he said, teeth wide beside the congract pag

Again, the margins blazed. My house leapeddrom @range daggers stabbed
through its roof. As beams crashed down, ande, figrire burst through the front
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door with my red torch of a steamer trunk ad sMigidirst along the lawn. The

trunk-latch broke. My manuscripts flared agrass. fhiee figure pulled the burning

papers to his chest and rolled over the dgp@assniithered them---except for the one
glowing sheet his outstretched arm held in hydaleel and browned in the heat

surrounding it. “Why should | continue thigdifeword alone?”

“Because I've represented thousands of pepple babe. Make thallions
Without a single exception, each and everii@mehakta growing demand for their
work.” Behind his mesmerizing stare, rowssoweskieg intently at their desks
climbed deep into the shadows of his gleaming irise

“Impressive,” | said, nodding. “Where do | sign?”

A cackle of conquest cracked the cornersmf‘fviswgve already signed.”

“I did?” The letters filling the space for ngyewarnelistinct as the contract receded
from view. “So, what do | do next?”

“You can stay here and write, you can go ojatyayalLiemewfound celebrity...It's
your call.”

“There’s reallydamandor my work?”

“An anthology is rolling off the presses askwe spea

“In that case...” Enjoying my newfound cetgbet/le the right thing to do, even
though the publication seemed to be taking gjaikiiofor a slow-moving business
like publishing. “I think I'll drop in at Dattte’subterranean bar where the glitterati
celebrated book contracts with their famouaridesgnts.

“Here,” he said, whipping a cane out of tha"a&r.€dfned the part, you might as
well look it.”

| caught the black stick in flight and twefeceitdpping its gold tip against the
white-hot floorboards. Literally a man witkasaem life, the bounce returned to my
step as | walked through my basement door yllevarflares down to the maw of
Dante’s entrance and into the strobe-glitterngammtum of the world’s most
renowned writers. My boyhood hero, Martin Mapky;time pug and full-time
womanizer who wrote a Great American Novelngl@oypag his alimony and bar
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tab, nodded his patrician curls as my peacoakistiuhe past him. Reyes de Nada,
the reigning Magic Realist, transformed himmadMargarita on the bar in front of the
seat I'd targetetracias | said, not sure whether to direct my vaidehewank

or his now-empty seat.

“De Nadda he said, his lips parting the salt on ththemlass.

“Verdad | said, surprised at how comfortably | mafieiedugmnversation in a
tongue I'd never studied. No words in any laaglsbgepress how grateful | felt for
the recognition my agent had brought me fdéll evemigh to pull the trigger, he was
smart enough to stop me. Another fraction nfla.seco

But why dwell on the unpleasant past when thifei @ future glory spread
before me? Not even the mocking smirk of Klaffkartesiithe first metafictionist to
make the NeYorkTimesBest Seller list, could block me from my thladibeirary
pantheon. | disregarded the knowing glancesl®Bialds, and Smith-Jones cast at
me while my cane and | twirled to the disptdiyieaaathology reflecting its brilliance
in Dante’s walls of mirrors. The prismaticdigargsie books warmed me while their
luminescence assured me that my place in iNesas@@ure, thanks to my agent’s
efforts.

Manley swaggered to my side, cocktail splabaimd, Hidiear your work has been
included in the latdsthology of World Literatiieesaid:Congratulations.”

Despite his macho reputation, Manley’s handsftadeedi stronger than mine.
“It might have happened sooner, if you'd afmswetedd | sent you years ago.”

Manley winced, then shrank into the cherrgttirtheflle Nada’'s Margarita glass.
“Each of us must make his own wagdreng the rim said.

“I my agent hadn’t found meydmwould have gotten here.”

“You might not be here the way you think y|atkafker Smith-Jones snickered,
insinuating himself into my thinking in hisstnostiem way.

“Byyouraesthetic criteribaveto be here the wdlgink I'm here,” | said, asserting
the strength of my own consciousness in thevomktkiritpe trendy author’s face.

“Why don’t yehowus?” all three said in near-jeering unison.
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My flourish lifted one of the thousand-pageshaadtthe top shelf of the display.
| scanned the table of contents for my namearagdygat again.

Manley squinted over his dribbling drink. “\&elliz WH

“No esta aqglide Nada’s voice sing-songed from the volyimand. m

“It's all in his mind,” Kafka Smith-Jones notontde fplace he identified.

“It's in here. I'm telling yoin iere ¥Where did Manley go this time? And de Nada’
And Smith-Jones? Was | shoutingse? I'd show them. While | searched for the
piece, the invisible trio’'s doo-wopping laudatexdavith every page | leafed. “Where
Isit?” My voice shuddered my frenzy. Their@vedlinnt of teeth chomped derision
at me from every mirror. | backed away, spurBaftechdl heir clattering choppers
trailed me down the mirrored vortex through do®wvall the way back to my library.

“WHERE IS IT!” | screamed at my agent.

He was leaning on his cangeane---in the middle of the torches which had onc
been my library furniture. His hair flowed rdanglikes back now. “It's in there,” he
said. With a nod, his now-full beard pointethimWwaod I'd cocked like a club.

“Where? couldn’t find it. I've n&esmnso humiliated.”

“Look again.” When | lowered the book, it tellnoyp@oem.

| blushed, then grinned. “How loomaé&in’t find it?”

“It's right here, babe. Right in the table misconte

“Anonymoughat’'s not my name!”

“It was the best | could do. The fire...”

“But, but----yégmowwho | am.”

“I know you're a suicide whose---"

“I'mnota suicide. Y@avedne.”

“| saved yowork’ He nodded toward the flickering fingers mgyrbwenchair.
Inside them, my body sprawled across the aussiolangling, face blown beyond
recognition. Behind them, red and beige spatieoe#s and ceiling.

My stomach hollowed from shock, then bloateglisih ‘&Il my life | wanted---I
struggled---to gaywork recognized...”
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“Itisrecognized.” He held up the heat-curled makoswipgies bearing my work
marched over the white into the crumbling aush ‘targecognized by more people
than you cdmegirto conceive of.”

‘I want my name on it.”

“l told you, babe. The fire...”

“But my work is bsing’

“And the demand for what remains of your bemggs’g

“You tricked me!”

“Youstarted the fire, not me.”

True, but.... “You broke your promise. Mardelg, deniNth-Jones...they laughed
me out of Dante’s.”

“What happened to you will happen to themoaitimey It just happened to you
first. Each of us makes his own way here.”

Under his point-clinching gaze, | said my naamel @ver, hoping my memory
would hold it against the onslaught of historgrd heepeated it, though, the more
peculiar it sounded. The longer | thought gheunitye distant it became, like the
body | had formerly occupied, now growing wdistimder and decay. The details
of my life blurred. What had | done? Howledel?gétho sat in that chair across from
me? None of it mattered as much as my ageuatingeasse following his stare into
my head: “You're a pro, babe. Angrguces

| glanced at the body gradually blending inystimawane with the books and the
ceiling, then stepped through a sheet of flhmieny sypewriter. The melting keys
molded to fit my fingers. As | blazed a padettie@agriage, | grinned.
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One Small Step for Mankind?

No matter how many times I've experiencegvied’'geown numb to the shock of
bigotry. My twenty-year tenure as a Research |Bubjélce Department of
Physiological Psychology in New Haven remindadiaily basis how little the Next
Stagers cared for their progenitors. If | pénedivedtomies and hippocampectomies
performed on my kind as atrocities, | nevgusidiedsthem in the name of scientific
advancement---even though | soiled my strippagkthevery time a post-doctoral
fellow clicked a key in a lock too close fartocanyf@wage. Even now, when some self-
appointed representative of homo sapiens sopfieldical pundit pofRrahate
Weekly Primany back hairs bristle so badly that | hasggte &irsuppress my urge
to brachiate free of the situation.

It's the little things, the daily indignitiesaliyahake my stomach burn at the way
humans perceive the simian constituents oateepnmuum as objects of ridicule.
My pet peeve, so to speak, is the now-clichea thaesbphomoric graduate students
with fellowships greasing their Ph.D. tracke tontisecrack:

How many monkeys would it take to write Shdkedagsire

Innocuous as it may sound, the question demdmsigierance that passes for
cleverness among many supposedly educatedopesophe #ne, the homo sapiens
contingent has believed that the digital abkn@tianas the opposable thumb
somehow advances its species’ cognitive capidbiieser, the parallels among
primates reveal more commonalities than cowxakis.example, have amused
ourselves by asking:

How mangjumanslid it take to write Shakespeare’s plays?

Since humans attribute authorship of the pdayys toaihe actor named Shake-
speare, but to Christopher Marlowe, Ben Jorstesaadmember of the English

-93-



nobility, considerable doubt shrouds the quéstibnmanoid level. The oral history
passed on by our non-hominid broods indic#tesatlnhorship of Shakespeare’s
plays is even more complex a question than lnemdhsgato acknowledge. Our
historians suggest that, chronologically ibg@piyieally, Coo Chee, one of the
foremost simian authors of the Elizabethanedosashto writing Shakespeare’s
collected works. Witness the astonishing sorikmtgin this excerpt from Chee’s
most famous work:

2B rn9t 2B. 6ha5 9s 5he q73st80n.

Although denied recognition in his lifetime, winkeggoved seminal to the
development of alphanumeric cyber-literatustadtdhéhe Information Age.

Some human scholars, however, give our kindhgegredigfor writing at least
some of Shakespeare’s plays. Stanford Wesleyeofteeonost authorities on the
attribution of works to Shakespeare, has asseaieGhonymous orangutan wrote
Timon of Athermommonly regarded by scholarly sapiens ast thietieoputative
author’s plays. One must question both the anduaajectivity of Wesley’s finding,
since it gives the several simian specieseditldocrtheir achievements while
unwittingly discrediting the sapience of sohwlarbapiens, as well.

Other cases of obvious bias abound. Whilesghotang) for example, claim that
Coo Chee Coo, a distant relative of the alpbaananegardist, actually wkote
Midsummer Night's Dreamrany twentieth century human scholars probesttéxdat
attributed to Coo is actéaMidsummer Night's Sex Comitiyred by the putative
hominid Woody Allen.

Contrary to the self-serving findings of hutaas, ethikind may have written one,
some, many, most, or all of Shakespeare’s ptays)embion tl8onnetswhich
proved seminal to the development of erotidrtiiesmesire and to the sonnet form
itself. Although our oral historians cannotceataiomwhether tB@nn3tof Hoo
Chee Coo appeared prior to, concurrent witbquesilis Shakespeassanets
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anecdotal evidence concerning Coo’s spesuaticpgtions suggests all of the
above as possibilities.

Unfortunately, the likelihood of gaining amgiieigtigan anecdotal acknowl-
edgment of our achievements has virtually vahishast. time | returned to New
Haven to mentor the younger generations of Fedgacthls, they wereriting
Shakespeare’s plays under the observation opahmebe of Physiological
Psychology. If | felt relieved that they éidn'dhily dread of experimental brain
surgery, | felt dismayed at their deterioratimgycrg/hy couldn’t their non-opposable
thumbs create a literature that would surpaGs&s@phanumeric cyber-poetics,
e.g., through inserting arabic text into thehadvfatsire scholars would attribute to
Kathy Acker? Through snickering chittersntix@sheal brachiators replied that
rewriting the plays kept them current for th@ayenef hominids---and simians!---
raised ortMTV While the room hummed with laser printeoseioérantz and
Guildenstern Are Dethe tittering voice of a pony-tailed comrsultdney Haven's
English Department droned yet another speciessbiised

“How many monkeys does it taleetostru@hakespeare’s plays?”

His snide quip struck the culminating blovomitigshoppression of the simian
continuum. As happened with the invention eéltheetlio mention its reinvention!
---the hominids had expropriated our accomglighoverthey were using the guise
of postmodern experimentation to make us disenantle

| vowed that day to end the denigration of erg brwilsisters of the primate
continuum. For the next decade, | devoted meztiliddhe post-Elizabethan body
of Shakespearian work written by hominidsimigassistance. The works multiply
more than exponentially the thirty-eight wottedatty Shakespeare. They contain
none of the originality which our kind comdrithatedays and sonnets. Moreover, they
compound the questionable authorship of Shakespeda:i My observations indicate
that the voluminous volumes on Shakespeare cattmboitdyl to humanoid
professors are, in actuality, the doctoral thiesegoaduate students. | am thankful
that none of our kind has been accused of dlodisertegts. Even though one of the
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later Coo writers made passing reference tasth®OEHE3s and 9hall8c s6mb9ls
which abound in these analytical efforts, hemaeshbers of the simian continuum
has ever devoted a life to following the deatativieich the hominids have pursued
with such sober-faced delight, filling librayllafje library with endless explications
that ask more questions than they purport to answer

In retaliation to the degradation of my kiredrdmlgftienied contributions, let me
answer the humans and their tiresome tomesquiéistaeof my own:

How many graduate students does itdagaibdhakespeare’s plays?
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The Boxtop King'seh Tps For Business Success

Have you ever wished you could just walk etidr@mddob and do whatgally
wanted to do? Have you felt frustrated becalide’'tyloave the money to make that
Big MoveRarvey K. Pulyknown to business insiders as “The Boxtopsdwsg,” k
how you feel. The reclusive CEO of the powkexIctunglomerate began building
his corporate empire on a childhggobplad. Known as the youngest man to achievi
a hostile corporate takeover, Pulver wants witehare

The Boxtop King’s Ten Tips For Business Success

One:Start with your dreaniverybody has a dream. At recess, whertlahdef us
grade boys played softball, I'd lean against pheyground fence in the deepest part
of right field and dream | was ChristopimebuS discovering a new world, or
Davey Crockett blazing trails, or the firstandrotothe moon.

But | didn’t have a dream | could call mytendaiiliDuffer McDonough, the white-
bearded sidekick@aptain Kerwin of the Dogsled, Ratrais kids in the TV audience
that we could buy our very own square inchiyfiprdfsska for ten Cavity Crunch
cereal boxtops and fifty cents.

My brain blazed like a flashbulb. A hunting Addgleai! All the kids in class could
come to my log cabin hideaway. In a vall®esfdird snow, we’d hunt caribou with
bearded oldtimers and fish with broadfaced EBdkemdark, we’d sing silly songs and
tell scary stories around campfires. We’d stegeimg bags while Indians whooped
war cries outside. Sometimes we’d even hefpKeawtai corral the Bad Guys.
Thanks to the lessons | learned at home andlin saloulated that If | ate three
bowls of Cavity Crunch every day and investeklymgila@ance wisely, I'd be able
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to buy all the square inches of land I'd neledthe Indeaway where my friends and
| would have more fun than | ever did playfieddright

The morning after my inspiration, | incheddggetbétbe huddle the boys in my
class had made around Butchie Bullard and Smeslkiett\trade baseball cards:
Mickey for Willie or the Duke even-up, or JaiokienRnd Pee Wee Reese for one
of the three. None of the kids ever wantedvdthragke It used to hurt my feelings,
but looking back on it...heck | ex@ndn’t want my Roy Sievers and Don Zimmers---r
when | could have Mickey Mantle (oh, whanhistdaedvorth now!). But | knew how
great my hideaway would be and wanted altdHenkigd<00.

“You fat little jerk!” Butchie Bullard spat thisogghped front teeth. “The Old
duffer’s just blowing snow through his chinWwhid&deighed. Shuckie Wheeler
laughed. All their friends laughed. When | ecyvessd and turned away, Butchie
snatched the cards from my hand. Everybodyelsemghadler.

| felt humiliated, | felt degraded. But | didincfauraged. Not at all. The next day
| offered to trade Butchie any one of my camdsavity Crunch boxtop, even-up.
After looking at me as if | was even crafiertkimarght, he nodded his boulder-sized
head. It was quick! It was easy! My mind’Jdeseecing timber fall for my cabin walls.
Butchie wagged a Cavity Crunch boxtop agaitp mfyrtty nose, then snatched my
prized Ted Williams card with his free haiwlayseneant to thank him for teaching
me

Two: If you can’t overcome an obstacle, work arourfshiickie Wheeler,
Butchie’s best friend, wasn’t big enough augisttersnatch my cards. In fact, after
a week of swapping boxtops for cards, Shudkidnbtoing kids on the playground
over to trade with me. Most of the kids whaitradexlmade fun of me for doing it.
Let them laugh, | thought. The next day, Mitkeandithe Duke were five tops
apiece. Lesser players were fewer tops. Whemeket somplained about the rates
of exchange, I'd remind him he wasn’t givingangisaioyget mine. Some days | came
home with enough boxtops to buy two squardléesiaaf soil, rich with natural
resources, as | learned in the next grade. Bhnesder, who later sold his card
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collection for ten million dollars, was theeamho@topped trading with me.

But my success made him envious. In fifth grekle,t8ld me he and Butchie
wanted to meet me at home to trade a bike baskep®for the cards I'd bought for
trading. While my parents were at work, Bubclad pautill | groaned bellydown on
my bedroom floor. While he spat on me throegkidussheer, Shuckie inventoried
my cards through a snicker. My every achingamtegeo get even with them, but
they'd only beat me up again if | tried. Theg $&@t my dream of an Alaskan
hideaway up in flames every night. No mattey mbétanand father tried, they
couldn’t stop the shrill, anguished screeckmogdliaem every morning at 3:00 A.M.
Four bleary-eyed months later, they took mehiatrigt Dr. Norman listened while
| told him how | spent my weekly allowancs onleadlin Alaska, then asked me
why | didn’t spend my allowance on anythingreid&kridw that other children might
think | was...welifferentbecause of the... ahebsessivethings | did?

“I want what | want,” | told him. Memory tellstone of voice sounded part
petulant schoolboy and part prescient invastetdrminetd have my cabin in the
woods, even though | dreamed it flared to éindeigét on every square inch of
Alaskan soil | owned. But Butchie and Shuadenesim rebuild my trading business
through

ThreeSmaller is bettefhe kids in the third and fourth grades wéigrésake
kids in my sixth-grade class. Or as smarialigthey at me for trading baseball cards
for boxtops, so what? | laughed at them famgdyangps for one Willie Miranda, a
lifetime .221 hitter.

Eventually my fellow eighth-graders outgrevedragdiagand those delightfully
sticky nuggets of Cavity Crunch! But the 2R0ellcd my old elementary school still
triggered a traders’ rush across the playgregndhbssday, though, Dr. Norman
cautioned me that not making friends my owndagganebmy personal development.
Good advice for somebody else, maybe---bunaoiMigprsquare feet of Alaskan
property were growing into square yards by tigutveaichie and Shuckie, now
matured into ducktail haircuts and raised-sjpdiditetr believe | was still trading for
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boxtops. They started a rumor that my busiressweagor selling dope and dirty
pictures to innocent little kids. In the 199(s{qmosuch allegations very seriously.
So did I. The police, eight-foot replicas ef Bwgnhced me so badly with their hog-
nosed threats and squint-eyed insinuationstlest gughed terror and shame while
my parents drove me home from the stationeékshibat followed, nobody could
sleep through my fiery nightmares. My pareat®rey and Dr. Norman met with
the police. Every cent of the check the Citg s&st $pent on baseball cards and
Cavity Crunch. Traumatic as it was, the expelpatteach me to

Four: Have faith in a Higher PoviEgpecially if it's a lawyer! In my Senior year o
high school, Cavity Crunch cereal cancelleldoffetahcollected all the boxtops |
could and sent the Cap ‘n Crown Sugar-Coatéb(enedion the money for the last
of the land. The Corporation returned my meanieftevittaying the offer had expired.
My response explained that they should horfer tbe ad long as the cartons
remained on sale. Their reply rekindled myeayiglotmant three years. This time |
was trapped inside the cabin, flames inchinghufsi®gves to singe my face. My
parents’ attorney took over my correspondertbebedtie my graduation, the Cap
‘n Crown Sugar-Coated Cereal Corporation mgtparénts, their attorney, Dr.
Norman and me in Battle Creek. Tired frometftwélyp and months without sleep,
| asked to be excused from meeting with thentPaeside half-dozen of the
corporation’s attorneys. From the leathertsofadeitionist’s area, | stared at the
office’s thick mahogany doors, watching them t@ugbeexture of timber and
smelling their fresh-waxed finish turn smokyr.\Moeeman opened the door, | found
myself on my feet, screaming. The shocked espoéssie President and his
attorneys sagged to long, somber glances. Blaparaety winked at me just before
he returned to the meeting. My mother stayedhwitfyimg me and wiping the sweat
off my forehead and the tears from my eyes.|l&erhame Cap ‘n Crown Sugar-
Coated Cereal Corporation had deeded meaithaihitsg Alaskan property and had
agreed to pay my college tuition several times over

Using my new trust fund, | placed ads in ffermgstoobuy Cavity Crunch property
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from other kids at ten cents on the dollar. idsooegkveme their deeds. They
thought the property was worthless, since tlatid@@ohaal gone bankrupt a week after
our meeting. | finished college with enouglbialddny lodge and start my Tundra
Development Corporation.

When | moved to Alaska to build the lodge,l tdseghered that most of my
properties sat in the middle of Indian resenibti@tis and shopping malls. Very few
of them were adjacent. The ideal location tramrgyhbelonged to the Kwakwat
Indian tribe, which had roamed Alaska, the buten Ganadian provinces for
hundreds, maybe even thousands of years. Holediti$ problem?

Five:Let government be your frierMy letter to the Bureau of Indian Affairs
explained that the Kwakwat tribe’s nomadecriggstydd its claim to my land. Why
was the United States government granting pgbyperty people whose true
residence could just as easily be Canada?

Although the Kwakwat protested that | wasveakthgia prime hunting area, rich
with bear, caribou, elk and other sourceswtipedieireau of Indian Affairs respected
my position. Since I've never considered mysélierson, | hired the Kwakwat at
minimum wage to build my hideaway and to stagelsitiak would heighten its
magical ambience. It took years of strugdiad ladhieved the first part of my dream.

When | offered to stage my high school cks#ls-fitar reunion at the Lodge,
Butchie Bullard, the perennial Class Presidiemt, 4,000 miles was too far for my
classmates to travel. Well then, how about d vetedadrfor at least some of the old
gang? Tundrax, my then-forming conglomergpeowoelffee transportation. After
all these years, Butchie, Shuckie, my othenpddlygdalies and | would finally have
campfires, songs, stories, bears, raids andt wawwre adults, even Indian squaws
to entertain us. The minute Shuckie receivedesgkmaavitation, he phoned my
office, sounding so enthusiastic that | coulfealrsshand slapping my back through
the static of our connection. He said he’dedéupifos life by selling his collection of
baseball cards and wanted to come up to celebrateess.

But he didn’'t come. Nobody came. My campfeelsmdysff the walls, but the
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reverberation of my jokes faded before my mddtstart. While the Indians
whooped war cries and pounded drums in cirslardandemy cabin, the Kwakwat
princesses I'd brought in to celebrate the @a=iasiahl always had problems with
my arrow. | learned

Six:Don’'t get mad, get evé'm not what you would call a vindictive person, ev
though my determination to get what | want somateseme seem that way. My
maturity enabled me to accept my disappointiighteas months later, when |
opened my subscriber's copywemight Successan article about me titled, “Still
Crazy After All These Years.” It turns outiegitEBthard---I'll always think of him as
Butchie---made his living writing tabloidjouByafissquoting my parents, my lawyers
and Dr. Norman, he portrayed me as a psychafath veneenge on an innocent
public for my lonely childhood.

Bullard’s article started me dreaming that mwas&liming with me inside it, my
flesh charring like a hot dog on a grill. edddtalsiorman, now operating the Tundrax
mental health subsidiary, and my attorney, wisteagknine Tundrax injury claims
subsidiary. Together, we documented that BaitShiecki® had harassed me since
childhood. My attorney’s research revealedtttatenof limitations existed on theft
of baseball cards. Subsequent legal actioninethdtedurt's awarding me Shuckie’s
baseball card fortune for damages inflicteddinmmdcbn. Without a card to his name,
Shuckie filed for Chapter 11 bankruptcy. SimeeBBillead was a juvenile when he
and Shuckie stole my cards, my attorney broaggunhstinis parents. The suit would
have dragged on for years, but we settledwtitfof tis parents’ retirement assets.
The media portrayed me as a villain when rmdediedieeled Butchie’s parents out
of their nursing home and dumped them in tHeugtitiear distorted accounts didn’t
bother me. | was too busy learning

Sevenif an old idea doesn’t work, try a new @bw&iously, | needed to make my
hideaway more attractive to the people | wamtsditovith me. On a rare vacation---
to northern California---Taco Bells and otlsesmiaaig at me from the roadsides.
Theme restaurants! ThatitMasould make my hideaway into a placanyiheady
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could come, not just my classmates, and emgythetloings | had wanted them to
enjoy, but a good meal besides. And what bettemnmeath-country venison, with
salted fries and beer! | wanted my hideavilag fodb€aribou Lodge Restaurant. But
my advisors suggested opening the first Camjgoin labdnore populous area,
specifically on a few square yards | ownedsinoggirayg mall in a community built
around a newly-discovered oil reserve. Location, location! they said.

Further research revealed that millions obfallomere gushing through one of
my square inch properties. Naturally, the Poéidenil company scoffed at what |
owned and offered to buy me out. Cheap. , Howsetadf of attorneys helped me

Eight: Be persistentTheir brief asserted that the oil compangpagddceon my
property and violated its natural pristinathactymy prior consent. There was a price
to pay---particularly since the well coveringurayrsidp tapped into a vein of oil that
traveled outside of the company’s propertyeomcopdrty which one of my real
estate subsidiaries was buying up at the trmevid¥fteng my attorney’s list of back
damages, the company agreed to make me & pdromyed my civil suit. With the
signing bonus they gave me, | bought the npalhaddhe first Caribou Lodge. With
the other restaurants and food stores in theuntaivg, the company CEO and
executive staff dined nightly at the Lodgettén aefdays they were raving about the
quality of the food. When my income from tihes ea@abled me to buy the oil
company outright, | offered its former exduoeithgmttunity of a lifetime: to start in
the Caribou Lodge chain from the bottom upvé@reender showed the greatest
enthusiasm for the Caribou Lodge concept enomstuiallyight managers and, as the
chain expanded, regional managers. The fewmytedattereturn to their former
profession with my competitor companies hhy olffaining suitable letters of
reference from the TundraTex Oil Corporatemmesitdundrax subsidiary. Despite
my success, | still had to learn

Nine: Nothing succeeds as plannady classmates booked their twenty-fifth
anniversary reunion at the new Caribou Lodgid imome town. | offered it free of
charge, of course. Shuckie and Butchie’s classrikafgeollections to pay for their
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tickets. Unfortunately, other commitments preednved watching from the corner
for more than a short time. When | landed entt@eddilowing morning, | was
saddened to learn about the tragic fire. Ty tldardaicture the satisfied faces of the
people, huddled for comfort after dinner vguiéstistoryteller recounted the tragic
Caribou Valley Fire of 1888. | can imaginertbkaescary story suddenly turning real,
and the way their expressions must have cheaigéear the voices of the campfire
singalong suddenly rising to screams as thelagpdgkimns flared like matchsticks.
Their attempts to escape must have soundedviiaoiirg war cries of the Kwakwat,
who recently turned my original hideaway imio. Scee I'm not a vindictive person,
I’'m particularly saddened that my survivingietalsameafiled civil suits against me,
although my attorneys have settled most of tffexawtitThe local police seemed
to agree with my suggestion that Shuckie amdh&iitolotive to discredit me through
an act of arson---even if they were unable e¢ova8uayt disabling damages. My
experience with the unexpected has taught me

Ten:Always have a backup pl&ven though my story is proof that dreams cal
come true, there are a few malcontents whotoditigatie against me. Despite their
specious claims, you could say that I'm dibtjingfotine world---and dreaming a new
dream. With the fall of the Soviet Union, it rcollapse of its extradition
agreement with the United States, I'm relaglyny pgoneering spirit across the
Bering Strait to start a chain of Cossack thaonanss
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Living Fire and Rogue Flames

(A late-model Chevy pick-up cruises down a stlegbaast a Burger King, a
McDonalds, a 7-11 and five service stationg Clbgduminous lettesirthe pick-
up’s bumper sticker declares:

“‘FIREFIGHTERS WALK WHERE DEVILS DANCE”

(A spark trails the bumper, then a wire-thiofdiggikeflares forward to strike the
sticker. Flames curling under the rear bumpar theglisurround the doors. An
explosion of sound, light and screams. Cutrte.headl

THE NATIONAL SCANDAL WEEKLY

“Yellow Journalism For People Who Aren’t Too Yelldw Read It!”
FIREFIGHTER DANCES HIS LAST DANCE WITH THE DEVIL
Experts Debate Foul Play or Spontaneous Human Comtan

(Close-up. Orange fingers of flame sweep fromrigeplzk-up toward the screen,
threatening the viewers. ANEHORN voiceover:)

ANCHOR
It crackles, it sizzles. It devours, it kdlse Iitsthe deadliest phenomena we know.

(In the background, fire trucks circle the Ilfiekwagons protecting themselves
against amdian Raid. Spray from hoses long and thicdoadamnsteams in the
flames. The sizzling sound blurs the cradidifigakdground. Close-up: a heavy-set,
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putty-faceFIREMANhouts emotionally over the roaring hiss intmik K66
microphone:)

FIREMAN

He walked where the Devil danced, alrighteThes Bevil got him before he could
bail out.

FIRE
(Offscreen)resent that. If you don’t give me the oppiortelhityside of the story,
I'll sue you for so much your arson insuraneeesogfirto cover it.

(Cut to Newsroom. Medium sAt@HOReated at his desk.)

ANCHOR

Many people have experienced Fire close-upniZuiynoan say they've experienced
Fire up close and personal? Is it really thre&reaide? Or is it merely a thoughtless,
heartless force that destroys homes, famgisscforenunities, and everything else
in its flammable path? There are those whygawilFtes is the most dangerous force
this side of nuclear weaponry. But there angtaiheitstell you Fire isn’t so bad. Fire
Is one of them. We asked our corresponderidlaBiaise give Fire time to tell its side
of the story. We’'ll be back with our Fire Exigjusisfter these words from our
Sponsors.

ioa

(Onscreen. A Tibetan monk in exile sits irsibtrs Baritone voiceover:)

DO YOU FEEL CHILLY? COLD? THERE'S ONE GUARAN TEEMAKE
YOURSELF FEEL WARMER.
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(Close-up. A TorchJet Butane Lighter, itsdglaziigplayed in the palm of the monk’s
hand. The monk grins, then flicks it. Flame® dmmbraHis serene expression
changes to horror. The crackling sounds diey ghawn out his screams. In large
block lettering:)

CAUTION: THE UNITED STATES SURGEON GENERAL
DETERMINED THAT FIRE CAN CAUSE INFLAMMATIO
LIVING AND NON-LIVING ENTITIES COMPOSED OF OX
AND ALL OTHER COMBUSTIBLE MATERIALS.

(AROGUE RIMPOCSstEps between the burning monk and the camera.)

ROGUE RIMPOCHE
This monk is giving his life in a protest againstwork’s exploitation of Fire. | must
ask you to stop your crass commercializatispiotfuakact.

CAMERA
Tell it to the Network President. We've gaisineeanlthis one.

ROGUE RIMPOCHE
Fire deserves respect becaisasdt everything Iscooks our food, it warms us in
winter. It is many things. It can be Yin, Y, or

CAMERA
Here. Torch your yinyang.

(Thrown from offscreen, a TorchjJet Butanédugictes oROGUE RIMPOCHE's
chestROGUE RIMPOCHh#nds over to pick up the lighter. Cut to tige rnonk.
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Baritone voiceover:)

TORCHJET. WHEN YOU WANT TO MAKE A STATEVHETWAYST O GO.

ioa

(Newsroom. Medium shaN&EHOReated at his desk.)

ANCHOR

After the bizarre conflagration consumed rfiFdfigt@v/aters last March, a national
tabloid questioned whether the incident wad Satacic revenge or the monstrous
marvel of spontaneous human self-combustiorhdii@made video of the tragedy
blazed through the homes of the American @ufdidetht flared to demand greater
attention from the national news media. Theryncemiinents made about Fire in the
media fanned the flames of its indignatiormé&irdedethe opportunity to smoke out
the many fears and misconceptions people shateTalmoght, live in our studio,
Blaise Blase brings you our Network 666 eadlusigejiew with Fire itself.

0oa

(BLAISE BLASHs in a Hitchcock rocking chair in fromtlofieeplace with polished
brass adornments: a poker, a bellows and twa ¢oggeid basket whose shiny finish
reflects the flames waving and whirling atttheHeeaears a gray cardigan, a trim
beige mustache and an air of studied indifference.)

BLASE
Fire. In ancient times, philosophers and scersidesed it one of the four elements.
Along with Earth, Air and Water, Fire wasgadbackliof the known universe. As later
scientists discovered elements and compounds, Rive/e\status was reduced to
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that of a compound of varying chemical congiitintom® constant. oxygen. Without
oxygen, Fire could not exist. Because of thaleg@ians surrounding Fire’s role in
the tragic demise of one of its historical ertemigefighter---Fire insists that it has
been historically maligned and has insisteceniingrés case to you, the public.
(Turns to fireplacéell me, Fire. Given what we know of youiaettnaencies,
why should we believe what you have to say?

FIRE
Because I'm here to tell the truth about myself.

BLASE
When you talk about truth, Fire, | can’t hiehg thedlold joke about the snake that
asks a horse for a ride across a river. Thalkmrdgav do | know you won't bite me
afterward?” The snake replies, “I wouldn’'talsdhatone who helped me.” The
minute the horse carries the snake across the smake bites him. The dying horse
says, “I helped you. Why did you bite me?"afssdéne“What did you expect? I'm
a snake.”

FIRE
I'm not a snake. I'm Fire.

BLASE
But you're a powerful, destructive force.

FIRE
I’m not merely a force. I'm a living entity.

BLASE
Why do you say that you're a living entity?
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FIRE
Like you, | consume oxygen. Among other things.

BLASE
Not all living things consume oxygen, Fireodi ybthe low end of the phylogenetic
scale...We don’t necessarily have evidenceatinaethee needs oxygen.

FIRE
But the amoeba does consume food, it doegisieak anud it does these things in
order to survive.

BLASE
And what does that have to do with you?

FIRE
| consume, therefore | (@&mackles with laughter.)

BLASE
Fine, you consume oxygen, and you consumegsh8utithat doesn’t necessarily
make yoalive Not even Descartes can help you on that one.

FIRE
He doesn’t have to. Have you ever known a deadr@ons

BLASE
Yes, | see a great number of them whenevénd gatb

FIRE
That's strange. They look alivelwbedhere, although | can’t say all of thematlook th
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way when | leave.

BLASE
At the high end of the phylogenetic scale, hingsragsime there is a moral
responsibility that is part of being a livingpbesgt ltotheryou to kill people?

FIRE
Does it bother humans to kill other humansahwian@sAs long as I've been alive,
humans have enlisted my aid in their wars udmtityust as immoral to condemn
me when my efforts have proved beneficialitebotihas is to say, to humanity as
a warring whole?

BLASE
| asked you first.

FIRE
What | do is obtain nutrition to sustain mysedpe¥ees takes advantage of my
particular form of being---and its nutritiosrattogmasue objectives which are not my
concern. Now, will you answeuestion?

BLASE
| can’t answer your question, except to saytigahamans there is a tendency to
regard perception as reality.

FIRE
And misperception, as well.

BLASE
Well, uh...Let's come back to that subjeduatenstime oxygen and you consume
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anything else that gets in your path. Why oik yoatth enough to make you a living
entity?

FIRE
Your question calls to mind Wittgenstein’s hakiigytae definition of a game.
Everybody knows what a game is, but try todefochmgefactor for all games.

BLASE
You can't.

FIRE
That's the point.

BLASE

I’'m amazed that you've read Wittgenstein, Fire.

FIRE
| haven't actualBadhis work, bubh&veconsumed it.

BLASE
And learned by osmosis, | take it.

FIRE
You're beginning to understand. Our cognitseeprdor’t work according to the
human matrix.

BLASE
Which, of course, makes it difficult foraiowctedence as a living entity from other
living entities.
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FIRE
Specifically, human entities. Their misperdedi@ws the limitations of your species.

BLASE
Our limitations!

FIRE
You humans...You simply can’'t understand arfiyoendether than your own. And
yet you make reference to me all the timesrrquttg, @ctually---as a form of life that
exists at the point where matter, spirit angelangrge on their respective continua.
Humans frequently use my name to describe emttesies and passion, just for
basic examples. You, for example, have trangbonsedtl from an investigative
reporter to a celebrity because of the innedflenspeak, that drives you.

BLASE
| have a reputation for being “hot stuff.” 8judhan expression. It'yowt

FIRE
Au contrairétisme. Although | ddedlany of these qualities in the way that humans
articulate them, they do, in keeping with \Mittgenstion of the game, seem to fit
within all the things that |, as Fire, have thexam d&e: desire, passion, lust, com-
petitiveness, determination...This is manifeabiltyrto keep a building in flames
despite an entire municipal fire departmeritsairoges at me.

BLASE
Then, you admit to your basic destructiveness.

FIRE
There you go again. | admit to possessing iquaditémon to those which obtain my
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nutrition for me. And yet, all these quasitiesehjioned have at their core the basic
urge for nutrition, which is also the centdedahailgs | am.

BLASE
“All the Things You A(eftims the first two measures of the tune.)

FIRE
That's a particularly edifying Jerome Kernicomipgsiconsumed it many times and
in many forms. Sheet music, vinyl, compaeizdiscenpos...

BLASE
Then, you consider destruction edifying?

FIRE
| considezonsumptioedifying. | have no feelings about destruction.

BLASE
There are some people who consider indiffemyrime asvevil as malice.

FIRE
| don’t consider either.

BLASE
And because you don’t, your reputation sufeesy-reputation you’re now trying to
protect.

FIRE
Clarify is a better word.
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BLASE
Then clarify this: are you or are you not af Hgebevil?

FIRE
| am not.

BLASE
But the flames, the language associated wittellige;.burning in Hell...How can you
deny guilt by association?

FIRE
The same way | do with you humans at war. farmeamsan end for you.

BLASE
Do you mean that literally or figuratively?

FIRE
It depends on the situafidrlame lashesBitASE’sardigarBLASEulls back his
arm.)Jn your case, figuratively.

BLASE
(Wiping sweat from his foreh@al/Joecause this cardigan I'm wearing is made fro
asbestos.

FIRE
| was just joking with you.

BLASE
Some sense of humor!
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FIRE
My humor, like many things in my nature, temdhé&oiveendiary.

BLASE
Your so-called joke has left a bad taste inimy mout

FIRE
Your so-called ashestos has left a bad tagte in min

BLASE
| didn’t know you had one.

FIRE
You've heard the expression, “the mouth g¢f taeréin&t you?

BLASE
| could put some water in your, uh, mouth. As yauctvant. More, even.

FIRE
Don't get “steamed up.”
BLASE
Me! Steamed up! No way, Jose.
FIRE

You certaingeemsteamed up. You seem eager to dismiss myatlaam #hliving
entity, and perhaps more than your equal.
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BLASE
As long as I'm wearing asbestos, you're nottmy equa

FIRE
There are other ways to destroy you besidestaomsispiyxiation, for example.

BLASE
Even if you did, it wouldn’t validate you &g liféou don’t have a social structure,
you don’t have a sex life...

FIRE
Au contrair@lutrition is sex. Without nutrition, | coaddhdtber fires. Human needs
are extremely compartmentalized. On the mostldevahethe level at which Fire
exists---needs are simplified. The phenomen@ultimeltely the most complex is

also the simplest. My single urge toward antaiopasses all of your humanoid
functions.

BLASE
Perhaps if you condescended to take a jolvdikteothes...

FIRE
But | have. | had a role in a recent epiSbdersAre you familiar with the TV show?

BLASE
| am. But it's not on this Network.

FIRE
Network 666. If I---speaking as Fire, thatas-agemt of the Devil, wouldn’t your
Network be just as much an agent?
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BLASE
666 was the only available cable slot. | waubethetdand of agent.

FIRE
I’m considering a career in television or\dfoafda/ou consider giving me the name
of your agent?

BLASE
(Laughg.He’s an agent, not an arsonist.

FIRE
An arsonigs an agent, to my way of thinking---and beingereiegenore nutrition
---currency, to your way of thinking---thamh couldwn.

BLASE
What you call nutrition, the papers call matdewidt they’'ve been saying about
Flood Waters being burned to death in hisrpick-up t

FIRE
More media sensationalism! However distortdthitarimen, though, | am living
entity enough to admit there was some truskory that appeared.

BLASE
About the horrible death perpetrated on a mémdous@ you and all others like you.

FIRE
More misconception. My reality is quite mun@anedcimmvhat people imagine. The
writings of the Marquis De Sade showed thatamigurdually limitless, even though
his life itself was rather limited. When peopée 8@y imagine me doing things that
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are far beyond my capability.

BLASE
But you did murder him.

FIRE
No, | did not. | admit, | didn’t like what res &ticker said...

BLASE
‘FIREFIGHTERS WALK WHERE DEVILS DANCE.”

FIRE
| am trying to correct the public misperbaptiamtin any way linked to the Devil
---a misconception which his bumper stickeatgsrpetu

BLASE
So, you decided extermination was a viable ewding tlie so-called perpetuation.

FIRE
No, not at all. | was simply trying to erasehisfllumper and get myself some
nutrition. To me, a gas tank is a form of fast food

BLASE
Burning Flood Waters alive was a form of FasiN®eatinder it looked like
spontaneous combustion.

FIRE
The situation did get out of my control, litviaadm

-119-



BLASE
It's about time you adm#tedethindHis wholieuckexploded!

FIRE
There is a phenomenon known as Rogue Flamasg. ¢f ®arselves that we don't like
to admit to. These things do happen, but weakarmame for them because they're
like Cancer cells...rogue cells in your bodpwhaind multiply out of control.
Sometimes they accumulate and gain strengthiagd 8oe wouldn’'t normally do.

BLASE
So, a Rogue Flame caused this senseless huaymuagee. Is that what you're
trying to tell me?

FIRE
Nutrition facilitates reproduction. That idgrioysay,terms, fires starting in different
places.

BLASE
And now, | suppose you're going to tell me ism@nigatory about The Bad Spark...

FIRE
| take extreme offense at that. | told youlivgasg after the bumper sticker and the
gas tank.

BLASE
If you wanted the gas tank, you started the fire.

FIRE
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Well, there’s always a risk in that.

BLASE
And you expect me to buy this Rogue Flamgatosy of

FIRE
(Sizzling sound. Steam rises from the fireyplang,tbe flam&9Ju’re making me
sweat.

BLASE
As a reporter, that’'s my job. If you can’testagut tiyet out of the (irgters.)

0oa

(Cut to CommercilLASE seated in the rocker next to the fireplace.)

Hi, this is Blaise Blase, your Prime Time thweeRegsorter for Network 666. On my
job, | get a lot of challenging assignmentm@stsighat lesser reporters would turn
down. As a news celebrity, | get a lot of nballéergi, offers that less handsome, less
successful men would never get the chancedaruiWlhat is the secret of my
success? Simple. | wear a FIREBRAND ASBESTOSNCARDIG

(Baritone voiceover:)

FIREBRAND ASBESTOS CARDIGANS. FOR PEOPLE WHIDHORE TD
HANDLE.

ioa

(Newsroom. Station break. CloseANCGHOR%artled expression.)
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ANCHOR
How did you get past Security?

ROGUE RIMPOCHE
Your Western Wisdom teaches, “Where ther#ig@wifl, way.” I'm here to protest
crass commercial exploitation of spiritual &mtsemnd want to see your President.

ANCHOR
The President has his fireside chats in them€ROGUE RIMPOCHES toward
the roombBbley(ANCHORIcks up a phon8gcurity? There’s a Zen Lunatic running
amok in the studio. | hear he’s a real trip.eRonadircal joker...We don’t want him
interfering with our show.

0oa

(The Studio. Station brBalASHEurns to the fire.)

BLASE
I'd say that commercial about summed it upydgkaessy now, I’'m too hot to handle.
Even for Fir@He chuckles. Behind R®OGUE RIMPOCetters.)

FIRE
Maybe you should do a commeraons forprovenyimage.

(ROGUE RIMPOCpiants a match between the leather and ofiBLs&&E pricey
Italian loafer.)

BLASE
Sure. If the price is right.
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FIRE
How much do you get paid for doing a comra¢hat? lik

BLASE
(Hands folded behind his h#aah) have to ask, you can’t affétduse. Rogue
Flames (ChucklesYou were reaching a bit on that one.

FIRE
It's the truth. Just as true as my saying tiseb pine

BLASE
Go on. You dug yourself into a hole so derpgmdleus ex Machit@apull you
out.

FIRE
Or a Rogue Rimpoche.

BLASE
You mean that weirdo in front of the building@ &iveealROGUE RIMPOCHE
lights the match with the TorchJet Butane hagbtandra man tossed at him.)
NOOOOOOOO0000000!

ioa

(Newsroom. On cam@&fdCHOROking composed at desk.)

ANCHOR
There you have it, ladies and gentleman. BlaisdgtBltne last word on Fire. And
now, from Network 666---
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BLASE
AAAAAAAIIITTIIIEEEEEEEERES screaming through the newsroom. Flages flari
up the legs of his trousers and through the clldesdREBRAND ASBESTOS
CARDIGANet fire to everything they touch.)

ANCHOR
I'M GETTING THE HELL OUT OF HERE!

ioa

MYSTERIOUS TV STUDIO FIRE INJURES TWELVE,

BLASE REPORTER BURNT BEYOND RECOGNITION
Blase Files Damages Suit Against Firebrand AsbosCardigan

goa

FIRE
This appearance did nothing to help my repotasbadmit, however, that the Rogue
Flames took extreme gratification from their. nutrit

ROGUE RIMPOCHE
| enjoyed the joke, but | feel profound remuatr slieeakermic consequences.

goa

FORMER REPORTER SIGNS RECORD-BREAKING CONTRACT
Blase to Model Designer's New Whole BodynBage Wear
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Baseball's Forgotten Hero

The editor of tiardigrHartford’s upscale weekly, wanted me toeeditenad
piece about Walloping Walt Winnock, the Bvistehoablazed through the bigs on
a seven-year comet in the 50's. How does Tleefééddibput the new generation
of superstars, who earn $5,000,000 millioDogsde have any regrets? That kind
of thing.

It was the kind of assignment I'd always wagteldwdtha kid, everybody else
was rooting for Ted Williams or Mickey MahtlasMeoting farhe Wallope¥ot
only was The Walloper as good as The Spliatétick, Tie was colorful, a throwback
to players like Rube Waddell, who rode firertrtloksdays he wasn'’t pitching
shutouts. When The Walloper wasn't hitting gengpdravirers on Saturday afternoon
telecasts, he was flashing his goofy grin anmgdgoomilik can of Brand X Greasy Kid
Stuff over a rookie’s matted hair, then runtaiogroffiercial-time paradise with the
three pin-ups who were feathering their fingeisteuedsome, grease-free wave.

At twelve, The Walloper stirred my fascimatimsevitne-of-a-kind guys who gave
pizazz as well as professionalism to the gamerigone away. | never thought The
Walloper would go away, either. But after ssweittydae Washington Senators and
a .341 lifetime average with 245 homers, hguietiseiom baseball---too quietly, |
remember thinking---because of a back ailment.

Baseball was never the same for me after Thee Mfalldpe freckle-faced All-
American Boy in me stopped beaming over hhadtbgseball as the new players
looked and acted like corporate clones. Whensxabkered The Walloper, though,
some last nerve of youthful innocence tinglédtheraast of cynicism that helped
me cope in the grownups’ world.

That same nerve throbbed as | drove downahaustrigealerships, pizza joints,
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self-service gas stations, and discount shagpmtppghe parking lot of Walt's Bar

and Grill. Whoa! You're 45 years old, | tolgmgyrgfi@ction in the rear-view mirror.

You might think The Walloper’s still largiey; thatrhie’s flesh-and-blood frail---just like
you. Give the guy a break. It was hard, letand teked a short pipe of reefer to calm
myself, then walked across the gravel lotasesioeisever in the World Series.

“That’ll be two dollars,” the bouncer jushandiolertsaid, barely audible over the
booming funkpump of Rick James’ “Superfreddk.tipieMoestubby fingers. With his
white turtleneck and gold medallion, he loakstltikeruising the over-40 singles
scene.

“I'm here to meet Walt Winnock,” | said, hopatghe cover.

The bouncer’s face brightened around theffappldipped grin. “You just did,”
he said.

While his handshake crunched my metacarpalg, grovak-up’s look at my
boyhood hero. He stood a few inches taller fivareiglgt, maybe six feet even,
barrel-chested and trim around the waishatkehssilno-grease wave. Then, his thigh-
sized arm dropped across my shoulders. “Wer’'llmalloffice,” he said. “No
interruptions that way.”

It wasn't till he led me toward the back thatlithetrunway of multi-colored lights
and the tawny, twentyish bimbette modelinfetebhikini briefs under the whirl of
red, green and blue. Her breasts overflowedrdresshdlat tapered from her
shoulders to a wasp waist, then curved ougtimdiipsg on pin-up legs. Omigod! |
thought, first at the sight of her, then did&tiong: The Walloper, my boyhood hero,
owned strip joint!

“That’s Kiki. She’s a piece of work, ain’t dhe&idwa

“Work’ wasn’t the word | had in mind.” Irsadkeel breath and reminded myself
that | haunted sleazier joints in my own leéeaigging.

While Walt mixed me a gin-and-tonic, | chedkedwalt behind his huge
mahogany desk: a half-dozen citations foizgasHipifrom community groups. But
where were his two MVP trophies, the photdassitigght-nanded home run swing,
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the mementoes of his life in baseball? | wosdesadkainto the quicksand-deep
cushion of the leather sofa across from a vealitaiitle

“I really appreciate your giving me your tnde thes switched on my cassette
recorder.

Walt dropped himself onto the sofa. “lé&itbndo it, y’know? My buddies in the
press box kinda forgot about me after | hungjdipghes.”

“Nobody ever forgets the Greats of the Gadydryihgaio swallow the lump at the
back of my throat. God, I'd sound worse thamtheidpe.

“Well, you know how it is. Once my back.ed ldé.tallhe minute you're outa the
lineup, seems like you’re just old news.”

“Speaking of old news,” | said, “I couldwtitialg..ruh...You don’t laanyehing
from your playing days in here!”

“Well...things are different now,” he saidk refld¢onive. “Once you stop moving in
one direction, you grow in another, y’knowff8dHeestiessly. “Listen. We don’t hafta
be formal or nothin’, do we? | mean, you wamtizevedtow from in here?”

“Sure. Can | have another drink?” Maybe iicklettltap throbbing nerve of hero
worship. | wasn’t a kid anymore, | was a writer.

“Help yourself,” he said, his tone as expanisigesiire toward the liquor cabinet.

He pressed a remote control switch. The amdroaKiki dancing on the other
side of a one-way mirror.

“Slick,” | said to Walt, swilling a sneak shot.

He turned to me with a worried look. “Thatdge anmhs he come with you?”

“What kid?” The dancer was the closest thihghat & éould see on stage and she
was all woman, as far as | could tell. | stejgpedt® sofa ...Omigod! There was Little
Freddie Freckles, the mythical twelve-yeaablththaticks used to show the Grand
Old Game stood for God, Mom and Apple Piegmidriccorn. Little Freddie was
licking the chocolate shot off the ice creamhieiheftihand and tossing a baseball
in the air and catching it with his right. Whatuwaiag here? After The Walloper
retired, Little Freddie stopped coming alivanftimase columns.
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“Listen,” Walt said. “I'm a family man, mysednBitave no minors in here, even
if he is your son.”

“Don’t worry. He's not my son.”

“He didn’t come with you?”

“I don’'t know how to explain this,” | saickdliesdsfrgment of my imagination.”

“Then, how come | can see him too?”

“Trust me. It's an old sportswriter’s trick.”

The old sportswriter’s trick took me off tHattedkceddie Freckles had powers
Walt and | didn’t. He pushed his arm throuags thedglvaved his ball. “He can’'t be
real and dihat” Walt said. “This ball feels awfully real, Dwugtrow it, or what?”

“I really don’t know.”

“What the hell, it's shatterproof glass.” Hehelid@dl back to Little Freddie, whose
face glowed luminous as the runway lights above him

Once Little Freddie got Walt's autograph, hivdugittirn to the sanctuary of my
imagination. Not quite. He looked at Kiki tfesseaied way | looked at the pin-ups
| used to hide under my stack of Superman comics.

“I really useta like doin’ that for the kids?{’kno

“Nowadays some players charge for it.”

“Well...things are different now.”

“That’s what | came here to talk to you ahidutyylrey to turn my focus away from
Kiki's lascivious dance and my fear that Hdike ierght be enjoying it more than a
twelve year old should. “The editor wants niew sk feel about what the players
get paid nowadays.”

“l think it's great.”

“But, don’t you wish you’d come along lates@ldvioel making $6,000,000 a year.
At least!

“| gotta be straight with you, Bob. The dplayiquit put it all behind me.”

“But here you are, running a bar. Don’t yory#®Blaert you feel just a little bitter?”
| poured myself another drink.
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“No, | had my good times as a player. Plenty of ‘em

He remembered running neck and neck with tegi f@viltiatting crowns, with
Mantle for home run crowns. He rememberedhptdottsgyand whoopee cushions,
anything to keep the players loose. Before ttEesdbower threw out the first ball
at Griffith Stadium one season, The Wallopeissteukwith a joy buzzer on national
television. Both of us laughed about that one.

Eventually | was refilling my glass so | coolat tusestories. But Little Freddie
looked in from the runway, wide-eyed, espesmallyalthrecalled his after-hours
escapades. “Back then, we had curfews. Bunemasfdd to sneak in some good
times...lots of em. | never used booze ortookgpodd care of myself. | still do....work
out every day...But | got to advasal Sex Addict.”

“A sex addict?”

“Yeah. Even with curfew. One Hiimgyided the league in was scorin’.”

Freddie’s eyes opened as wide as mine in wonderment

“It cost me my first three marriages, though.”

“Three marriagéidte papers always said you Wanalg mah

“l was. | mean, | am. | was always dedicatdedvervidmaily | had at the time. Of
course, my problem got in the way, so | haahmettilng about it.”

“That was before they had twelve-step progratnig?ivas

“I dunno. | just looked in the mirror and téfltonsyseghten up.”

“And did you?”

“Oh yeah. It's not safe, what with alla thesdisgedisere. Now, it’s just me and my
wife...and a coupla the dancers here.”

The freckles on Little Freddie’s face glisteglételikl squirmed.

“Uh, getting back to the game...Did you ever consity back as a manager, or
even a batting coach?”

“No, I got too much going on with businesscta”go ba

Walt talked excitedly about the business crdmrgém with hair tonic
endorsements and public relations stints vatdnguataes, typical off-season jobs for
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players of the 50's. At one point, he ownedraglomerate of fast-food restaurants,
sporting goods stores, real estate agenciesandr&eaps. But he went bust in the
early 80's, when the recession hit. “I'm ysé&e tait. “In life, you got ups and you
got downs. | learned that when | was a player.”

“Well, you had your streaks and your slunthdyopsag to wring more baseball
material out of him. “Mostly, | remember tlse streak

“Oh, | had ‘em alright,” he said, a far-offiie@y@s. “But | was thinkin’ more about
the way | left the game.”

“It certainly came as a surprise to me, WhlckKarguble....”

“What back trouble? | never had no back trouble.”

“Well, the papers said that's why you retired.”

“Yeah, thegidsay that, come to think of it. But no, | htakbacdkle. The IRS,
they come in to audit me and told me | neesl tiepootyalties | got from this rubber
company. See, the IRS wanted to take my saagywhoeowned the team, he called
the Commissioner to try and stop ‘em. | thidoglokely. Next thing | know, I'm in a
closed-door meeting, hearing how I'm bad fdrdrakébalon’t retire, they’ll have to
suspend me.”

“That’s pretty extreme for tires.”

“It wasn't tires. It vilais”

He reached into his pocket, then handed npack&ttldrinted in the middle of an
oval like the labels on baseball bats was: “TIIIPTARL

The Wallopewhat a goof! Horny men wearing designer corvadamshigir
women---or make themselves think they wergjoMhafadt was, too! The hero to a
generation of youth making his nickname iptang &tk the thought of those horny
old men...

| laughed along with Walt till my eyes watereahyTdyes darted apprehensively
toward Little Freddie, whose eyes were bulgihiipéogaandom. Kiki was running her
hand lightly over the front of his bluejeans.

Walt swallowed his laugh. “Yeah, they saiddtfimathk game’s image. But it was
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a greatbusiness move.” By 1964 every roadside joorideith dispensers had a
machine stuffed with “The Walloper” condonmsakinvas much from them as | ever
got from the team. More.” He leaned towardymekiidw those cheapskates never
paid me more than fifty grand, not even afthel Tviphe Crown?”

Nowtherewas something for the article. | had a haeliéweght. But | was
having a harder time believing that my boyhooit Hexayame to collect royalties
from his line of custom condoms.

“It's all water over the dam now,” he saidhfgoglbevhaloing his goofy grin. “The
go-go bars started up, the Sexual Revolutioachdpp&srakin’ the bucks in, hand
over fist. The tattoo parlors started usinighesdesuch that | bought into a chain.”

Since I'd last looked his way, Little Freddmamaohtp a nineteen year old sailor
on a shore-leave spree. While he swilled avhigkeyf, Kiki danced around him,
waving a bottle of India ink. Then he sneereahdtffashed a cobra tattoo that
covered his left arm from shoulder to elbeaddiged stare told me he’d snatch a
grandmother’s purse just for kicks. Kiki ragelseatimiringly over his hooded bicep.

“Like | say, everything got its ups and its \Wakrentinued. If he saw what | saw
on the runway, he didn’t say anything abawuing thig recession, ‘The Walloper’
sales started to drop off. Then, y’know, teeaddZ&me in amobodyot tattoos.

It was a rough coupla years. But | talkeddsideatposf the company and they started
sellin’ ‘em again. Now they’re goin’ Big Time.”

“But what abaliseas®” | asked, starting to panic for Little Freldalidrenreal-
life kids just like him. The booze was fuediatngpf urgency.

“No problem. | got these special wash-off riledgtt®ived me “The Walloper” in
decal form.

Freddie was standing still but breathing heaykwitked his hard cock and
slipped the decal onto it. | watched her with aesine as disapproval, I've got to
admit. To keep my own stirring under conteal ,dviay. But whatever was churning
In my gut made me queasy when | caught thé\ftris éace. | thought each of us
was imagining the same thing, only he witld pridenath horror: an entire generation
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of Little Freddies flashing “The Wallopeniesavatker rooms, back seats of cars...|
looked toward the runway. There were a thouBkadhiosout there.

“I dunno, Walt. Don’t you think this mighsl@ad kisky business before they're
ready to handle it?”

“Things are different now.”

“Not that different. A kid’s still a kid.”

“And boys will be boys. Even with AIDS out there.”

Kiki was tearing open “The Walloper” condorais wrapp

“It's kinda...whaddayacallit, ironic?...Yeahthainthe thing that made me leave
the game is gonna make me a leader in Safe Sex.”

“A leader in Safe Sex profits, you mean.”

Walt blocked my remark with his hand. “Rela#ll Beylsoys, and business is
business. | wanted you guys in the press tdkcionmeetal want you to tell people I'm
givin’ somethin’ back.”

| don’t know what got into me...the booze, mtlydartife hero shrinking to sleazy
mortality right before my eyes...All | know feuhdtmyself outside Walt's office,
climbing onto the runway one knee at a time.

“He’s justlad” | told the bimbette. “You dattiat. He's ngady’

Freddie leered at me over his throbbing harftecklés had gone---vanished into
sneering adulthood. | found myself losing donstasith a reflection of...of a younger
me!

“Put it on me, nom” | staggered forward and fumbled with mydlghAss |
wanted to protect Little Freddie, | wanted héw&udd what her knowing grin
promised: the best time a man could ever have.

“Sorry, guy. You're history. He’s the futureth&dhéo Freddie.

| tried to pull her off the little guy, buaiwelttscked around my chest and dragged
me back.

“l don’t care what you do to that kid, but yyaukéamds offa her,” he growled into
my ear.
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Kiki slipped “The Walloper” onto Little Frexldrmmelal ecstatically as she led him
offstage and into God knows what reality.

Walt eased his grip. | spun away, my body englishisthat | fell into a row of
empty chairs. “You know, you were my hero wlaekid Wwa
Walt shrugged. “Hey, | was just a guy tryie’ &divad.”

“You'll make a fortune corrupting dreams.”

“I don’t do dreams. Just the accessories.”

| reeled toward the door. Drunk as | was, hsabenihg clarity that Walt, Little
Freddie, me...boys would always be boys, mahlwagsilode men, and fools would
always be fools.

All the way back to Hartford, | wondereé&iéddtkewould show up again with his
baseball or with Kiki moaning in the back seatvdujone, along with my last trace
of reverence for the heroes of my childhood.

| knew | couldn’t write a story about whatlzgppalihed. TiBuardiamight be
progressive, but hallucinatory journalism wasiiiinth I'd just write about Walt
Winnock, the bar owner who didn’t miss thestog tweckig time.

| didn’t do dreams, either. Just the accessories.
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Stay 1lined to This Channel

Two years ago | stopped writing. After thinty yygerg to get published, enough
rejected manuscripts had dropped through mgrfroai-dlot to overwhelm my house
the way the furniture does in lonéseodew Tenalvery day my tirades against
editors threatened to shatter my bathroonmmirghe. Ehe minute | logged in my last
rejection, | would slam the door on this veasted lif

Whenever my mail slot flapped, though, my chiwtthratesperate anticipation.
IfBansheaccepted the last poem I'd sent out, I'd gesth&deded to keep writing.
ButBansheasent its usual form rejection. No matter. &h8ogertof my youth had
dried in the channel of my middle age.

To dull the pain of closure, | filled my jdeayvgiimphonies, movies and theater---
anything to avoid the solitude that might stétrhghagain or, for that matter, reading.
Whenever | picked up a book, waves of naused thppdsatk of my throat; a month
before | stopped writing, the Megabook$ sheke®l@ me and jeered me till | ran
out of the mall.

It took six months away from the writing éfeofogaaver the nerve to browse. My
first time back in MegaBook$, the mountaingt@afje tévived memories that turned
my muscles to rubber. | felt like a paralgtto tmaik again.

The safest first step seemed to be the mag#pinésar the revolving door. My
quivering hand groped at the Ba#ashedhen bumped it open to the contents page.
What a surpriggnshegublished my poem after all. My joy flarBabfik@necandle-
--until | saw the author’'s name: Asa Trabbo&apBeirt wamsing word for word, line
for line. My rage blazed, then my confusionedmbidethe editor mix up my
manuscript with Trabula’'s? Was | so depresskdrith&ven notice the acceptance
letter? What happened?
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Neither. The poem was in my file, the rejeggidiogy computer. In my thank-
you letter | mentioned the mix-up politelytortsnsdered:

Dear Saul A. Barta:

Thank you for your recent letter.
We received a thank-you letter from
the author last week.

The authorwas the author. Or was | losing my mind?

On my next visit to Megabook$, a pyrBnoipesfChanngetay poetry collection,
rose in the display window. What a surpriset8utitineralded Asa Trabula as its
author. N@mnothemix-up! Only my pride kept my years of painrfrogndown my
face. Since the notice said the author wasdigeredpies, | would confront him.

As the purported author stood in the Poetsryamemory searched for his face,
his thick hornrims, his baggy khaki pantsn-ahfasigiarity. Nothing. A stranger. But
there he was, signing his namgworkDespite bristling at the end of the autograph
line, | strained to be civil when my turn came.

“Admirable piece of work,” | said.

“Thank you.” Trabula’s tone frosted my face.

“But there seems to be some confusion.. hiwdidtthad happened.

“This isnywork,” he insisted.

“l sent it to sixty-one publishers.”

“That makes you an agent, not an author, tihenssiigiyaled to the person behind
me.

| don’t remember what | shouted at Trabulamlamtiiper and two clerks rushed
between us. They asked me to leave. As | baadledtd revolving door, my protest
turned my throat raw.

Grappling with my body’s mid-life changesnitheg@aonal assessment, the
fading energy, the blunted sexual edge...whi®ddfigh. Trabula’s taking credit for
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my work and then insulting me was more thaoodpeowith. | fired a letter to the
publisher, threatening to sue. Their respongaiblitiesd Trabula’'s work because
it showed considerably more promise and ahgmatitye. So much for the opinions
of editors!

Over the next year, my poems, fictions andfexeeypiublished novels burst out
of magazine after magazine on the Megabo&kf#isaRkeview, StdPlaybownd
a half-dozen others---all listing Trabula ahdnel dlnought | was curEisguire
under my breath until the manager approached, frown

“You're disturbing the other customers.”

“This isnywork. Under somebody else’s name!”

“If you don’t like your pseudonym, just change it.”

“You don’t understand!”

“What you don’'t understand is that this isssBusine

Before | could explain, he threatened to céilteéhe p

What was happening to me? Did a hacker stelaPiipw didn’t subscribe to a
computer network. Did someone find manudosi?dNa The hard copies filled all
four of my file cabinets. The material I'd&fateswitching to computer had yellowed
in my steamer trunk. Could someone have phdtwropyedrs earlier? Doubtful.
But..Why would anybody humiliate me this way?

There were no answers to balm my rage as inaabeld&based one after another
of my poems and fictions in the prestigiousashduzizinad scorned my work all those
years. His prolific publications made Joycat€aroloR like a Sunday writer. Head-
lines splashed his name adiiesdNation, The New American Book, Regi@e
New York Times Book ReViasvlatest darling of the mainstream and altegdiiv
was receiving every honor I'diesamneadf! Although | felt some pleasure at my worl
receiving recognition, my rage at somebodyiristhgeatredit consumed me.

My insides broiled while my entire body oédommpleappeared under Trabula’'s
name. Trabula guested talk shows and collegesampt@mote it. Well...heh
heh...what else can he produce, now that hefsrageudork?
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I'd find out at his Inspiration College res&elingtivi culture aficionados, network
news media, local celebrities, even interrelébnaés, filled the school’s auditorium
to hear the burgeoning literary celebrity mead hisrk. The fools! Now that he’'d
drained me, he’d reveal himself as the uhadkihalwas. | snickered in my front row
seat.

| snarled when he announced the hideedv fictiofabula Raséle read my
unfinished piece just the way I'd startednti@ppast my stopping point, he read
exactly what | had intended to write.

| charged the stage.

“Now you're stealingthopughts | screamed. “First my work, now my thoughts!”
repeated over and over, all the while trying taysaims and kick my legs free from
the blue limbs that grabbed me, dragged mamditsistked me into a police wagon.

The judge dropped the charges when | explaimaultatvas not only stealing
work I'd written, but work that | hadn’t evetecbr@garly | was reacting to some
Injustice, he said, then paused before addingnmagined. To help me gain deeper
insight into my reaction, he sent me to a staltéacikty whose staff would help me
develop a more appropriate perspective on Tahlula’s

“I'm not crazy! otimagining things!”

The judge threatened me with contempt ofaidait ddntrol my outbursts.

At the facility | poured out my frustratioteamesbito Dr. Slater White, who said,
“l can understand why you would have these Beglargsyour actions appropriate
in relation to them?”

| showed Dr. White the books and magazinesimabihecivas publishing not only
work that | had started and never finisheds thatwdiad thought of and never writ-
ten. “Here’s the evidence,” | said, spreadoss ihiscdesk.

He glanced at the pile. “This is evidence afsTnaisla| but not of your thoughts.
I’m afraid your actions aren’t appropriatevidaheee”

“How can you say that! My work hastbésnl don’'t know if it's him or his
publishers. All | know is, I'vengaiiatedven mthoughtdave been violated!”
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Dr. White prescribed a medication that dudlged amtirit seemed to belong to
someone next to me: a feeling observed, notearlgnfdngotten. When news of
Trabula’s sudden death reached me, the sedntledt @atside of me stirred with
sluggish rancor, then shrugged. | might neverreeoginition for my work, but |
wouldn’t have to suffer the humiliation oplagiaasm.

If itwasplagiarism! The medication’s calming effedtrabolweconsider other
alternatives. If Trabula’s work included iadleetswriteen, | couldn’t accuse him or his
editor of stealing my work. If another dimetnsieraod space had converged with
mine, | couldn’t prove it; empirically, mydenigeeof anything was my continued lack
of success. Then | remembered the days whérhmwmafmam work too exhausted to
write. Once | sat at the computer, though,iadwihirisked together the dust of my
tired thoughts and sandblasted literary sowigtutesm. My productivity in the face
of fatigue suggested that | was a channetéoatéide of me that created the work
| used to think was mine. Maybe the force wag songeded more than one person
to harness it. If so, Trabula wasn't a plagssesispng psychic powers. We had
tapped the same source, but he had gottenttfoe tredivork the force had created.
Whether | got credit or not, the acclaimed eohagvboursed through me attested
to my superior channeling abilities. Italagdarasaa blank slate. But | was an
excellettibula rasa\nd prouder than I'd ever been as an egutiktical

Dr. White considered my perspective delusiopagga@arbd a medication so
strong that | could barely focus on a pagefoBtihed Trabula’s posthumous
publication of finished and unfinished adolegognintil one magazine published
“Prelude to Anarchy,” a poem | wrote at fétebnytied with a blush at eighteen.
Every young writer composed a “Prelude to Angushygt sentimental drivel cele-
brating chaos. The force that | so cherishsdméhfitrce had produbéesd

Now that | knew the force generated bad matetialsagood, | approached Dr.
White with humility; as a channel, | had tahecseppe of my output. Since I'd
learned Dr. White’s scope of appropriate resgolisbsn I'd suffered a sustained
hallucination that resulted from a midlifggresiai@d by my deserved failures as a
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dedicated but mediocre writer.

Ten days later, he released me. My reliefgaiMesviathing compared to the relief
of closure. For the first time in thirty-twdo waarseither author nor channel. A trickle
of tranquility had replaced the consumingiiisaidatibn.

On my way home, | stopped at Megabook$. Nevalaf umder Trabula’s name
appeared in the display windows. In the Poet$ Wasrgtancing with detachment at
Trabula’s work and listening with amusememhitsptrs of people gathering for the
reading of a rising writer when the idea frfietiofirin two years wrung my mind and
spine: after seeing his work appear under sdseé&onaree, a writer discovers he’s
tapped into a universal creative force. kgl anind just as the young author,
Taras LaBua, announced he would open his teaumgmast recent work, a fiction
titled “Stay Tuned To This Channel.”
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