-) ¢

Vol. 3, No. 1
January—February 1993

Q

nrea
MARK SMITH

A

STAN KULIKOWSKI |1
AVIOTT JOHN l
ROBERT HURVITZ

//

/i

MR




INTERTEXT

JANUARY-FEBRUARY 1993 VOLUME 3, NUMBER 1
CONTENTS
FirstText: 1993 — For a Limited Time Only
JASON SINELL oot e et e e e e e e s e e e e e e s eeee et ee e e s eee s e s ee e ee e eseee s e e e es e s e r et ereenen 3
SHORT FicTion
Slime
MARK SMITH (MISMILA@TENET.COM) ...ttt 4

Doing Lunch

MARK SMITH (MISMILA@TENET.COM) ...ttt 9

Timespooks (and bit parts)

STAN KULIKOWSKI [ (StaNKU@UWE.BITNET) cooovveeoooeeeeeeeeeeeoeoeeeeeeeeeeseseeseeeeeeeeseeseseseesessesesesseseesesssessses oo 13

Sweet Peppers

AVIOTT JOHN (VJORN@IISA.AC.AL) +roerroeeseeoesoeeseee e sesseesssees s eseseses s sees s 17
Dogbreath
ROBERT HURVITZ (RUrVitz@cory.BErKEIEY.€UL) ...........oovevveeoeeeeeeoeeeeeeeeeeeeeseseeeeesesseeeesesseseessseesesaseesensasenenes 20

InterText Vol. 3, No. 1. InterText is published electronically on a
The InterText Staff bi-monthly basis. Reproduction of this magazine is permitted as long

Editor as the maga;ine is not sold and the entire tex'F of the iss_ue remains
intact. Copyright © 1993, Jason Snell. All stories Copyright © 1993
by their respective authors. All further rights to stories belong to the
authors. InterText is the successor to Jim McCabe’s electronic
magazine, Athene. InterText is produced using Aldus PageMaker
4.2 and Microsoft Word 5.1 software on Apple Macintosh computers
and is converted into PostScript format for distribution. PostScript is

JASON SNELL
Jjsnell@ocf.Berkeley.edu

Assistant Editor

Georr Duncan a registered trademark of Adobe Systems, Inc. For subscription
gaduncan@halcyon.com requests or to submit stories, e-mail jsnell@ocf.Berkeley.edu. Back
issues are available at network.ucsd.edu (IP 128.54.16.3) via FTP

Cover Art (log in as anonymous) in the /intertext folder. InterText is also

available on CompuServe in the Electronic Frontier Foundation’s

by “Zines from the Net” section, accessible by typing GO EFFSIG.

MEeL MARCELO

Our next issue is scheduled for March 15, 1993.

E


Jason Snell
Acrobat™ PDF file created 7/94. © 1994 Jason Snell.
For InterText information, mail intertext@etext.org.


InterText / January—-February 1993

Page 3

F I R S T T E X T

Jason Snell

1993 — FOR A
LIMITED TIME ONLY

ELCOME TO 1993, and this
year'sfirgt issue of Inter-
Text. The time between

our lastissueof 1992 and thisonehas
been filled with lots of excitement for the peoplewho bring
you this magazine

For my part, I’ ve spent the obscene amount of vacation
time given to students at UC Berkeley (six weeks) to meet
upwitholdfriends, spendingagooddeal of timein Southern
Cdlifornia— lots of it in my old stomping grounds of San
Diego. Infact, dmost none of thisissue was put together in
Berkeley. The bulk of the work was done at my parents
house (and lots of that, including the redesign of the Post-
Script edition, on Christmas Eve) and in San Diego, where
I’ve put together many an issue in the past.

Among the people I ve seen in the past two monthsis
Philip Michaels, author of Your Guideto High School Hate,
the cover story of the May-June issue of Inter Text. | saw
Philip twice, oncein December (in his hometown of Dan-
ville) and oncein January (in San Diego).

Danville, the northern Cdlifornia town from whence
Philip came, isaninteresting place. It' sasomewhat insular
city that values its near-rural identity even though more
people probably live within its city limits than lived in the
entire county | grew up in. When entering Danville, you're
greeted with a sign announcing you' ve crossed the “town
limit,” not the city limits you see everywhere else.

| remembered an article about Danville that Philip had
written about his home in an issue of theUCSD Guardian
newspaper while | was still the paper’ seditor in chief. Init,
he explained how the town elders had refused to allow a
McDonad' sto be built because it might bring “the wrong
element” into the town.

As we drove through Danville and the surrounding
(increasingly high-priced) countryside, Philip and | spotted
something on theright sideof theroad. Couldit be?Indeed,
asMichaelslet out awhoop, | saw thesign:“ HereWeGrow
Again!” and apair of familiar golden arches. McDonad's
and its hideous double-whammy (the presence of both “the
wrong element” and McRib for a limited time only) had
cometo Danville.

From there we took atour through more of Philip’s past
— namely, his high school, the very high school which
spawned Philip’ shateful and appropriately-titledHigh School
Hate piece. It wasfascinating to actually seethe edificethat
had spawned such loathing, and an Inter Text story.

Anyway, it wasafuntrip through afriend’ slifewhileat

the same time being a trip through old issues of both the
Guardian and Inter Text.

Also in the past couple of months, | was one of four
students at UC Berkeley’'s School of Journalism to be
awarded aReader’ sDigest ExcellenceinJournalismaward.
For this, | got anice chunk of free money and atrip inthe
spring to Pleasantville, New York, home of Reader’s
Digest. When | go, which will bein March or April, I'll be
sure to give them your best.

This has aso been a busy period for Geoff Duncan,
Inter Text’ sass stant editor. Geoff, now relocated to Sesttle
from his previous hang-out in Ohio, just got a job with
Microsoft as asoftware tester. So now he delights mewith
stories of just how many bugs there actually arein al my
favorite pieces of software. But | keep on using them...

Geoff and his fiancee aso finally moved into a new
apartmentinBellvue, Washington, ashort walk (on Geoff’s
injured toe) from Microsoft itself. Because hisfianceewas
visitingfamily inBostonwhentheapartment opened, Geoff
(and his toe) got to move al of their stuff into the new
gpartment by himself.

Andyet, with all of thisexcitement, Geoff hascontinued
to contributegreatly to the production of Inter Text. Hetook
my Christmas Eve redesign of the PostScript edition and
amplified it, and aso worked with me on redesigning the
look of the ASCII version of Inter Text.

All thewhile, Geoff isalso working on creating aviable
reader program that would make on-screen reading of
InterText a lot easier for those with Apple Macintoshes
(since Geoff and | use Macs, that seems a good place to
start.) More word on al that in issuesto come.

And, findlly, in the shower at homein December, | had
yet another ideafor the special “themeissue’ of Inter Text
that | mentioned briefly acouple of issuesago. Though not
off the drawing board yet, | have high hopes that we'll be
ableto bring you that issue by the end of theyear. We shall
see. It will depend on the cooperation of |ots of Inter Text
writers out there.

WEéll, enough fromme. Thisissueroundsout our second
year of publication, and | think it contains some fine
material. We have two more stories from Mark Smith, a
published writer from Texas who has appeared in the past
two issues. Thisissue' slead story, Sime, really struck me
asanamusing story about mid-lifecrises, thechangingroles
we play aswe get older, and rock and roll.

We'rea so printing Timespooks by Stan Kulikowski |1,
a new writer. Stan’s story came to me on Christmas Eve
(right before my redesign frenzy), and | redly enjoyed
reading it. It sone of the oddest stories|’ve ever read, and
Stan helped explain why when he wrote me that it was
amost entirely based on adream he had on the night of Oct.
27,1992. Stan’ sheen recording hisdreamsafter waking up
for sometime, and it's a good thing too — without those
records, wewouldn't have Timespooks.

Enjoy the stories. See you back herein 60 days.



SIME

BY MARK SMITH

IME'S GAINING ON ME. | know h€e'll catch up in a
Sﬂinute or two. | can hear his hedls clicking on the
idewalk behind me. In afew seconds I'll hear his
wheezing, labored breathing. Then he'll be here, begging
me to go back and finish the set so he can get paid. Maybe
then| candowhat | shouldhavedonewhenhefirst proposed
thisfool’s errand. Maybe for once | can tell Slime no.
| stop walking and turn around to watch him run toward
me down the sidewalk beside the VFW hall. He' s dressed
the same as me: faded jeans frayed and torn at the knees,
black boots, zippered lesther motorcycle jacket, studded
leather wristband, the whole punk

that helping Slime was neither an act of generosity nor of
compromise. It wasfriendship and mutual history pureand
smple, anatural order of thingsno more subject to question
than gravity.

Slime showed up, got themoney and stayed long enough
not to seem rude— whichwastoo long for Sandy’ staste—
and split. He promised he'd stop by on his way back to
Houston after the holidaysand meet my kids. | said I'dlike
that. That was the last | had heard from him.

| could understand Sandy’ sreactiontoseeing Slimestrol|
back into our lives, but | had spent aparticularly gladiatorial
day inthebowelsof thelega profes-

rock wardrobe. The only difference
between Slime's clothes and mine
are that he's been wearing his ever
sincewe had our last gig, at least ten
years ago.

On his skinny, weathered face,
he' sgrinning hisusua winning, boy-
ish grin. He flashed the very same
smile when he showed up a my
houselast week, clutchingthehandle
of his old bass guitar case, proposing that we revive the
band.

| was glad to see Slime; it had been awhile. | led him
through my house out into the den, passing Sandy in the
kitchen on our way. | could tell she wasn't pleased. She
barely mustered a nod to answer Slime's “Hey, howsit
goin'?" Slime, of course, didn’t notice the dark, sideways
glance she threw me.

She could've talked me out of agreeing to Slime's
scheme. She’ s much more sensible than me. She remem-
bered the last time Slime came around. It was around
Christmasabout twoyearsback. | don’t remember thehour,
but it waswell after thekidswerein bed. Slimecalled from
atruck stop phone booth.

Hewasonhisway fromHoustontoL.A., wherehisfolks
live. | talked to him quietly, hoping Sandy wouldn't hear.
But when | hung up, al she said was, “How much doeshe
want?’

| told her and she frowned. It wasn’t the sum. We could
eadly afford it. | knew that she wasjudtifiably troubled at
how easily | gaveinto Slime.

I had no stomach to pretend we' d ever see the money
again and Sandy didn’t say another word. She understood

When we had the band...
bartenders gave us free
drinks. Girls thought we were
cool. And when we played...
it was the closest I've ever
come to real power.

4

sion. | needed the antidote of an old
friend.

Slime was wearing his usua col-
lection of leathersand zippersand his
hair <till arched over hisheadin ajet-
black crest like the outlandish top-
knot of abizarretropica bird. Ashe
sat tapping hiskneeand bouncing his
heel onthe carpet, | could seethat he
hadn’t lost any of the excited nervous energy that oscillated
between crestivity and a bad hustle. Whatever the case,
Slime' shumming energy level attracted people and tended
to make them do things that they didn’t mean to.

“Hey, man,” | said. “Hereyou are.”

“Y eah,” hesaid, grinning, bobbing hishead. “ Goodtosee
you.”
“Youlook good. You ever eat?’

“No,” said Slime, “asamatter of fact, | get my caloriesin

“I get the hint,” | said, and went to get us two bottles of
beer out of themini-fridgewekeepinthedenfor Super Bowl
parties and the like.

“Stylin’,” said Slime, looking around appreciatively at
the room. The den is cedar-paneled and opens through
French doorsout to the hot tub bubbling onthedeck. | could
tell hethought it looked pretty good. Probably compared to
hisone-room efficiency digs, | livethe highlife. Theway |
figureit, | deserveit, the shit | have to put up with.

“I'try,” | said.

“I remember thishouse,” he said. “Doin’ al right. Big-
time lawyer.”

“Notsobig, Slime. | justdomy jobwell. Actualy, | have
to put up with alot of crap.”
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Slimewinced. “Ooh, no. | couldn’t do it, man. No way.
| don’'tdorea well inthe, like, officescene. | wasdoin’ temp
stuff for awhile. | thought, whoa, get some, like, income,
man. Y ouknow, cashflow. Butitwasnot cool atall. Thefirst
thing they made me do was cut my hair and get some new
clothes. You wouldn’'t have known me, Phil. Anyway, |
couldn’t hack it. | went back to driving a delivery truck.
That's more my type of dedl.”

We sat on the leather sofa, sipped our beer and talked
about the frat parties we'd played where the sons and
daughtersof Texasoil millionairespuked out their brainsin
the shrubbery while we ripped through our ten-thousandth
cover of “LouieLouie.” About our oneabortive“tour” when
wewent ontheroadin Slime' sold VW van playing barsin
Dallas, Fort Worth, Tulsaand then back down to Houston.
When it wasall over, we had made about $50 each and felt
lucky at that.

“So tell me about thisgig,” | said.

Slime' sfacelitup. “ Aw, it’ sgolden, man. Really golden.
Rich guy’ sthrowing abirthday bash for hisson thiscoming
Saturday. He's rented the friggin® VFW hall, man. Band-
stand and everything. Found out about it from afriend of
mine. | said, hey, great, I’'m gonna get the old band back
together. | been wantin’ to see you guys anyway.”

“What about Damon?’ | asked. Damon had been our
drummer, the third member of the group. | had completely
lost track of Damon and didn’t even know if hewasintown
anymore.

“He'sin, man. Definitely. | talked to him today.”

WEéll, that wassomething. | thought I’ dliketo seeDamon
again and | found the thought of the old band doing agig
together appealing. | missed the exhilaration | used to fedl
when | jJumped onto even the meanest stage and started
yelling the words to our favorite songs. | felt office work
progressively weakening me, making me soft, sleepy. |
looked at Slime, who hadn’t changed a hair in ten years. |
stared down at the shiny red, black and silver band stickers
that covered the case of hisinstrument which lay likeahip
coffin on the deep pile of my den.

“Sowejustrunthroughtheoldlineup?’ | said.“Isthatit?”

“Y eah, the stuff the kids will like. Some Stones, Elvis.
They’ |l even go for some New Wave tunes: Heads, B-52s.
And some of the hot soul stuff.”

“Right,” | said, gtarting to remember our old repertoire:
“Land of 21,000 Dances,” “Nobody,” “96 Tears.” Wemay
have been pot-smoking meatheads, but we knew how to
control a crowd. We could move them through escalating
layers of excitement from Doorsto Stones to hard-rocking
classicslike" Party Dall,” “ Devil withaBlueDressOn,” and
“C.C.Rider.” We' ddow downfor “ Sweet Jane”’ to givethe
crowd time to catch their bresth and then we'd power
through afinale of “Paint it Black,” “Gloria,” and “Good
Golly MissMally.”

Now | wondered if | could even find the chords on the
guitar anymore, much less manage to make my fingers do

those old contortions.

“So, areweon?’ said Slimewithakind of halfway smirk.

| hesitated. Sandy wasright. | had no business doing the
gig. | had awife and kidswho depended on me. | had ajob
and responsibilities. | didn’'t know if | could play the songs
orif | fill hadmy voice. Addtothat my old certainty that any
venturewith Slimewasdoomed fromtheoutset. | had every
reason in the world to say no.

“Wereon,” | sad.

When Slimehad gone, my kids, who had been spying on
usfromasafedistance, cameintothelivingroom. Jenny, the
oldest, who is seven, said, “ Daddy, who was that man?’

“Hisnameis Slime,” | said blandly.

Jenny cocked her head to one side, letting her long hair
fall to her left shoulder. She smiled awide, toothlessgrin at
me. “ Slime?’ shesqueskedinafalsetto of disbelief. “That's
redly his name?’

“He' san old friend of mine.”

Joshua, the two-year-old, decked out in Osh Kosh over-
alls and socks with gumball machines on them, mimicked
hisbig sster: “ 'lime?’

“How much did you give him?" said my wife, ill
standing by the front door.

“Nothing,” | said, jamming my hands deep into my
pockets and hunching my shoulders. “He wants to get the
band together.”

Sandy’ s fine blue eyes got wide, then narrowed. Jenny
said, “What band, Daddy?’

“We used to bein aband together.”

“I don't believethis,” said Sandy, cocking afist againgt
her hip.

“Redlly? A rea band?’ chirped Jenny. “Like New Kids
On The Block?’

“Well, not exactly,” | said.

“Band, band, band,” said Joshua, rolling over to grab my
leg.

Instinctively, Sandy reached down and scooped him up
in her ams.

“What was your band called, Daddy?”’

“That’ senough,” interrupted Sandy. She set Joshuaback
downonthefloor. “ Take Joshuaand goandwashyour hands
for dinner.”

“O-0-kay,” sighed Jenny assheled her brother out of the
room.

When they had gone, | said, “What wasthat dl about?’

“I canjust see Jenny at school: ‘ My daddy wasin acool
band called the Sex Offenders!’”

“| seeyour point,” | said.

| promised Slime | would come to his place to practice
duringtheweek beforeour date, but thingsgot crazy at work.
One of the senior partners, a pompous asshole named
Cramer who thinkshe' simportant because heworked with
Edward Bennett Williamsin New Y ork when hewasin his
twenties, dumped aload on me. Smack in the middle of a
twelve-million dollar lawsuit that he had been preparing for
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twoyears, hedecided to skip off to Floridafor threedaysand
go marlinfishing with some cohort who owned ayacht. He
told the client he was ill and turned the case over to his
assistant who, in turn, needed a second chair. Cramer
recommended me. For this | was supposed to be grateful
except that it meant staying at the office until after ten
o' clock for three nights straight planning the redirect of a
hostile witness.

| didn't see my kids from Wednesday morning until
Saturday.

Of course, that did littleto soften Sandy up to theideaof
my playing with theband. | cared about her anger, but there
wasn't much | could do. | had given Slime my word.

On Friday evening when | finally got home, | ate acold
supper and headed up to theatticwherel dug my guitar case
out from under a pile of toys my kids had outgrown. |
schlepped thething downinto theden, cracked abeer and sat
down on the sofa, laying the case on the floor at my feet. |
snicked openthesilver clipsandlifted thelid. There, nestled
initscrushedredvelvet couch, lay my old Fender Stratocast-
er, as deek as a '55 T-bird, as modern as the Chryder
Building. Looking at the guitar, | felt the old times wash
around melike atide.

| remembered buying the thing when | was il in high
school and spending hourslearning songs off my records. |
learned to play songs by the Velvet Underground and alot
of stuff by 1ggy and the Stooges. | liked the old fifties and
sixtiesstuff too, garageband stuff like Samthe Shamandthe
Pharaohs, ?and theMysterians, Mitch Ryder, Chuck Berry,
and, of course, lotsof Elvis. | likedsongswithanedge. | liked
the mean Stones songs. “Stupid Girl” and “Under My
Thumb” and “ Get OffaMy Cloud.”

I met Slimeafter | had started collegeandweimmediately
wanted to start aband. We needed adrummer and put acard
up in the Laundromats around campus that said “ drummer
wanted for rock band” or some such and had my phone
number onlittlepre-cut, pull-off piecesonthebottom. After
about aweek, Damon called. Hewasquiet, theodd man out,
but he could play thedrumslikethe devil himsalf: loud and
fast and he never missed a best.

| put my hand around the neck, liftedit out of the caseand
setitonmy knee. Theguitar felt natural inmy hands. Before
I knew it, | wasfinding thechordsto* Sweet Little Sixteen.”
Without amplification, the metal strings sounded tinny and
distant, but my fingering was surprisingly good.

Just then | happened to glance down in the case and
noticed asomething | hadn’t before. It wasaSex Offenders
sticker that | had compl etely forgotten about over theyears.
Damon, the artist in the group, had done ablack and white
drawing of a hunchbacked old coot in an overcoat leering
over hisshoulder. Thetext wasdonein|ettering that seemed
to bebleeding or melting. | reached down and picked up the
sticker. We must have had thousands of these at one time.
We gave them away to friends, people who came to the

concerts, bartenders, whoever. They ended up all over town
on lamp posts, car bumpers, backs of traffic signs. At the
time, thesticker representedtoustheredlity of thegroup. To
run acrossone by accident around townwasarush. It meant
someone out there was paying attention. They were proof
that wewerehaving an effect. It occurred to methat | hadn’t
had that sort of proof in yesars.

| becameawareof someonebehind meand | turnedtosee
Sandy leaning in the doorway, smiling a me in spite of
herself.

“Youwithyour guitar,” shesaid. “I haven't seenthat for
awhile”

| blushed like I" d been caught with aloveletter from an
old flame in my hands. | wanted to say something, but |
didn’t know what.

Sandy cameand sat onthesofanexttome. Sheputanarm
around my back and said, “1 didn’t think I’ d have to worry
about amid-life crisisfor awhile.”

“Isthat what it seemslike to you?’

“A little,)” shesaid.

“Well, | don’'t know,” | said. “If that means |’ m afraid of
getting old, well, I’ ve been afraid of that for years. | guess
that’ spart of it, but it smore.” Sandy furrowed her brow at
me. | could tell shedidn’t understand or didn’t believe me.
“When we had the band, | fdlt like | was doing something
that people appreciated in their own twisted, anti-apprecia-
tive way. People would actually pay usto play. Bartenders
gave usfreedrinks. Girlsthought we were cool. And when
we played, that was something you can’t understand if you
haven'tdoneit. It soundsweirdtosay it, but it wastheclosest
I’ve ever cometo real power. We could get people worked
up. Makethemdance. | lost somethingwhen| stopped being
inthe band and I’ ve never gotten it back.”

Sandy grinned alittle and said, “Well, then, | guessyou
havetodoit.”

I grinned back. | thought, maybe this thing might go all
right after all.

Itdidn't.

First off, neither Slimenor Damonwereanywherearound
when| arrived at the VW hall. | found the place onthe near
east side of town just beyond the interstate in awarehouse
district that had | ately becomegentrified. A greasy near-rain
had been faling al day and the sparsdly filled parking lot
glistened menacingly inthefailing light of dusk. Inside, the
hall had been decorated with crepe paper and balloons and
at one end there was a bandstand set up. | set my guitar on
the stage and walked back toward the door where some
catererswholooked Vietnameseor Koreandressedinwhite
chefs' outfitscompletewith puffy hatsweresettingout trays
of food on along table covered with gleaming white linen.
| asked one of the meniif they had seen aguy with long hair
and aleather jacket. He scowled a melike | had tasted the
crab dip with my finger and shook his head. | wandered

away.
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| sat on the edge of the stage and waited for Slime. After
about half an hour, araunchy looking dudewith sunglasses
and abeard and mustachewalked inthedoor. Hetook off his
shades and squinted around the room likethe dim light hurt
his eyes. He headed straight for the bandstand.

“Areyou Slime?’ he said without asmile or aprologue.

“No, I'm Phil.”

“Gladtomeet you, Phil,” hesaid. “My nameisMike.I’'m
the drummer.”

The drummer? But where was Damon? Then my brain
engaged. Slimehad used areunionto get mein. No doubt he
had tried the sametrick with Damonwithlesssuccess. After
al, Damon had always shown alittle better sense dealing
with Slimethan | had.

“Give me ahand with my gear?’ he said.

“Right,” | ssidandfollowed himoutintotherain. Mike's
vehicleturned out tobeal atemode Fordvanwithadazzling
purple, metal-flake paint job.

| thought, thisguy isdoing al right for himself.

We made two trips out to bring in the drums. Once we
were back inside, Mike went to work arranging his equip-
ment on the stage with the precision and confidence of a
professional. He paused at one point and said, “You got a
cigarette on you?’

| gave him one and took onefor myself. | struck amatch
andlit hisandthenmine. Hesaid, “ So youwerein that band
with Sime?’

“Yeah. It was along time ago.”

“The Sex somethings?’

“The Sex Offenders,” | said.

“Punk shit, right?’

“Wdll, mainly covers,” | said defensively. “But wedid a
few originals when we could.”

“I hated that punk new wave shit,” he said with an end-
of-discussion tone of voice. “I’'m glad that shit’s dead.”

“So what do you play?’ | asked.

“Jazz,” Mike sniffed with the smug air of thefirst chair
violaat the Philharmonic.

“Creat,” | said flatly.

By thetime Slimearrived, the stagewas set up and Mike
had smoked all my cigarettes. | wasin a sour mood.

“Great!” clucked Slimewhen hesaw that wewere set up.
He put his bass on the edge of the bandstand and started
taking it out of the case.

“Right,” | said. “Great.” | was annoyed and | wanted
Slimeto know it, though | wasn’t surewhat | hoped to gain
from him knowing.

“So what happened to Damon?’ | asked.

“Aw, Damon couldn’ tmakeit, man. He, like, hecanceled
out.”

| stifled asnarl. “Washeever in?’ | said.

Simestopped mid-motionintheact of plugging hisbass
into theamplifier. “What' sthat supposed to mean, Philly?’
he said.

“Nothing,” | said. “Forget it.”

“No, man. Say it. Youthink | lied to you about Damonto
get you to play.”

| glanced at Mike, who stood to the side of the stage,
smoking. He wasn't looking at us, but | could tell he was
listening. | said, “No. Forget it. I'm just tired out. It'sbeen
along week. | don’t really careif Damon plays or not.”

Slime grinned. Happy as usual to seize on the merest of
excuses to be upbest.

“That's cool,” he said. “And, hey. Mike's a bitchin’
drummer.”

“I'msureheis” | said dryly.

Slime's bass hung from his neck by a broad, rainbow-
colored macrame strap.

“Hey, guys, thejoint’ sfilling up,” he said, fiddling with
the volume button on the red body of his bass.

| looked around. Sureenough, the hall was starting tofill
upwithteenagersinhard shoesand brand new dressclothes:
boys laughing nervoudy and girls standing very till. | felt
my colontighten. For thefirsttime, ithitmethat | hadnoidea
what kind of music thesekidsliked. | hadn’t listened to the
radio in years. | couldn’t name three bands on any top ten
chart.

“Hey, Slime,” | said. “What are we going to play any-
way?’

“Only the best stuff,” he grinned with his hands out,
palmsupinawhat el se?kind of gesture. “ Only our very best
repper-twar.”

We started playing at nine o' clock sharp. The placewas
pretty much filled up and none of the kids were paying the
dightest attention to us. | couldn’t tell which one was the
guest of honor nor were there any adults around to speak of
other than the caterers.

We started with ashaky version of theold Human Beinz
song*“ Nobody” whichdrew about thesamereactionasatwo
degree change in the thermostat. We followed that by
kickinginto aversion of “ Sweet Jane,” which started out all
right except that | forgot thewordsand hadtosingthesecond
versetwice. Noonewaspayingattention. Thehumof crowd
talk had increased just enough to drown us out. My only
indication that we were making any sound at all wasthat |
could see the needles on the amplifier bounce every time
Mike pounded on hisdrums. Thecrowd huddled around the
edge of the gaping dance floor like a poolside party in
January.

Slimesaid, “ JailhouseRock,” but | said“No, Heartbreak
Hotd.” | was encouraged to see a few heads nod in the
crowd. They had heard about Elvis, at least. In my frame of
mind, | found it easy to put some effort into the spectral,
vaguely suicidd lyrics. | even managed to balance on my
toeswhilekicking my kneesout into awobbling hula-hoop
dance step worthy of the King himsdlf. Slime said, “Whoa,
dude,” but the only reaction | could seeinthecrowd werea
few smirks.

A pretty girl wearing alow-cut green party gown with
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eyestomatch cametotheedgeof thestageandsaid, “ Doyou
know any Guns’n‘ Roses songs?’

| looked at her and said, “ Sorry,” and believe me, | was.
She shrugged her shoulders and went away.

We played two or three more songsto similar responses.
Thekidsweregetting bored. Knotsof kidsstood around the
edgeof thevacant dancefloor successfully ignoringmy first
cover of “96 Tears’ in 10 years. When | said weweregoing
to takeafiveminute break, no onelooked too disappointed.

| went outside and stood by myself looking at the carsin
the parking lot.

| took out my last cigarette. The door opened and Slime
and Mike came out.

“Got another smoke?” said Mike.

“No,” | barked.

“How'rewe doin’?’ said Slime.

“Wesuck,” | said.

“Huh?’ said Slime. “Y ou're not into this? I'm thinkin’
thisiscool, usjammin’ together again. Runnin’ through the
old tunes.”

“It'snot likeoldtimes, Slime,” | said. “1t’ snew timesand
thesekidsareinto awhol edifferent bunch of songsby bands
we never heard of.”

“Phil’sright,” said Mike. “Thisgig's not happening.”

Slimelooked confused. | allowed him ascant moment of
compassion.

“Wdll, then. What do we do?’ he said.

“Doyou guysknow any Jane' sAddiction songsor Jesus
Jones or Guns’n' Roses? Because this golden oldie shit is
not working.”

Slime shook his head. Mike looked bored.

“Here's what we do,” | said. “We try some of our
originals.”

Slimeperkedup.“Y oumeantheSex Offendersstuff?” he
said.

“Why not?’

Mike groaned, but Slime nodded his head and said,
“Wicked!”

“Let'sgo,” | said.

Wewent back inside, got settled onthe stage and crashed
into ascreaming version of “Kill the Rich.” What happened
next waslike oneof those old Alan Freed movieswherethe
band at the promfinally getssick of playing Strausswaltzes
and gtarts rocking and the kids go wild and the parents get
nervous at first and then they start twisting too. The atmo-
sphere in the room suddenly snapped into place. The kids
looked up from their punch and stopped talking. A couple
jigged onto the dancefloor and then another and athird and
beforel knew it, therewereagood number of dancers. | felt
mysdf gtart to relax for the first time in days. Maybe we
could salvage thisthing after all.

We finished “Kill the Rich” and launched into “1 Hate
ThisTown.” | couldfeel theold energy returningalongwith
my confidence. More kids went onto the dance floor and
gyrated to the pounding best. | ripped harder into the lyrics

and started pacing the stage and shouting into the micro-
phone like James Brown.

| caught a glimpse of the caterers who were suddenly
standing beside deserted chafing dishes, armsfolded, shak-
ing their heads.

Wejumpedinto*| Want To Sleep With Y ou” without so
much as a sixteenth note’ s pause between songs. | glanced
at Simewho hadabig, shit-eating grinon hisface, but Mike
looked like hewas struggling to keep up. Wewere cooking.
| feltthelast tenyearsof officeburden detachitsalf and float
away from me like adandelion fluff.

Just then, | heard someone calling my name, yelling in
fact: “Phil! Phil!” | thought it must be Slimeand | turned to
look at him, but he only grinned back.

That's when | looked down and saw, of al people, the
most unlikely and unexpected faceintheworld: Cramer, the
senior partner in my law firm. He glared up at me with a
mixtureof disbelief and embarrassment. Hissunburnedface
strained out of his starched collar.

“Phil,” hesaid. “What the fuck are you doing up there?’
He seemed as confused as | was. | had stopped playing and
Sime and Mike petered out behind me.

“What am | doing?’ | said. “What are you doing here?’
Though | thought | aready knew.

“Thisismy daughter’ s16th birthday party. She’ stheone
withthegreendresson.” | lookedover at thegirl hemotioned
to, the same one who had asked for Guns'n' Roses.

“Pretty,” | said.

“Do you mean to say that you play in this band?’ said
Cramer, still unclear of the situation or what it meant about
me one way or the other.

“Yesdr,” | said. “Slimeand | used to play together ina
band called—" | paused. “Wéll, never mind.”

“I'll be damned. My second chair is apunk rocker.”

“Subgtitute second chair,” | said. “Well, do you like it?
Themusic?”

“No. It gtinks,” said Cramer. He glanced around at the
teensonthedancefloor and added, “ but thekidsseemtolike
it.”

“Okay,” | said, forcing a grin, though Cramer wasn’t
smiling. | didn’t likethat. | wished he would crack asmile.
| could tell hedidn’t know what to say, what to make of my
being there. | figured by Monday morning he' d have made
up hismind. | would spend a nervous weekend until then.

Cramer nodded curtly and disappeared. | managed to
croak out two or threemoresongs, but theenergy had left me
and where | had felt the old power again, now | only felt a
tightening in my gut.

I turned back toward Slimewhowasgrinninglike Joshua
when | take him for ice cream. “I’'m through,” | said.

Slimeyelped something at mel didn’t hear and | wasout
of the building by the time he got his strap unhooked.

Sime sgaining on me.
| lean againgt the brick wall of the VFW hall. | tap my
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pocketsfor another cigarette but they'real gone. | wait for
himto catchuptome. Whenhedoes, he’ spanting hardfrom
running so fast.

“Philly, what're you doin’?" he says after he gets his
breath back.

“I'm leaving, Slime. I’'m out of here.”

“But why?' he says. “Wewerekickin' ass, man.”

“What?’" | say indignantly. “Do| haveto spell thisout for
you?Thisthingwasabadideafromthebeginning. I’ vebeen
liedto, laughed at, and humiliated. I’ veaienated my family
and pissed off my boss. I vebeen reminded of my weakness,
my lack of talent and my lost hopes. What el se do you want
from me, Sime?’

“But—

“But what?’ | fire back at him.

“But, | mean, wouldn't all of that stuff have happened
anyway?’

| stareat himfor aminute, then close my eyesagainst the
weariness. | fed myself losing the need to blame Slimefor
any of this.

“Hey, man,” hesays,“ Youhaveitadl.l'm, like, in aweof
you, Philly.”

“Inaweof me?’ | say. “Why thehell wouldyoubeinawe
of me?| have astressed-out job chasing bonesfor assholes
like Cramer. I'm mortgaged up to my eyebdls. | have two
kidsand awifel never get to see. | haven't goneout dancing
or drinking or evento amovieinfiveyears. | eat badly and
| drink too much and | don’'t ever exercise. I'm probably
goingtocroak fromaheart attack taking out thegarbageone

of thesedaysandit’ sgoingtodeprivetheworld of absol utely
nothing. In awe of me, Slime? Y ou’' ve got to be kidding.”

“No, | meanit,” saysSlimeand, for once, heisn’twearing
his silly grin. “Gresat job, beautiful wife, cute kids, cool
house. You got it dl. Y ou ought to relax and enjoy it. See,
there’ sthedifferencebetween us, Phil. I'mtoorelaxedtogo
out and get that stuff you haveandyou’ retoouptight toenjoy
it.”

“Wdll,” | say, beginning to grinin spite of myself. “You
want to trade?’

“Huh?’

“Trade, Slime. | mean, Monday morningyou put onasuit
andtieandgo sit at my desk at thefirm of Cramer, Dillahunt
and Dillahunt and I’ Il go odd-jobbing around the southwest
for awhiledeeping lateand playinginclubs. Y oucanyell at
my kidsuntil you' reblueintheface, sit and drink scotchin
the hot tub and do the dinner dishesto your heart’ s content.
What do you say?’

Slimelookslikehemight actually gofor it. Thenhisgrin
comesback andfillshisfacelikeasunny window. Atlast he
says, “No, no. | guessnot” and startsto back away downthe
sdewalk.

“Hey man,” hesays. “I'll call you soon.”

“Okay,” | say and watch him as he turnsand starts back
toward the door of the VFW. No doubt he' s going to track
down Cramer and get paid for the gig. | stand in the cold
drizzleandwatchhimwalk away. L ong after he' sgone, | say
again, “ Okay, buddy. Y ou do that.”

But | know hewon't.

DOING LUNCH

BY MARK SMITH

“God, am | the only sane one around here?’
| swiveledinmy chair and looked up at her. She

didn’'t look great. The fluorescent lights did not flatter her
features. Fluorescent lights don'’t flatter anyone’ s festures.

“What doyoumean, sane?’ | said. It wasn't aninsightful
comment. | didn’t meanittobe. | only wanted her togoaway
s0 | could make some progress on the pile of work she had
givenme. My inbasket wasliterally broken under aleaning
tower of papers.

“I just had a cigarette out on the front step with that guy
Bosco in Development.”

“Bosco?’ | said.

“Yeah. I’'m sureyou’ ve seen him. He' sbald and always
wears abow tie?’

“Okay..."

“Anyway, it turnsout he' saraving Republicanracist pig.

D ONNA, MY BOSS, LEANED against my desk and said,

All he talked about for ten minutes was how those people
want ahand-out and those people arelazy and those people
don't take the time to raise their kids.”

“Just don't talk to himanymore,” | said, eyeing the paper
on my desk.

She went on, ignoring me. “1 mean, he actually buys
breakfast cereal for hiskidswith candy init.”

“Huh?’ | said. None of this was getting any clearer.

“Y eah. Hetold methis. How hiskidsest thisstuff that's
like Cheeriosexcept that it hascandy inthemiddle. Canyou
believe that?’

“What do you expect from aguy named Bosco?’ | said.

“I mean, herewearetrying to changetheworld and there
are people out there using vast credtive talents to make a
cereal with candy init.”

“They're just hustling a buck same as the next guy,” |
said.



InterText / January—-February 1993

Page 10

Donnalooked at mecoldly and pushed her glassesup on
her nose. “ Speak for yoursdlf,” she said. “It’ s not a perfect
world. When | see something wrong, | have to fix it right
now.” She put her hands to either side of her head and
hunched her shoulders. “Oh, it just makes me crazy,” she
said.

| picked upasheet of paper fromthetop of thestackinmy
in-basket and tried to look busy.

“Oh, | guess you're actudly trying to get something
done,” said Donna.

“Oh,wdll...” | said. Shesighed wearily and drifted out of
my office back into hers. | looked at the mountain of
paperwork ahead of me and decided to go to lunch. When |
passed through Donna’ s office, shewas playing agame on
her computer.

| passed the guard’ s desk in the labby. It was equipped
with animpressive panel of video monitorseach showing a
half-tone till-life of some remote corner of the building:
stairwell, fire door, hallway. Occasionaly, ahuman being,
distorted by the fish-eye lens of the camera, would pass
eliptically across one of the monitors. The guard, busy
trying to work the Times daily crossword in ink, wasn't
payingany attentionwhatsoever tothemonitors. Hegrunted
as| passed.

Theglassand chromedoorsof our building delivered me
into the lunchtime crowds on Broadway. The sidewaks
were crowded with the motley assortment of humanity
typical downtown: men and women in businesssuits, NY U
students in their uniforms of black spandex and lesthers,
tattered homeless, hitch-stepping hustlers, junkies, dead-
bests and drunks.

| headed downtown. | had vague thoughts of going into
Tower Records, maybe abookstore, then catch asandwich
on theway back. At Astor Place, | passed awoman sitting
on a heating grate in the sdewak. She leaned against the
building and across her kneeslay asign lettered on ascrap
of corrugated cardboard. It said, “my BaBy diEd, Im TRy-
inG TogEt EnouGH ToBuRy HimAnd GoBack HomE To
NORTH caRoLiNa. PLEASE HELP ME!”

I’d walked by her on that corner for weeks, alwayswith
the same sign, watching the crowdswalk by ignoring her. |
put fifty centsin her blue and white Acropolis cup.

“God blessyou, sir,” she saysto me. | nodded and went
on. | wondered where she' d keep it if sheredly did havea
dead baby. | thought of weird possibilities: alocker at the
Port Authority, the coat check at the Met. | started laughing
to mysalf.

Inthenext block ablack manwithagray stubbleof beard
stepped into my path, hishand out. Hewore ahound' stooth
sportsjacket that might actually have once been afine piece
of clothing, takenoff arackinamen’ sstoreontheupper East
side, now tiff with grime, lining ripped and dangling.

“Spare quatta, spare quatta, spare some cha-a-a-a-i-i-i-
nge!” growled thewino in my face.

| had just donated my last pocket changeto thedead baby

cause. “Sorry,” | mumbled.

“Aii, go to hell, college
boy,” he said with awave of
hishand, and stumbled away
after another victim.

As | approached Fourth
Street, the red and orange following the other.
sign over Tower loomed in
front of me. People buzzed
in and out of the revolving
doors like worker bees
around a hive. At the last
minute, | decided to passup
the temptation of idle con-
sumerismandturnedinstead
toward the park.

| wandered down Fourth
and meandered in azig-zag
north and west through qui-
eter streets past NYU cam-
pus buildings and dorms.
Halfway down one block, a delivery van was parked with
twowheel sonthesidewalk, theroll-top back end upandtwo
guyshauling out boxes. As| stepped into the street to walk
around it, a deafening shriek filled my ears, echoing down
the tight, gray street. A courier on abike whizzed past me.
Thewhistlein his mouth dropped to the end of its string as
theguy yelled at me, “Watch out whereyou' regoing, jerk!”

| crossed the street and entered the east side of Washing-
ton Square park. The usual crowd was there: roller skaters
weaving in and out of the mob, knots of guysaround boom
boxes, kids in Ocean Pacific sportswear from head-to-toe
bal ancing onthetipsof neon greenand pink skateboards, fat
cops walking around tapping their legs with their night-
sticks, old folkson benchesthrowing popcorntotheleprous
pigeons, small childrenswarmingthefenced-inplayground.

A skinny guy with polyester pants and sandals, his
dreadlocks tucked up under a massive, rainbow-colored
macrame cap, stepped in front of me and said quietly,
“Weed? Dime bag? Nickel bag?’

| dowed down. | usually had enough senseto tell these
guysto bedt it.

I hadn’t smoked much pot since college, mainly because
al my friends had dried up. But | felt loose and a little
detached. Without saying aword to the guy, | pulled afive
dollar bill from my pocket. Like arastaleprechaun, the guy
made the bill disappear, replaced by atiny zip-lock plastic
bag likethe Hasidim useto carry ringsback and forth across
47th Street or Canal. Inside the bag was enough pot to roll
avery skinny joint. When | looked up, the rastaman had
vanished.

| stuck the bag in my pocket and went and sat on a park
bench. Close by, a crowd had gathered around a guy who
was furioudy assaulting a guitar and shouting a manic
version of “Friend of the Devil.”

| couldn’t tell

which of us was

| wondered how
much of my lunch
hour was left and
whether | could

go back at all.
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A dark, attractive woman with short hair and high cheek
bonessat down onthebenchnexttome. Shewasnicely built
and wore black jeans, black T-shirt, black boots and black
leather jacket with plenty of zippersand studs. Sheworelace
gloveswiththefingerscut out. Her fingernailswere painted
black. Shetook out acigaretteand saidtome, “ Got alight?’

| fished out my Bic handed it to her. Shelit her cigarette,
releasing abig cloud of blueand gray smoke. | litonetooand
sad, “Youlikeit?

“Likewhat?’ she said.

“Themusic,” | said.

“No,” shesaid. “It sucks.”

| nodded. She was right. They guy continued to bang
away on his guitar like he wanted to rip out the strings.

“Y ou want to smoke ajoint?’ | said.

She looked sharply at me and said, “Are you acop?’

I laughed. “No,” | said.

“Wdll, then. Okay.”

“Hold on,” | said and went over to where my Jamaican
friend was standing with a group of his compatriots groov-
ing to some dub masterpiece rattling out of aboom box the
size of aFotomat. | asked him for arolling paper. He gave
it to me without so much as a glance. | went back to the
bench, took out the tiny bag and rolled ajoint on my thigh.
[ lititfrommy cigaretteand passedit tothewomanwhotook
it between the tips of her black fingernails.

“Y ou work around here?’ she said.

“Yep.

“What do you do?’ she said.

“Aslittle aspossible,” | said.

Shedidn’'t grin. | didn’t grin either. She passed the joint
back to me and said, “Well, what is it you' re supposed to
do?’

“I’'mnot quitesure,” | said. | till didn’t smile. Thiswas
aserious conversation.

“Quite ataker aren’t you?’

“Actualy, | am,” | said. We passed the joint back and
forthafew moretimesuntil itwasgone. | wassuddenly high.
The guitar player kept pounding away. The park and all its
surreal cast of characters seemed to grow small and recede.

“Do you want to walk?’ shesaid.

| nodded and we stood and started off toward Fifth. |
couldn’ttell whichof uswasfollowingtheother. | wondered
how much of my lunch hour wasleft and whether | could go
back at all.

“What' syour name?’ | said.

“Heidi,” she said.

| laughed out loud. | was sure shewas putting meon, this
dungeon angel in nightcrawler black. But she till hadn’t
cracked agmile.

“Redly?’ | sad.

“Redlly,” said Heidi.

“I'm sorry | laughed.”

“That's okay,” she said. “Everyone does.”

Wewalked past thearchand up Waverly toward theWest

Village. Wewandered down side streets past serene brown-
stones, unchanged for ahundred years, window boxes full
of geraniums. | felt very odd and only part of it was because
of the pot. | glanced a Heidi walking beside me and
wondered if any of this meant anything.

Thecorner at Sixth Avenuewas swarming with activity.
Passengers were rushing in and out of the subway and the
lunch crowd came and went from the diner up the block.

We turned the corner toward the basketball court.

“These guys are serious,” | said. Heidi peered soberly
through the chain link fence where ten huge men were
playinganoisy, full-court game. Spectatorsleaned and hung
on the fence and kids that should have been in school
watched from their bike seets.

“Oh, Jesus, one of those deals,” said Heidi. | looked
around to see that a crowd had started to gather around a
three-card monte game on aflimsy folding table.

Thecard manlaidthreebent and worn playing cardsface
up, flipped them over, mixed them up and put a twenty-
dollar bill on thetable. “Four of diamonds,” he said. “Four
of diamonds.”

Some guy in the crowd laid atwenty beside thefirst and
turned over thefour of diamonds. “ All right!” hesaid, taking
both of the twenties. The hustler rearranged the cards and
staked aten. “Four of diamonds,” he said to the winner.

“I'll bite,” he said and dropped aten next to thefirst and
pointed to a card: four of diamonds. “Well, goddammit,”
saidthe operator. “ Y oudoing good.” Thewinner picked up
the tens and the house shuffled the cards. Thistime afifty
appeared: Grant’s whiskered, acoholic face looked up
fiercely at this spectacle. Two twenties and a ten met the
wager and the crowd was quiet for the brief moment it took
to turn over the ace of spades.

“Aw, Christ,” said the winner, as he backed away,
looking at theten dollar bill he had in hishand. The hustler
swept the billsinto his hand and rearranged the cards.

| watched carefully. | was sure it was the card in the
middle. Without thinking twice, | pulled atwenty from my
jacket pocket, tossed it on the table and picked acard: king
of spades. | was dazed. | could ill-afford to lose twenty
dallars. Alongwiththetenleftin my pocket, that wasall the
money | had until payday.

| glanced at Heidi, who looked a me with a bored
expression. | didn’'t care what she thought; | had to get my
twenty back. Theguy rearranged the cardsand put out aten.
| matched it and picked up acard: four of diamonds.

“Yed” | said. | felt my heart pound as | scooped up the
bills. I thought | heard Heidi say “ stop now” as| concentrat-
ed on the movement of the cards.

Without so much asapause, | matched the house twenty
with my twotens. | wasso sureof thecardsthat | had started
toreachfor thebillsbeforel redized | wasstaring at the ace
of spades. The hustler’ s hand snaked out and reeled in my
last dime. As | backed out of the crowd, another loser

stepped into my place.
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| looked at Heidi, who stood with her arms crossed. |
could see her trying to decide whereto place me on arange
of possibilitiesbetween kind of interesting and dangerously
unbalanced.

| figured she was calculating the risk of involvement by
estimating the ratio of interest to misery: awoman’s stan-
dard measure of aman.

“I haveto go back,” | said.

Wehad walked half ablock when shesaid, “Isthis, like,
anormal lunch break for you?’

“Well,no,” I said. “1 guessnot. Infact, it’ spretty weird.”

“Hmmm,” shesaid. “I’mnot sureif I’'mglad to hear that
or not.”

Whenwegot back to the park, shesaid, “| havetogothis
way.” She waved her hand northward up Fifth.

“Okay,” | said. “Can || call you?’

“No. Give meyour number. If | decideto, I'll call you.”

| took out ascrap of paper and aball-point pen, scribbled
my home and work numbers and handed her the paper. We
stood looking at each other. Her handswere folded in front
of her. | leaned toward her.

“No,” shesaid. “Don’'t dothat. Theremight beatimefor
that later on, but not now.”

Then, withan odd, backwardglance, sheturned, bounded
across Fifth, and disappeared into the crowd. At that mo-
ment, high above the honking, screaming, grinding sounds
of thecity, camethepeal of atower clock; aclear, resounding
bong that rang out over thechaosof thecity and spoketo me
through my confusion.

I beganwalkingbriskly toward Broadway. Thefogginess
of the pot waswearing off. | thought about theoddnessof the

MARK SMITH mlsmith@tenet.edu

last hour and tried to puzzle meaning fromit. | wondered if
| would see Heidi again or if that even mattered. Whatever
she decided, in alonely city full of self-made prisoners of
paranoia, an attractive, apparently sensible woman had
spoken to me out of the blue without fear or condition or
motive. Sowhy, then, had | responded by playing theroleof
an immature, self-destructive lout, or was that the real me
after al?

| dashed though the doors of my building, past the guard
who barely glanced at me. Asl passed my boss, shewasstill
playing Tetris, theblocksfalling like geometric snowflakes
on her computer screen. Without looking up, she said,
“Where have you been?’

“Oh, just doing lunch,” | said.

“Slow service?’ shesaid.

| suddenly remembered that for all that had happened, |
hadn't eaten at all. Nor would | for daysif | couldn’t find
some money somewhere. | chuckled crypticaly.

Back in my office, | picked up my phone to check my
voicemail. Thecomputer voicetold mel had amessage, so
| punched in my password.

“Hi, thisisHeidi. | just want to know if you're asweird
asyou seem?| mean, it's okay one way or the other. | just
have to know. | guess, if you want to meet in the park for
lunch tomorrow, that’ d be dl right. We' Il see how it goes,
okay? Bye.”

| hung up the phone and sat in my office under the
unforgiving fluorescent glare.

“Hey, Donna” | ydlled into the next office without
botheringtoget upfromwherel sat, grinninglikeamadman.
“Can you lend me thirty buckstill payday?’

Has been writing fiction and non-fiction for over ten years. His fiction has appeared or is forthcoming in Window,
Spectrum, Malcontent, Epiphany, the Lone Star Literary Quarterly, and Elements. Mark is also the author of a
collection of short stories titled Riddle (Argo Press, Austin, Texas, 1992).



TIMESPOOKS

(AND BIT PARTS)

BY STANKULIKOWSKI I

STARRING: Jack Nicholson, a Mobile. Jeff

Goldblum, a Sessile. And a supporting cast
of thousands of other small parts.

EWASSITTING IN THE CAR WAITING for the bullet he

H knew would come. When it did, he heard a small

tinkling of broken glass, and wondered if the win-

dow would crinklein that sparkling patterninwhichasmall

break would propagate another small crack and another and

another until the entire surface became an opague fracta

prism, fallingintoazillion separatetiny starsonthedightest
touch.

It didn’t. That was odd, he thought.

Another thing that was odd was that it really didn’t hurt
much. The small-caliber projectile had entered on the right
front hip, striking the pelvic horn and ricocheting upward
through endlessly convoluted turnsof intestines, nickingthe
liver and the hepatic vein, and finally coming to rest lodged
in the interior wall of the diaphragm. The point of the tiny
Teflon-coated bullet, called a Needlehead, was just sharp
enough to grate alittle against arib when he breathed in.

Heexpected morepain. Asitwas, thesmall scritchscritch
when he inspired was about it. The bullet’s brief flight
through his organs and membranes had been like an instant
of thin, brilliant ruby laser light. An almost static image of
asingle spider’ s thread through his body, so he could note
its passage and the resultant damage but hardly more. He
kept his face winced and his gut sucked in for along time
expecting an ondaught of agony which never came. Even-
tually hehadtorelax and admit that bei ng shot wasnot asbad
as he had thought it would be.

The problem wasthe nick on the hepatic vein. Theentry
wound itself wasdight. Therewashardly adribbleof blood,
and that wasquickly stanched when heplaced hishand over
it. All themyriad puncturesof thetwistingsof small intestine
weresominor that most of them

into his visceral cavity. Episodic internal hemorrhage. He
would eventual ly bleed to death without losing morethan a
teaspoon of blood.

If he sat there very till, he figured he might have afew
hoursleft beforethecircul ating volumeof hisblood|owered
enough for him to black out of consciousness for the last
time. His belly would bloat outward when receiving the
expanding embolism. Theinternal visceral pressure might
eventually equilibratewith thelowering venous pressure so
furtherlossmight beminimal, but by thenitwouldbetoolate
to do any good. His brain needed a constant fresh supply of
prime, Grade-A, oxygenated corpuscles to survive and a
dead-end reservoir that wasfar too large was being crested
south of therib cage.

Of course, the end could come much quicker than that.
Thesharp, cleantear of thehepatic vessel wall could rupture
at any moment and hewould seelife' svibrant colorsdrain
away to black in a sudden rushing swoosh into the hidden
internal seabelow.

Just sit herefor awhile and wait. Yep, thinks Nicholson,
livelifetoitslongestif | just takeit easy here for a while.

But after abit, Jack getsbored of sitting hunched over in
theMercedes. When he getsrestless, he decidesthat hemay
aswell get upand goback intothe studiowardroom. Getting
out thefront seat gingerly, holding hisside (uselessly), Jack
walks hunched over like a crab. He crosses the parking lot
and makesit up thethree stepsto thewardroom vestibule. If
he's going to die anyway, he may as well seek out the
company of friends. If hedieson theway, at least he'll see
himsalf doing a great heroic act — something he always
found possible but just missing in hisred life.

He passesthe nurse’ sstation, with asneer on hislipsand
dragging oneleg, hishand clutching over hisliver tightly. It
looks so much like Lon Chaney Sr.’ sHunchback of Notre
Dame that they just wave him

would seal and heal without
much surgical assistance. A lit-
tleliver tissuewould regenerate
withjust ascar. Thedight mass
of the bullet itself was just an

“But | ain’t dead yet,” he
protests. “At least | think | would
have known if | was to expire.”

through security and check-in.
He had just left, after al, and if
thisistheway ‘anartist’ likehim
wantstowork up apart, sobeit.

A few doors down the corri-

annoyance, easily removed.

It was the sharp incision across the venous wall that
would occasionally gape open, then closed, like a curious
mouth speaking large quantities of the dark venous blood

13

dor, therich, deep pungency of
thewardroomstakes over. An odor so strong and so human
that it putsastitch inyour bresthingwhenyoufirst hitit like
awall. Thesmellsof sweat and exhaled air and alittlevomit
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and silent-but-deadlies. Nothing else like it on Earth, and
nobody except perhapsprimeva Neanderthal smight recog-
nize it: a crowded cave, poor sanitation, after along hard
winter just after an attack by ax-wielding cannibals, who
gutted many and ate several members of the tribe, spilling
their sour gastric juices with their guts. That kind of smell.

Nicholson fedls buoyed by the throat-choking stench.
Actorstook tothewardroomslikethey respondedtothesmell
of greasepaint backstage on opening night. It took awhileto
getusedtoitat first, but thewholearrangement madesomuch
sense. Theater, movies, then the wards forever.

There was, increasingly nowadays, an underlying tinc-
tureto thewardrooms. An occas ona waft of sterilealcohol
or ammoniaand the antiseptic tang of the medica support
units. The old-timers say you get used to these otherwise
distracting gustatory conflicts. Y ou cannot do without the
doctorsandtheir skills, soyou’ vegottaput upwiththesharp
stink of their trade.

The naive think that one day the medical interventions
would cut through the basi c odor of concentrated living. But
that didn’t seemtobethecase. Thesameold guys(withtheir
wisdom of age and experience) would say that you could
aways tell the smell of someone getting too rich in the
biotics. These outbreaks, nasaly distinct, would soon be
followed by sharp smells of the antiseptic. Those medical
kidswould stepinandferret out thecorruptionand putrefac-
tion, leaving instead their own non-living traces. A good
healthy wardroom had its own supporting olfaction.

Jack, as he shambles down his corridor, knows that he
won't collapse before he makesit acrossthe dayroom, right
next to where Jeff Goldblum isamost alwaystyping away
a a VT-220. It's truly ancient equipment — the color
monitor and keyboard are almost certifiable antiques.

Peck, peck, peck. Goldblum punched at the keysin his
own unique fingering. Sometimes hunting, a complicated
danceof finger motionsand wrist snappings. Hiskeyboard-
ingwaslikeashowboat performanceartist: lotsof dramatic
pauses punctuated by incredibly complicated twistings of
fingernails and tips. Just the right pressures for maximum
speed of output. Hands suddenly thrown into the air as if
expecting instant applause for some piece of brilliance.

Light shines down in a beam from a nearby window.
Somehow Jeff alwaysgetsaposition next to areal window.
Most inthebiomassof actorsequity just get sunlampsat the
right wattage to produce hedthy Vitamin D in the surface
skin. Goldblum awaysthinksthat natural sunlight giveshis
skin aspecia sheenwhich madeaperceptibledifferencein
those forty-foot projections on the silver screen. It didn't
meatter that much for television work, but the true cinema
deserved his best... and that aways came when he was
given awindow sest.

Actualy, thelocation teams just got tired of hearing his
bitching when he got transplanted into a norma room.
Everyone knew that the constant, controlled frequency of

the halogen lamps were better than the erratic variability of
the sun. So it was not redlly difficult for him to pre-empt a
place near awindow.

Natural sunlight giveshisskinaspecial sheen...Surehe
shrugs. ‘Hisskin’ could be any color of the rainbow when-
ever hewent Mobile. Thesurgical crew couldseetothat. Not
to mention what the makeup crew could do when they took
over. remember his Othello? Nobody ever thought that a
skinny, Jewish Goldblum could replace Olivier by becom-
ing darker than Portier. It hasbecomeastandard jokein the
industry. Still, helikesthefed of thetruesuncominginover
his shoulder. Perhaps that feeling of self-contentment is
what madeall thedifferenceinhisnext adventurebeforethe
celluloid. Perhaps it was just the old De Mille-style star
gystem: cater to their quirks between rolesif you want the
best output from name actors.

Jeff finally noticesNicholsonashesidlesintoaday chair,
sharing the beam of daylight. Jack has been one of his best
friends, especially since Geenadecided ot to haveanything
todowithhim. It had beentouch-and-goontheset of Mutiny
on the Bounty, as Nicholson aways managed to upstage
your spotlight somehow. His Bligh to Jeff’s Christian had
that spark of greatness. True, the film wasn't exactly a
financial hit, but the criticshad understood that producingit
asa3-D spaceoperahad somerisks. Bounty wasguaranteed
classic statusanyway: thelast first-run 3-D with thered and
greenlensbeforethey solved the close-up problemwith the
holos.

“So what's happening, Jack?’ says Jeff with his cool
halfway grin. “Y oulook likeyoujust passed aconcreteturd
the size of amelon.”

“Yeah, it feelskindalikeit,” Nicholson saysashe sinks
into the overstuffed naugahide day chair. The sound of a
whoopee cushion eruptsashisexposed skinrubsagainst the
dry, sun hot surface. “I been shot pretty good.”

“So tell me what you been up to these last ten minutes
sinceyouleft,” asked Jeff, not realy listening for an answer.
On histerminal he has displayed thelast of atreatise onthe
benefits of species-wide immune responses through direct
sharing of antibody defensesin a common blood pool.

It had been the first and biggest surprise of the human
genome project. While mapping out the location of dl
genetic variants, the mechanism of self/nonself recognition
wasdiscovered onthemolecular level. Of course, the AIDS
researchers and the cancer crew al claimed prior superior-
ity, but theNobe wenttoacomputer operator,aCAD/CAM
geek. She got the published data from genetic probes and
started playing with the balls and knobs in virtua data
extrapolations. A little eye of frog and toe of newt, and
presto-chango: the degree of biochemical self-recognition
could be precisely tuned.

Nomoretissueregjection ever. Theimmunesystem could
be taught to recognize anything human as good stuff to be
maintai ned. Virusesand bacteriadidnot haveachancetoget
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through the new human immune system. Indeed, mixing
human organs and tissues was found to be self-actuating—
the conglomerate having a finer collective degree of anti-
body response. Each originally separate immune system
had dightly different capacities to produce the antibodies
needed for leukocytic scrubbing of the tissues and blood-
stream. Therecognition mechanism of the antibodiescould
beadjusted towhatever level of acceptanceor rejectionwas
desired.

At first the eugenic purists tried to use it for racial
purposes and found it quickly thinned pure blood lines to
incipience. With theimmune system self-containingamod-
el of what acomplete human genomelookslike, theantigen
recognition system could beimproved by orders of magni-
tudethrough mixing maximally different tissueexpressions
of the genome.

The more dissimilar the tissues mixed, the stronger the
resultant response. In abizarrefeat of experimental logic, it
was shown that if the entire human specieswere surgically
melded into acommon blood circulation system, the supe-
rultimate maximum of immune recognition would occur.

Thiswastheory, of course, but in practiceit encouraged
the largest wardrooms. The more people who would have
their hedlthy parts joined, the more stable would be the
whole. Societies and companies promoted these as retire-
ment plans at firdt. It gave new meaning to theterm “union
meeting.” If enough union members would join together,
they could conceivably liveforever, or at least avery long
time — 500 years by one conservative estimate.

Once aging effectswereidentified with sufficient preci-
sion, only young healthy cells would be able to pass the
common immunefilter. And so the Sessilescameto be, the
wardrooms their home.

“And soyoudon’t know how much this pissesmeoff, do
you?’ insistsNicholson, pulling Goldblum from hisreverie
over thetreatise.

“So, why don’ tyoujust havethel ocationteamspatchyou
insomewhereand have donewithit?you’ reequity asmuch
asanyone else here.”

“You don’'t understand. | think I’ve been Mobile all
along, since the start. Sure, everybody thinks, “Oh, there
goes Jack-fucking-Nicholson, always working on some-
thing or the other.” | got thisand that replaced many times,
but I’ ve dways been Mobile. | don't think | can take being
stuck down in one place even for alittle while.”

“WEell, you're about to die a Mobileif you don't let the
surgery kidsdotheir jobsonyou. | mean, what awaste, Jack.
Todie, to be gonejust because everything lower than your
diaphragm has been trashed. Just look at me.”

Goldblum stretcheshistorso out likehe' sabody builder.
He' sattached to equity from thewaist up. * Sure, when they
took theorigina pelvicstructureaway, | thought, * Oh, shit!,’
but the funny thing wasthat | really couldn’t shit anymore.
All that baggage around my balls and my dick being gone.

It redlly isbetter to livefor periods without the testosterone
poisoning the blood, you know.’

Hestopped and looked at Jack with hisfamousintensity.
“But acasting call can put them back anytime. Atleast ones
justasgood, or evenbetter.” (It dependsonwhat thedirector
needs for the shots scheduled.)

“Nah, it an't removing the private parts. | had mine
rebuilt severa times.” (So, the tabloid claims were true.
They had been speculating on the nature of Nicholson's
cosmetic surgery long before the human genome break-
through.) “I just cannot take being pinned down on some
equity hump somewhere.”

“WEell, haveit your ownway then,” Jeff sighs. “1’ll miss
having you around except in thereruns.” He turned back to
his terminal, preparing for another ondaught of lashing
hypertextua lexiain his celebrated quirky manner. “If you
change your mind, | can have triage here in minutes.”

This leaves Jack aone with his thoughts for a few
seconds. Not long enough, though.

Hesitsupwithadtart, jarringhisblood vessdl intoanother
crimson aria. He sees himsdlf walking acrosstheward. His
faceisagray color and his belly is grosdy distended and
doshing. There’ sanill-defined lack of depth to thisappear-
anceof himself, likeperspectiveissomehow being viol ated.

“Whoa, what goes on here?’ he says, and the gpparition
turns toward him.

“Didn’t you alwayswant to play Ebeneezer and Marley
both? Thisisyour chance,” it says.

“Butl ain'tdeadyet,” heprotests.“ Atleast | think | would
have known if | wasto expire’

“Ohyes, | know. So it’s safe to say that you will too.”

“Now wait aminute. Y ou’ renot one of them union scabs

Bob Dylan in the corner sings to
anyone who will listen. Dylan’s few
film appearances were mediocre
to say the least, but his name
recognition couldn’t be slighted.

the producers keep threatening to patch together when our
agents are pushing too hard?’

“No, no,” muttered theshade. “ | amtruly your mortal coil
after you haveshuffledit off. Y ouwill inafew minutes, you
know.”

“Then how come you are here now, talking to me?’

“Oh come now,” chided the specter. “What makes you
think the ethereal is bound by any foolish notion of linear
time? If our measureis not properly taken with that Judeo-
Christian nonsense, why should wekeep to strict timetables
just for the convenience of your schedules?’
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“So I’'m haunting myself before I'm dead?”’

“Precisaly. Narcisssm unbounded. You are, after al,
dying unnecessarily because of an ego malfunction.”

“The hell, you say,” Jack says, dapping his knee.

“I would be careful about making such statements if |
wereyou. Indeed, | wasand | didtoo, so | guessany warning
I might makeisapretty pointlessrecursion.” Thespiritturns
to depart. “ And speaking of preordination in this determin-
istic universe, | wonder why I'm inclined to go back and
reincarnatein my own fetus?” And he disappears.

Nicholson’ s senses are becoming acute, hypersensitive.
Why isit that you become most clearly awarewhenit’ snot
possibleto do anything withit?Likethebrilliant insights of
drunkenness, the certainty of faith, and the promises of
politicians. The background swells dowly to foreground.

Bob Dylaninthe corner singsto anyonewho will listen.
Songwritersliketo attach themsel vesto actor’ sequity when
they can.

Dylan’ sfew film appearances were mediocre to say the
least, but his name recognition couldn’t be dighted. So his
right to throw hislot in with the mostly Hollywood crowd
was hever doubted. Songwriters usualy hate to hang with
the musicians and singers. Too much melodic talent who
can’t makegood songsontheir own but think they haveasay
inhow fineart getscreated. They practicegood craft and call
itart.

Anyway, Mr. Zimmerman is over in the corner talking
and singing his life away, with a soft banjo backup from
somewhere. Sincehehasnohandsintheimmediatevicinity,
itisunlikely that heisdoing the strumming directly. James
Caan is probably providing the backup, as he needs his
handsfor his parts. So Bob'sasinging and a crooning:

“Like, the original song went likethis:

‘ And she waaalks juuust like a woman,
and she taaalks juuust like a woman,
but she fuuucks juuust like a little girl’

“And man, al the censors at the record company just
turnsall frownfaces. Y ouknow what | mean. Sobeforethey
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would cut the record | had to change the lyricsto

‘ And she taaalks juuust like a woman,
but she fucks uuup just like a little girl’

“Andthenall theman censors, they turnto smilesand say,
‘Like, yeah, it ain’'t about doing the deed no more, so it's
cool.” Butall thelady censorsstill stay withfrownfaces, and
they say, ‘It still has the F-word in it. Think about al the
childrenwho' dbehearingit.” Sol stsandwritessomemore
until | get to

‘ And she taaalks juuust like a woman,
but she breaks uuup just like alittle girl’

“It screwed up therhythm alittle but then @l the censors
they turntosunshineandthat’ show thesong got theway you
heardit. Thechildren aresupposed to besofragilethat some
fucking’ sgonnapervert themall to bisexualsor something.
They bescrewin’ anything that smiles, if they even hear me
sing the F-word.”

With these pearls of wisdom floating around in the
background, who could not be creative to the max? Like
listening to Springsteen tell about forming up the E Street
Band on the Great White Boss album.

From over his shoulder:

“We got Madonna stwat around here someplace, if you
would rather try that.”

“No. no, thank you.”

“That was aways the best part of her,” smiles Warren
Beatty’ s head, attached somewhere over by afurther win-
dow. “The only part we saved, anyway. | can still smell it
once amonth or so.”

And Jack, hejust keeps sitting there, trying to absorb all
the sensation he can. Trying desperately to hold onto to all
of it. To cherish it. To take it with him forever. Not just a
memory, a hollow husk of abstraction, but the raw, pure
instant of sensation itself.

But he knows it is dipping through his fingers like
quicksilver. And knowing what will come theresfter, Jack
he just keeps sitting there, waiting for the tunnd of light.
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SWEET PEPPERS

BY AVIOTT JOHN

HE FLIGHT WASLATE. Somewhereover the Atlantic

I Rose's body began to rebel. The local time was

three in the afternoon but her body wasin another
time zone, arguing with the clock, disputing her work
schedule.

“The fellow in 35C wants another vodka and orange.
Should | servehim?” Shalini interrupted her misery. Shalini
was Anglo-Indian and looked more Indian than English,
with her air of Oriental calm and placid ways. The unflap-
pability was superficial, Rose knew, because she had seen
the bottle of antacid Shalini carried in her overnight case.

“Giveit to him. We've another four hoursto New Y ork.
Maybe he'll deep after that.”

“Nosuchluck. They’ vegot agameof poker going there,
35A, B and C, wide awake and having agreat time.”

“Arethey travelling together?’

“No. I'm positive not. They have a language problem,
struggling to speak English, each of them with a different
accent, but they understand each other somehow.”

“Boozers usudly do,” said Rose dryly, shifting her
weight from one aching leg to another. Rose was proud of
her legs, but lately they ached after every shift and faint
bl ui sh venous bumpswere beginning to show after hoursof
ganding. God, it was time for a

she took the tray from Shalini’ s unresisting hands.

“Here, let me. | need awalk. I'll giveit to him. 35C, did
you say?’

“Thank you.” Shalu sounded absurdly grateful. Thepoor
kid wastired too. “ And don’t forget to collect three dollars
from him. He' soneof thosewho forgetsto pay, you know.”

Thelightingwasdim and exhausted passengerssprawled
intheir narrow seets, trying to find aposition that eased the
crampsintheir legs. Theselong flightswereabugger, Rose
thought. Sheandtherest of thecrew had boardedin L ondon,
but by then some of these people had already been in the
planefor fifteen hours.

Shewaked down the aide. It was good to walk and she
carried her dim body erect, suddenly proud. Theairlinehad
long ago discovered the secret of really captivating hostess-
es, not elaborate uniforms, but healthy bodies and happy
faces.

Shalini wasright: thefellowsinrow 35werenot about to
gotodeep. Their reading lightswere on and the manin the
middlehad hisdiningtray foldeddownasacardtable. A real
mixed trio.

“Y our vodka and orange.”

Rose had been working at thisjob for seven yearsand out
of habit automatically appraised and

change of professon. Her mother
had varicose veins: grest, ugly, big,
knotted rivers whose very sight re-
pelled Rose. Imaginethefate! What
good the prettiest facein aswimsuit
(orwithout) ontheRivierawhenyou
had legslike that?

“Rose, you look awful,” said
Shalini conversationally as she bent
down to get a tiny bottle of vodka from a cupboard. “Is
anything the matter?’

“Thanks. Tired, that's dl.”

“Problems? Can | help?

“I’'mfine. Don’tworry about me.” Pissoff, you bitch. Go
deliver your vodka and leave me alone. Rose regretted the
thought an instant later as Shalini sighed and set the vodka
and orange juice on a small tray. She wasn't too bad, old
Shalu wasn't. A very nice girl and pretty in amousy, self-
effacing kind of way. But she did get on Rose's nerves
sometimes with her maternal solicitude and eternal calm.
Rose never knew half the time what Shalu was thinking.
That was the real problem with her. God, she wanted to
move out of thiscramped galley, just had to. Onanimpulse
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35C was a surprise, the man
who’d ordered his third vodka.
She expected an unshaven
wino, but instead met a pair of
steady brown eyes.

categorized her passengers. 35A, by
the window, was a muscular young
fellow with close-cropped hair and
prominent, twitching jaw muscles
which indicated a hair-trigger tem-
per and an inclination to physica
violencewhenfrustrated. Heunsmil-
ingly clutched his cards close to his
face. 35B wasplump, theedgeof the
dining tray pressing into hisbelly. Hewas voluble, waving
his arms animatedly, spesking with athick Russian accent
and smiling. She noted though that the smile never reached
hiseyes.

35C was a surprise, the man who'd ordered his third
vodka. She expected an unshaven wino, but instead met a
pair of steady brown eyes. In contrast to 35B, themouth did
not smileat al, but the eyeswerewarm and friendly with a
humorousglint to them, so that helooked asthough hewere
smiling at her.

“Thank you.” Hewaslean and hisdistinguished features
carried the dightly bored expression that sometimes went
with refinement, but he seemed to be on the best of terms
with the other two. Hewas dressed in aplain gray business
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suit; expensive, very expensive, Rose decided at aglance.
However, she remembered Shau’ s warning.

“Three dollars, please.”

Theman smiledfaintly and held out ahundred dollar bill.

“Don’'t you have something smaller?’

“Sorry.”

Rosebither lipinannoyance. 1’ Il seeif my colleaguehas
change. Back in aminute.”

“I'll come with you. | need to stretch my legs.” He put
down hiscardsand excused himself for aminutewithwords
and gestures. 35B waved a hand and began to deal the next
roundfor two. Rosewasawareof hiseyeson her back asshe
walked downthe aideto thekitchen area. She pushed aside
the curtain but Shalu was not there, probably goneto takea
cup of coffeeintothecockpit. Rosewassure Shaluhadawee
bit of acrush on the copilot athough she never talked about
such things.

“My colleague’ snot hereat themoment. I’ I bringyouthe
changein afew minutes.”

“Id like to stand for awhile. I’'ll wait.” He leaned an
elbow against the small working surface in an attitude of
settling down.

“Win much?’ She was instantly angry with herself for
asking. Shedidn’twant to start aconversationwiththisman,
but his salf-assured manner prompted the question.

“Threevodkas.” Herolled hiseyes.“ Andthey insistedon
paying right away.”

“Y ou could have said no.”

“Thatwould havebeenvery badform. Y oudon’tgamble,
doyou?’

“No,” after adight pause, “don’t play cards,” she qudi-
fied. He smiled at her, looking her up and down.

“I thought as much.”

“Why?’

“Can’'t explain it. Smply astrong hunch.”

“Butwhy?Therehastobeareason. Y oulook likethesort
of person who has areason for everything?’

“Dol?

“Y es, and don't duck my question.”

“I feltyour disapproval inthesmall of my back whenyou
walked upthat aidebringing methat vodkaand orange. The
other girl warned you, didn’t she, said this was my third?’

Rose did not reply.

“Didn’'t she?’ he repeated.

“Something like that,” she admitted, annoyed that she
had been so transparent to him.

“And do you know why | didn’t pay? Because the other
twodon’t haveacent onthemandthey’ retoo proud to admit
it. | tried desperately to let them win, but the harder | tried,
themorethey lost.” The man took adeep breath and |ooked
back downtheaide. “Will youtell mehow I’ m going to get
out of thisjam?’

“That’ s not my problem.”

“Tell you what. Why don’t you come and say to mein
front of those two that you made a mistake. Vodka and

orangeisfree on transatlantic flights, something like that.”

“I couldn’t do that. What if the other passengers heard?’

“Allright. I’ [l tell themit’ sfreeand you don’t contradict
me. Bringthemwhatever they wantand I’ || comeback here
to pay for it. Okay?’

“I suppose | could do that,” she said doubtfully.

“Good.” He dapped the hundred dollar bill in her palm
before she could refuse and went back to his poker game.

Rose clued Shaluin on her deal with themaninthegray
suit. Shalu was surprised.

“Who ishe?’

“I don’t know.”

“Y ouagreed to hisharebrained schemewithout knowing
anythingabout him?What' sthematter withyou, Rose?This
isnot like you.”

“What'swrong? Il return his change before the plane
comesintoland.”

Themandid not comeback tothegalley for therest of the
flight. Rosetriedtoreturn the ninety-onedollarschangejust
beforetheplanebeganitsdescenttolandat Kennedy airport.
He looked dismayed and imploringly motioned her not to
give him money infront of histwo poker companions. She
backed away and had so much to do after the plane landed
that she forgot about the man and his money.

Shalu and Rose were talking and laughing together as
they made their way to main entrance of the terminal
building. There was the usua crush of cabs, buses and
private carstrying to easeaong thefront and pick up people
and they kept an eye open for thevanwith theairline' slogo
on its side. Rose suddenly came to a dead stop.

“Oh my God, | forgot to give the man his change.”

“What? Oh, the ninety-one dollars. Serves him right for
being careless.”

“I can't do that, Shalu. | have to give him his money.
Besides, he might complain.”

“What will you do?’

“Find out his namefirst.”

She Zipped away and found a ground hostess with a
clipboard in her hand. The passenger list! Rose unceremo-
nioudly snatched the clipboard and checked the name of the
manin35C. Dr. LasZ0 Nemeth. So hewasadoctor! “Well,
Dr.Nemeth, you' regoingtoget your money back,” shesaid.

“What?" asked the ground hostess, totally mystified by
Rose' s behavior.

“Nothing,” said Rose as she hurried off to the public
address system next to the information desk.

Half an hour later, paged and repaid, Dr. Nemeth offered
Roseataxi rideintothecity, aride sheaccepted because she
had missed the airline’s shuttle.

“Will you go out with mefor dinner tomorrow evening?’
he asked directly when they were seated in the taxi. “ Good
food and conversation.”

“I don’t know,” she began doubtfully.

“No hanky-panky,” he promised.

“Well, yesthen,” shelaughed.
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Hecalled for her at her Fifth Avenuehotd at six the next
evening and they went to an off-Broadway show called
Sippers which she would never have thought of going to
see, but it was great fun and she laughed so much during
someof thescenesthat shecried. Whenthey cameoutitwas
raining heavily, amiserablenight for man or beast to be out
of doors, remarked Rose.

“Let's go to my place,” Laszlo suggested. “I'll cook
something for us.”

“Doyou like to cook?’

“No,” he admitted.

Laszlo's gpartment was large by New Y ork standards,
withsplitlevels, twobedrooms, fully automated kitchenand
awell-appointed living room.

“Ah, let's see what we have” said Laszlo, peering
reluctantly into the freezer compartment of therefrigerator.
Rose took pity on him then and thrust him aside.

“I loveto cook. Let’sseewhat you' vegot.” She nodded
in satisfaction. “Who does your shopping?’

“My housekeeper. She comes in three times aweek.”

“Now you go away.” She shooed him out of thekitchen.
“Come back herein an hour and help me with the table.”

Nemethlooked at her with gratitudeandtiptoed out of the
kitchen as she commanded.

Thecrisper compartment wasfilledwithenormousgreen
sweet peppers so Rose had no problem deciding what to
cook. She rummaged quickly through the cupboards until
she found the ingredients she wanted, then set to work.
While the green peppers steamed lightly, she cooked some
rice and minced beef, opened acan of peeled tomatoes and
finely chopped amound of fresh mushrooms. Laszlo diffi-
dently entered the kitchen an hour later and she set him to
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work opening abottle of wine and laying the table. She did
not allow him to see what was cooking.

“You'll ssewhen it'sserved,” she said and shooed him
away again.

He had prepared the table very nicely and she set down
the covered dish in the middle of the table.

Laszlo gingerly raised the lid and feasted on the vision
that met hissight. Peppersstuffed to bursting withamixture
of cooked rice, minced beef and mushrooms, their green
contrasting beautifully with the smmering pale red of the
Spicy tomato sauce.

Laszlo Nemeth' s eyesfilled with tears. They looked up
to meet hers. “This is a recipe from my old country you
know.”

“Yes, | know.”

“My mother was from Budapest. Shedied last monthin
Audtria. I've just come back from the funeral.”

“Let’seat beforeit getscold,” said Rose, who didn’t like
the melancholy turn the conversation was taking.

LaszloNemethatewel | and spokeentertai ningly through-
out the meal. Rose laughed at his jokes and together they
drank two bottles of wine. Rose was fedling dightly tipsy
after themeal but soberedinasecond when Laszlo suddenly
turned solemn and proposed marriage to her.

Bellstinkled faintly at the back of Rose' s head; whether
wedding chords or warning chimes was not clear. She
lowered her head and the stuffed peppers swam before her
eyes, melted and reformed with knotted blue veinson their
surface. She determinedly thrust aside the image and all
concomitant forebodings of doom, raising her eyesand her
glassto his.

“Yes” shesaid. “Yes”

Is a science writer and science reference librarian at an international research institute in Austria. He has written over
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DOGBREATH

BY ROBERT HURVITZ

in my little dorm room, teeth clenched. “Fuck you,
mom!” | shouted at the telephone. “You just don't
understand!” | kicked the flimsy meta bedframe and it
struck thewall noisily, chipping the plaster. Shit, | thought,
I’'m probably going to haveto pay for that. | flopped down
on the bed and gingerly poked at the damage. At my touch,
specks of plaster flaked off and drifted down between the
wall and the bed.
The door opened, and my roommate Jed walked in.
I looked up from thewall and said, “Hi, Jed.”
Hestoppedand consideredthis, shiftingfromfoottofoot,
absent-mindedly pulling at hair that was almost as dirty as
his tie-dyed T-shirt. His hand dropped to his side, and he
said, “Brian, why were you staring at the wall?”
| sighed and sat up onthebed. “| just talked to my mom.”
Jed nodded quickly. “1 see. Didn’t go well?”
“No. Not at all. Shesaid shewassick and tired of paying
forall of my CDs, andanyway, what

I SLAMMED DOWN THE PHONE and paced back and forth

adarmfor 5:30am. and didn’t wakeup until after I’ d thrown
my shoes a him. He'd then stumbled around the room,
apologizing for each noise he made and explaining that he
had to get ready for aprotest.

| supposeit wouldn't have been so badif I’ d goneto bed
at areasonablehour, butinstead I’ d stayed up thinking about
what CDs| would buy withtwo hundred dollars. Asaresult
my mind was feeling spongy. It was as if my body was
marching involuntarily to the biochem building and my
mind was struggling vainly to keep up.

When | reached the top of the brick stairs near the
building’ smainentrancel saw abig, browndogwith matted
fur sprawled on the ground motionless. As | walked by, it
lifted up its head, looked at me, yawned.

| wiggled my fingers at the dog and said, “Woof.” It
blinked and rested its head back upon the ground.

Insde and down, | wandered the basement hallways,
searching for the bulletin board of experimental delights.
Fiveminutes|ater, at the end of one

was | doing spending al my time

of the more dimly lit corridors, |

listening to music when | should be
studying?Shesaidif | wantedtobuy
CDs, | should get ajob and pay for
them myself.”

Jed winced. “Oh man. That's

“Don’t worry, Brian,” Mark
reassured me. “It’s for you
own protection, really. You
wouldn’t want your arms

came across the men’s faculty
restroom, itsdoor dightly gjar. Sure
enough, on the opposite wall were
the postings.

Beforel could read any of them,
| heard atoilet flush and the men’s

rough.” He collapsed on hisbed. “I
had ajob once. Did | ever tell you
about that?’

“Y eah, three or four times.”

“Oh.” He shifted suddenly and wound up staring at me
intently. “Y ousoundlikeyou' reinreally bad shape, Brian.”

“Well, yeah, | guess s0.”

“I understand.” He glanced nervoudy around the room.
“Don't tell thisto anyone, OK? Promise?’

“Sure.”

“OK. Basement of thebiochembuilding, acrossfromthe
men’ sfaculty restroom, there’ sabulletin board where they
post ‘ subjects needed’ fliers for experimental drugs. They
pay acouplehundred bucksapop, andyouget arealy weird
trip, too.” Herolled over and was silent.

After afew moments, | said, “Uh, Jed?’

Jed started snoring.

| shrugged and lay back on the bed, thinking: A couple
hundred bucks, huh? What the hell.

| was on my way to the biochem building early the next
morning. | hadn’twantedit tobethat way, but Jed had set his
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flailing around and damaging
equipment, now would you?”

faculty restroom door opened.

“Oh! Excuse me!” said the man
who stopped himself suddenly, ap-
parently surprised at seeing me standing outside the bath-
room. He had alarge mass of graying black hair, glasses, a
dark green corduroy jacket, an old leather briefcase, baggy
gray pants, and tennis shoes. | assumed he was a professor.
“Butmaybe,” hecontinued, “thisisaserendipitousmoment.
Wereyou, by any chance, perusing theexperimental subject
fliers?” He arched his eyebrows to indicate the colored
postings on the bulletin board.

“Uh, yeah,” | replied. | don't know why, but | felt
embarrassed. “ Y eah, but | don’t normally dothingslikethis,
you know. My roommate told me about them. Thisis —
Y eah, thisismy, uh, first time doing this.”

“Of course, of course,” the professor reassured me. He
reached down and opened his briefcase, fished out abright
red sheet of paper. “ But, you see, | wasjust about to post my
own flier. Perhaps you' d be interested...?”” He offered me
the sheet of paper, smiling widely.

“Oh, thanks,” | said, accepting theflier. It read: “ Subject
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needed for human-animal neural relationship experiment.
$500. Please call Professor Billow at 642-0070 if interest-
ed.” Thereweremany cutsat thebottom of thepaper tomake
stubsthat one could rip off and take and that borethewords
“Prof Billow, 642-0070, $500.”

My eyes grew wide, and | whispered reverently, “Five
hundred dollars.”

“Y es.Fivehundred,” saidtheprofessor proudly. Hetilted
his head in modest boastfulness. “I have avery large grant,
you see, and that iswhy | offer so much morethanthey do.”
He indicated the bulletin board again with his eyebrows.

| looked around, bewildered. Fivehundred dollars! “Pro-
fessor Billow,” | said, “you have yourself asubject.” | held
out my hand, and he shook it.

“Come, then,” hesaid, clapping meontheshoulder. “My
labison the other side of campus, in the Northwest Animal
Facility.”

Ontheway out of thebiochembuilding, Professor Billow
stared at the lazy brown dog and said distractedly, “Just a
moment.” He fumbled through his jacket pockets, finally
mumbled, “Ahal” and pulled out a little biscuit which he
then tossed to thedog. The dog |ooked blankly at the biscuit
andyawned. Withasigh, theprofessor startedwalking away
muttering to himself and | hastened to catch up.

| sat facing Professor Billow, hisdesk betweenus. Hesaid
while rummaging through his drawers, “This is just a
technicality, Brian. Y ou see, theimportance of thisresearch
requiresthat you sign aform assuring the government that
youwon't disclose any informati on about the experiment to
anyone. Herewego.” He brought out awhite sheet of paper
filledwithfineprint and pushedit acrossthedesk. “ Justsign
at the bottom.”

| looked at the text-crammed sheet. “What if | don’t
sgn?’

Professor Billow spread open hishands. “ Noexperiment.
No five hundred dollars.”

| signed.

“Good!” The professor snatched the sheet back andfiled
itaway.“Now, tothelab.” Heled methroughasidedoor and
into alarge room littered with electronic equipment and in
the center of which were two padded tables, one large and
one small. Off to the side agrad student tapped away at the
keyboard of acomputer workstation. He glanced briefly at
uswhen wewalked in.

“Mark!” caledouttheprofessor.“ |’ dlikeyoutomeet our
subject, Brian.”

“Just a second,” Mark said. He moved the computer’s
mouse around, clicked something, then stood up and came
over. Hewastall andthinwithshortblondhair.“Hi,” hesaid.
“My name's Mark.” He motioned to the large table. “If
you'll just step over thereand liedown, we can get started.”

Assoonasl didso, Mark threw astrap over my chest, and
Professor Billow, on the other side, secured it.

“Hey! | said.

“Don’'t worry, Brian,” Mark reassured me. It sfor you
own protection, really. Y ou wouldn’t want your armsflail-
ing around and damaging equi pment, now would you?’ He
shook hisheadnofor me. “Besides, thiswasall writtendown
on that paper you signed, remember?’

“Oh. Hmmm.”

Three straps later, | was securely fastened to the table.
There was no way |'d be able to damage anything. Mark
dipped some kind of support device beneath my head and
wrapped yet another strap across my forehead. “So you
don't accidentally move your head and pull off any of the
EEG leads,” he explained. He smiled and left the room.

Professor Billow lifted up a syringe and gave it adight
squirt, clearing the needle of air. “Merely asedative, Brian.
When you wake up, the experiment will be over.”

“Uh, professor...” | startedtosay, but hehushedme. | felt
something cold wiped on my arm, and then asharp pain as
the hypodermic hit home.

Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Mark reenter theroom
carrying an unconscious cocker spaniel. He placed it care-
fully onthesmaller table, scratched itshead, and strapped it
just as securely down. Then he turned around and waved
goodbye to me as everything went black.

| felt awful. All of my senses seemed warped and alien.
Therewas aconstant whinein my ears, | couldn’t open my
eyes, and my breath was shalow. | suddenly realized that |
was how lying on my stomach and had no clothes on. |
wanted to panic but the sedative hadn’t fully worn off.

Slowly, | was able to pick out voices from the ringing.
They soundedlikeProfessor Billow’ sandMark’ svoi cesbut
they were too harsh and metallic.

“...small amount of neural trauma, but nowhere near as
much as before,” said the pseudo-Mark voice. “My feed-
back circuit worked, dammit!”

“I’'m not saying it didn't work,” responded the profes-
sor's distorted voice, “I’'m saying there's still too much
traumato risk aretransfer. Perhapswith thislesser amount,
though, it’'ll be able to sufficiently reduce itself to a safer
level over areasonable period of time. In the meanwhile |
suggest that you further refineyour clever feedback circuit.”

| triedto say something, but al that cameout wasagrowl.

The professor’s harsh voice continued, “Well, Brian's
coming to. Who's going to explain this time? Perhaps you
should, Mark. Y ou could then a so tell him how well your
feedback circuit worked.”

I managed toforce my eyesopen and was shocked to see
that everything was black and white.

And there were muffled shouts and poundings and ki ck-
ingsonthedoor. | heard Mark say, “What thehdl?” just as
the door crashed open. People rushing into the lab shouted
triumphantly, “Free the animals! Freethe animals!”

Mark ran out the back door. Professor Billow held his
arms out in front of himsalf and shouted futilely, “Wait!
Wait! Y oudon’t understand!” beforebeing forced out of the
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lab by the mob of protesters chanting, “Animal killer!
Animal killer!”

A woman came over, gently pulled off eectrodes that
weredtill taped tome, and rel eased thestraps. “ Don' tworry,
puppy, you' resafenow,” shesaidasshepatted my head. Her
voice was even more distorted than Mark’ s and the profes-
sor’s had been.

| concentrated hard on saying that | wasnot apuppy, that
my namewas Brian, and | would appreciateit if shewould
not pat meonthehead, but all that cameout wereafew high-
pitched, pathetic barks. | tried to sigh but, instead, panted.

Shelifted meupto her faceand stared concernedly at my
jaw. | gtarted to whimper. “It'sOK,” she said in atone that
wastrying to be soothing but actually sounded demonic. “Is
something wrong with your mouth?\Werethey experiment-
ingonyou?’ Thenshepinched up her faceandlooked away.
“Whew. With bresth like that, they must have done some-
thing.” She put me down on the floor and said, “Sit.”

| wastoo stunned to run away. Everything wasvery tall.
| wasvery short. Lotsof very tall peoplewere rushing back
and forth breaking equipment. The jagged crunches of
destructionwereagonizingtolistento, but after thepillaging
wasover, | noticedthat almost al| of thebackgroundwhining
was gone.

Protesters came by and patted me on the head, smiling
and saying silly thingsin that now universal harsh tone of
voice. Then they started up the “Free the Animals!” chant
again and left the lab, presumably in search of another.

With growing dread | looked at my own body and saw
that | was a cocker spanidl. | jerked my head up and stared
at the other table.

| wasableto seemy arm, tensed and straining against the
straps with which Mark and the professor had so carefully
bound me.

One of the protesters had stayed behind and he was
leaning heavily against thelargetable, hisfacein hishands.
It took me amoment to redlize it was Jed. He was wearing
thesameclothesasthepreviousday but, inblack and white,
thetie-dye was alot harder to recognize.

“Oh God, Brian,” Jed was saying. “I'm sorry. I'm so
sorry.”

Therewasonelast whinestill audibleinthelab. Itwasa
periodicwhine, not constant likeall the othershad been, and
it just then dawned on methat it was coming from my body
up there on the table. The whinewould last afew seconds,
be broken by a sharp intake of breath, and then continue.

“I’'m sorry,” Jed repeated.

Thewomanwho had freed mecameback intothelab and
sad, “Hey.”

Jed' s head snapped up, startled. “Huh? Oh. Hi, Wendy.
How yadoin'?” Hismetallic voicewasstrained and hisface
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showed pain.

“Comeon, Jed,” shesaid. “You' remissing out on all the
fun.” Shegave him atentative smilebut hejust stared at the
floor. “Hey, Jed, don’t worry about thisguy. He' s probably
just having aresally bad trip. Anyway, the police Il know
what to do with him.”

“No, ho, that'snat... It's...” Jed looked back up at her.
“He' smy roommate. His nameis Brian.”

They stared at each other for afew seconds.

“Thisisdl my fault,” Jed finally said.

“Oh, Jed, no, don't say that. It’ snot your fault. It' stragic
and awful, but it’s not your fault.”

Jed was silent.

Wendy touched hisarm. “Let’ sgo outside, Jed. We can
sit down on some grass and you can tell me about Brian.”

| ran out of thelab.

The next few hours were a blur. | ran madly through
campus, through various buildings, dodging between stu-
dents, making bicycles screech to stops. | finally collapsed
onthebrick stepsof the biochem building, panting heavily.

After afew minutes | heard some peculiar barkings. It
wasn't normal barking; it was barking out of which | could
decipher English words.

“Hi,” thebark said. “My name’ sChuck. What' syours?’

| looked up and saw the dog that had been napping at the
top of these steps this morning. With abit of concentration
| barked, “My name's Brian.”

“Well, Brian, in case you were wondering: No, dogs
don’t communicate like this. | was also one of Professor
Billow’ s subjects. You're the sixth.”

“The sixth?’

“Y up. And now withthelab destroyeditlookslikeyou'll
bethelast. Unfortunately, that also meanswewon’t beable
to beretransfered. Billow waskeeping our bodiesin another
room in the lab. | suppose the police will find them, and
Billow will be brought up on crimina charges or some-
thing.”

| stared at Chuck.

“Hey, Brian, don’t worry too much about it. It snot such
abadlife. Yougettoliearoundandnapalot. Foodisn'tvery
scarce, redly, you just have to know where to look. It can
actually be afun life, but it takes some getting used to.”

| continued to stare at Chuck.

“Comeon, Brian. Follow meand |’ ll introduceyoutothe
others.”

| nervoudly stood up.

“Thereyougo, Brian. You'll see; it’snot so bad. You' ve
even got one good thing going for you aready.”

“Oh?" | barked. “And what' sthat?’

“You've got great smelling breath.”
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Quania

Publishing for three years now, Dan Appel quist’ sQuanta magazine (I SSN 1053-8496) is an electronicaly distributed
journa of Science Fiction and Fantasy. As such, each issue contains fiction by amateur authors.Quanta is published in
ASCII1 and PostScript. Submissionsshould be sent toquanta@andr ew.cmu.edu. Regueststo be added to thedistribution
list should be sent to one of the following depending on which version of the magazine you' d like to receive.

quanta+requests-postscript@andrew.cmu.edu or quantatr equests-ascii@andr ew.cmu.edu
quanta+requests-postscript@andrew.BITNET or quanta+requests-ascii@andrew.BITNET

Send mail only — no interactive messages or files please.

The main FTP archive for Quanta issues and back issuesis:

Host: export.acs.cmu.edu |P: 128.2.35.66 Directory: /pub/quanta
(In Europe): Ith.se1P: 130.235.16.3
ASCII Quantaissues are also available via Gopher from the server at gopher-srv.acs.cmu.edu, port 70, in the
Archives directory.

Other Net Magazines

In addition to Inter Text and Quanta, there arelotsof other net-distributed magazinesout there. Here are afew weknow
about. If you know about more, fedl free to drop usaline!

CORE is an entirely electronic journal dedicated to publishing the best, freshest prose and poetry being created in
cyberspace. Itisedited by theElectronic Frontier Foundation’ sRitaRouvalis, award-winning editor ofEFFector. It appears
in ASCII format. For more information, mail rita@eff.or g.

DARGONZINE is an electronic magazine printing stories written for the Dargon Project, a shared-world anthol ogy
created by David“ Orny” Liscombinhisnow-retired magazine,FS-Net. TheDargon Project containsstorieswith afantasy
fiction/sword and sorcery flavor. DargonZineisavailablein ASCII format. For asubscription, please send arequest tothe
editor, Dafydd, atwhite@duvm.BI TNET . Thisrequest should containyour full user 1D, aswel | asyour full name. Internet
subscribers will receive their issuesin mail format.

THE GUILDSMAN isdevoted to role-playing games and amateur fantasy/SF fiction. At thistime, the Guildsmaniis
availablein LATEX sourceand PostScript formatsviaboth email and anonymousftpwithout chargetothereader. For more
information, email jimv@ucr math.ucr .edu (internet) or ucsd!ucr math!jimv (uucp).

Back Issues: They're Everywhere

Back issuesof Inter Text, Quanta, CORE, and other network-distributed journalshaveacatch-all FTPsite, thankstothe
good people at the Electronic Frontier Foundation. The siteisthe/pub/jour nalsdirectory onftp.eff.org. Theftp.eff.org
site does not replace Quanta’ sother FTP sites, which arelisted above. Likewise, issues of Inter Text and every issue of our
predecessor, Athene, are available in both ASCII and PostScript viaftp fromnetwor k.ucsd.edu (1P 128.54.16.3) in the
/intertext directory. | ssuesare al so available on CompuServe. Type GO EFFSIG to get to the EFF s Zinesfrom the Net”
section.

CONTRIBUTETOINTERTEXT!

All of the stories that make up Inter Text come from people out in the net, and we aren’t able to publish without
submissionsfromfolkslikeyou! Writeto Jason Snell atj snell @ocf.Ber keley.edu for writing guidelines, if youwant them.
Any genreisfineand lengthisrarely aconcern. Welikeit if you haven't posted the story to anetwork newsgroup, and we
won't allow the use of copyrighted characters (e.g., Star Trek). Submissionscan bein ASCI| or, for those with the ability,
RTF (Interchange) format. Macintosh users can send binhexed word processor files of about any type (Microsoft Word
is best, however).

InterText is not responsible for much of anything, including the veracity of our page o ads. In the event of a water landing, use your monkey as a flotation device.
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