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F I R S T T E X T

Jason Snell

INTO GRAY AREAS
(A TRUE STORY)

HE MOMENT THE WOMAN

I pulled the cross out of her

shirtand showedittomelikea
jewelry model on the Home Shop-
ping Network, it hit me.

I, a good old-fashioned agnostic, was very close to
becoming a latter-day L. Ron Hubbard, author of pulp
science fiction and billion-salling cult mind-control—unh,
self-help—manuals.

| had written areligiousepic for the screen. And nobody
had told me.

A few years ago, | began adescent into movie hell that
few could understand. You know how you have some
friendsthat you learn to trust, and others you have to keep
watching, wary that they’ || do something to screw you over
if you're not careful?

Here satipfor you: if oneof your friendswantsto work
asadirector, toss’ eminthesecond category. Better yet, toss
them in the deep end with a50-pound bag of Cat Chow tied
to their ankles.

One of my friends wantsto be adirector. And that fact,
mixed with my delusionsthat I’ m awriter, pulled medown
intoalevel of hell usualy reserved only for child molesters
and the management of the Cincinnati Reds.

Five years ago, a story | wrote won my high school’s
annual short story contest. “Into Gray” (which appeared in
Quanta, Val. 1, No. 1) was adecent tale, | suppose, about
miserable people living miserable lives after a nuclear
holocaust. (The high school students of the’ 90s, of course,
write short stories about miserable peopleliving miserable
liveswho end up on Donahue.)

A year later, a friend of mine—you guessed it, the
director—said he wanted to make my story into amovie.

And, sapthat | am, | went along withit. | wasfascinated
with the idea of seeing my words trand ated on the screen,
andtoldDirector-Boy I’ dbegladtowriteascreenplay, even
though 1'd never redly written one before. Before my
freshman year in college had ended, | had mailed off a
screenplay. Heck, | figured, | can't write a script worse
than “ Howard the Duck,” can |?

Theproblemwasn’tthat Director-Boy wasaChristian. It
wasthat hewasaweird Christian, amember of theChurch
Of Nipsey Russdll, Scientistor somesimilar faith, and hehad
evidently decided to devote hisfilm career to God, Family,
and the Green Bay Packers.

| wroteonedraft of thescreenplay, andgaveittoDirector-
Boy.Whenl gotitback, itlooked quitedifferent. My cynical
sciencefictionstory hadturnedintoareligiousepic, rifewith

crosses and rainbows and praise to God. All that was
missing from it were Charlton Heston and arousing half-
time number from Up With People.

My favorite scene from this screenplay? A woman—
dead and rotting in my story—smilesand showsalittlegirl
aglittering crossaround her neck. “ Thisisimportant, too!”
she says, pushing the cross toward the camera.

Cursing Director-Boy, who had evidently decided that
he was also Better-Screenwriter-Than-Writer-Boy-Boy, |
took his Christian Epic re-write and re-wroteit again from
there. | sent thecrossesto Gehenna. | banished therainbows
toapit of hellfire, wherethe savagely tormented soul of the
Lucky Charms Elf awaited them. | de-emphasized Direc-
tor-Boy’ sreliance on mime.

The next time | got the script back, things had reslly
changed. My original story, which had looked a bit like a
mediocre“Twilight Zone” episode, had turned into some-
thingout of abad“ Star Trek” episode. | could only hopewe
could find an actor whose toupee was half as talented as
William Shatner’s.

All of thereferencesto God were still inthere. And like
the first version, these references weren't even subtle.
Characters would begin addressing the camera about how
lucky they were to have accepted Jesus as their own
personal savior, and if they hadn’t, they’ d better right after
the movie was over or they’ d be sorry.

| figuredthat at theratereligiouslanguagewasappearing
inthescreenplay, pretty soontheGideonswould beplacing
it in hotel room drawers. | changed al of the Christian
references back.

Wedll, amost all of them.

| did, however, swallow hard and allow onereferenceto
Godinthediaogue, right at theend. | bowedtothepressure
of Director-Boy, the same guy who kept sending me
booksabout how Jesuswouldsavemy soul andmy life. The
guy who mailed me pamphletsthat explained how George
Bush and the Rockefellers (except Jay, that Democrat
bastard) werepart of theTrilateral Commission, asecret yet
well-known group that was planning to form a world
socidlist government.

| caved, likethe spinelessweasal | am. | decided to put
intheGod referencesandl et theworld socidist government
put Director-Boy todeathwhenthey finally cometo power.

| took every scenel felt wasamistaketo add and tried to
at least makeit asgood as | possibly could, only to find it
changed by the next version | saw. | continued to fight
againgt overt preachinginthefilm, but that wasaboutit. My
story had essentidly been taken from me.

| had read al ot of storiesabout writersinHollywood, and
how their workswerechanged whenthey gotintothehands
of producers and directors, but | never thought it would
happen to me with one of my friends from home. But the
story of Alan Brennert, an award-winning TV writer who
had worked for showslikeL.A. Law and the new Twilight
Zonerangtruefor me. Brennert recalled havingastory with
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plot elements X and Y. When a fellow from the network
saw it, heasked himtochangeY toZ, sinceY wasn'treally
important anyway. So Brennert,
agreeing that Y wasn't that vital,
dutifully changed it to Z. Then the
network guy came back and said:
“Great! Now just get rid of X and
we'll befine”

That’show | felt. Sowly, the en-
tirething wasdlipping away. Most of
all | remember one chilling summer-
time conversation | had with Direc-
tor-Boy, inwhichhesuggested that if
| didn’ tlikewhat wasbeingdonewith
thescript, hewouldsimply “ not make

| don’t remember much of
my first screening, but | do
remember that woman pulling
the cross up and holding it in
front of the camera, a motion
you'd expect to see from
Michael Jackson with a
can of Pepsi.

FLASH TO 1993. DIRECTOR-BOY WANTED ME TO WRITE A
new screenplay for him, based ontwoof my stories(* Gnomes
intheGarden of theDamned,” which
appearedinQuantaVVol 4,No. 1, and
“Mister Wilt,” which appeared in
InterText Vol. 1 No. 1). And | did it.
| wroteit, al fifty pages of it, on the
last weekendin June, ahot and sunny
weekendthat | spentinside, typingon
my PowerBook.

Why put myself through the
torment? First of all, Director-Boy
has|eft the Church of Nipsey. For all
| know, he might have joined the
Trilateral Commissionandevennow

‘IntoGray’ " andinstead makeanother film, presumably the
exact onewewereworkingon. Themessagewasclear: | had
nothing to dowith thisfilm. It wasn’t really mine anymore.
If I didn’t want to beinvolved, he' d take thework that he' d
done—thework predicated on something that| had created,
not him—and run with it himself.

| said nothing. | turned in the newer version of the
screenplay: shorter, serviceable, and secular. Becausel said
nothing, the film remained “Into Gray.”

But just as 007's mentor M did after Bond misused his
guninoneof those moviesstarring the cross-eyed Timothy
Ddlton, Director-Boy revoked my Licenseto Writeafter my
second re-write. He and a friend of his, some guy named
Ray—why isit that there’ s dways somebody named Ray
involved in these things?—re-wrote the wholething again.

| never saw what they had done until thefinal cut of the
film was completed. | don’'t remember much of my first
screening, sittingaloneinmy roominfront of the TV set. But
| do remember that woman pulling the crossup and holding
itinfront of the camera, amotion you' d expect to seefrom
Michael Jacksonwith acan of Pepsi or June Allysonwitha
box of Depends.

This Film, the motion said, Is Brought To Y ou By the
Church Of Bad Screenwriting.

is planting secret mental radio antennae in the minds of
unsuspecting Americans. Or perhaps he' s taken up golf.

But morethanthat, | wasjustintriguedabout how thefilm
might turn out. “Gnomesin the Garden of the Damned” is
about a pagan ritual involving Slurpees and lawn gnomes.
“Mister Wilt” is about a crazy old man who believes
everyone' sinon asatanic conspiracy. | couldn’ twait to see
how he can convert that into a Christian message.

If he managesto do it, however, | may haveto kill him.
No grest loss—after all, once the world sociaist govern-
ment comesto power, murdering directorswill nolonger be
acrime.

Infact, I’ m expecting areward.

JAsON SNELL edits InterText when he’s not writing film
projects, working as an intern at a computer magazine,
befriending rabid squirrels. He’s just finished his first
year at UC Berkeley's Graduate School of Journalism.
He and his girlfriend Lauren live in Berkeley, where
Jason considers writing more fiction and enjoys using
his Macintosh PowerBook. He also likes to drink iced tea
and mention monkeys as often as possible. If you'd like
to see a copy of “Into Gray: The Movie” — no way.



NAILS OF RUST

RIDLEY

MCINTYRE

* After wefail at something, it's usually our first instinct to try and redeem ourselves. For that redemption, we
look to our loved onesfirst. Perhaps, instead, we should ook inside our selves —no matter what the dangers.

Isit possible to wake up after the nightmare,
to discover it wasjust a dream?
—Rache Twin

HE FOUND THE THIRD CORPSE HEADLESS AND SET

upright against the gates of the State Park. Beyond

the stedl of the gates, she could hear the cold wind
moaningthrough swathsof needletrees. A soft screaminthe
darkness. She dipped her fingersinto the bloody stump of
deadthroat, sniffedat coldwet salt. A freshkill, nomorethan
twohoursold. Shecouldfed thered congealingover her fist.
Flowing into the cracks in the skin across the back of her
hand where her identity had been branded.

Asacommissariat’ s riding locust came to land behind
her, shewas searching through the cl othes of the corpsefor
clues. Shecouldn’t read thememory of the body aone. All
it gave her when she touched it was the shock of sudden
death. Without the head, her readings were useless. She
could only use what she knew.

“Identity?’ the commissariat demanded. She showed
him her hand. Helooked closely at the sigilsscarred across
theveinsandtendons. “Y verin. A headhunter. Lost girl.” He
looked up. “Disgraced?’

“Retired,” she lied. Those who had lost a hunt were
forcedtoliveinshame. Y verin had lost too many. But once
the taste of the blood wasinside her, no matter how shew
asmaking her money at thetime, she had to catch the man.
This target was locked now—she couldn’t give up even
if shetried.

Helet go of her and stepped over to ingpect the body for
himself. “What have you discovered?’

Behind his impossibly tall silhouette, the huge locust
clicked mandiblesindisgust. Headhuntersweretoo deepin
thedirt for most state commissariats.
But its rider was of the opinion that
they had their uses like al things.
Murderers and thieves, for instance.

“Nothing,” shereplied. “Killed a
couple of hours ago. No head for a
trauma memory reading. Skin reads
no more than the death itself.” She

She couldn’t read the
memory of the body alone.
All it gave her when she
touched it was the shock of
sudden death.

threw it regardlesdy acrossthesaddleof hislocust. Without
somuchasalook at Y verin, heclimbedon. Thehugeinsact,
with rider and cargo, pulled off into the muddy orange sky.

“l JUST OPENED UP ANOTHER HORSE. WANT SOME?’

Shenodded. Inaseriesof tunnel sand archwaysunder the
clean house towers of the city someone had built Dream
Arcade. At Keith's stdll, he had accessto a boiler and was
cooking horse mesat with a hose-like steam gun. He blasted
a a piece of freshly-daughtered flesh and she watched it
gray under thewet heat, theskin splitting andthefat popping
and boiling away. Helet her carve afist-sized chunk out of
it with abladed mesat-scoop.

Keith'susual trade wasin spikes. That waswhy Y verin
was there. The SCD had run some tests on the wounds the
threecorpseshad, after they drained all thefluid out of them,
and each one came up the same; that some kind of sharp,
double-edged spike had severed those heads, and whoever
killedthemhad spent al ot of timeand energy cuttingthrough
those necks.

Today, though, Keith was running the food, using some
of his own meager stock to cull the horses with. They sat
down onafloor madeof crumbling concreteto talk and eat.

“So, | hear the commissariats have a stalker on their
hands?’ Hetouched hisfaceashespoke. Hisfingersdancing
through alanguageof their own over hislight-deficient gray
skin. It wasaway of communicating to the deaf-mutes that
congregated at Dream Arcade for warmth and shelter. A
major epidemicbeforeY verin' slifetimegavebirthtohordes
of childrenwho could do nothing but seeandfedl. Thedance
expressed their emotionsin such abeautiful fashion. Y verin
remembered crying when she first saw them speak.

Keithhadtoforcehimself tolearnthedancewhenhefirst
came to Dream Arcade. Now it was
habitual. Even when talking to those
from the city above he danced. “Has
the target locked? You looking to
make some money out of him?’

She nodded, her blue eyes aight
with the fire of commerce. “Three
dead so far,” she said to him. “Kills

wiped bloody fingers across the
corpse’s deeves. “He must have been a wedthy man,
though,” she said. “ These clothesare quality brushed silk.”

Shestood out of theway whilethe commi ssariat memo-
rized the scene for evidence. Then he lifted the body and

them by tearing off the heads with a
bladed spike. Pushed through the throat, then hacked out-

ward each side.”

Keith coughed on his horse mest. “ Spare me the details

while I’ m esting, please!”
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Yverin smiled. “Sorry. | came to you because the blade
would have to be new. The cuts are really clean. Sharp.”

He shook hishead. “I haven't had a bladed spike on my
stall for along time. | follow thetrends. Everyone wantsto
cut peopleupwith shark hooks. Spikesareontheirway out.”

“Fuck.”

Sheatesomemorehorsemest. Keith started rummaging
inasack at the back of the stall and found some stale bread
and askin bottlewith some hot sauceinit. He poured some
sauceover themest to makeit tastemoreedible. Heoffered
her ahusk from the bread and shebegan al ternating between
the two.

“Anyone else sl spikeslikethat?’

Keith's fingers moved over his face non-committally.
“Everyone. But if it'sas sharp as you say, then it could be
custom-made. Spikes are more made for stabbing, you
know?Y ou’ d need perfect metal toformthat kind of edge.”

Sheshut her eyestight inthought. Inthedarknessbehind
the lids she could see flames and burning steel. A pouring
black orange metalfall the color of the day sky.

“What can you see?’ Keith asked.

Shesoftly kissed hisfingersoneby oneingratitude. “The
source,” she said.

THE SCD SENT A RUNNER AFTER HER AT THE STATE
Steel Factory. She made no excuses for suddenly breaking
off her tour of the works. She wasn't getting anywhere
anyway.

They had found another body. Headless, just like the
others. Another male. Outside the State Asylum. Someone
had mistaken the crumpled rag-doll of aman for an escaped
inmate. Now, one of the inmates had claimed he saw the
murde.

“Tdl,” he said. “So tall.” The inmate' s eyes remained
permanently fixed in front of him. Whenever he turned to
look her way, hiswhole head moved. He shifted against the
chainswhichranfromtworingsthroughhispamstothecell
wall like a restless riding locust, constantly fidgeting his
head to see around him.

“What did you see?’ she asked him.

“Youagirl. Notnicetotell you.” Hisvoicehad aserrated
edgetoit. Sound that grated her ears. Sawing through her
mind as he spoke. Outside, the commissariat watching the
door left to complete some other task. She knew they were
laughing at her at the end of the octagonal corridor. The
headhunter trying to interview thelunatic. They had put her
up tothis.

“I'll give you a choice then. The commissariats have
gone.” Shemoved closer to him. The kneeling man arched
hisback tofaceher asshetowered over him. Moving closer.
Closeenoughthat hecoul d breatheher scent, but out of reach
of those big chained hands. “Y ou tell me what you saw, or
I’ rip your fucking jawbone off.”

Shewashot. Hot enoughtocarry out that kind of promise.
He backed into the wall, a soft shakein his buzzsaw voice.

“You won't catch this one, headhunter. He changes his
shape. He can be anyone he likes. He' Il kill you first.”
Shewas squinting at him. He never moved once.
Shecalled for an attendant. They unlocked the door and
she left the madman laughing softly to himself in the cell.
She sensed without redlizing at first what her nerves were
trying to tell her. The target wasin the room all thetime.
But she had to leave now. Had to set the trap first.
His death had to wait.

RICHLANE RAN HER HANDS THROUGH THE SHORT CURLS OF
Yverin's soft black hair. She closed her eyes and felt the
girl’s fingertips tracing down over the nape of her neck.
Across her back. Under her arms. Hands cupping her
breasts. The air in Richlane' s dark room breezing from an
open window to a curtained archway beside the bed where
they lay side by sidein unashamed nakedness.

“Paint me, Yverin,” Richlane pleaded. Her short copper
mop of hair fell down across her face. * Sweeten me.”

Y verinreached out and painted her skinwith gum. Sugar
sweset, they could smell it asit dried against Richlane’ ships;
sweet glue congealing over theflat of her ssomach. Her skin
temperature rising under thetouch of thebrush. Shegasped
as Y verin brushed over her nipples. Richlane’ schest swell-
ing beside hers. Her breath quickening.

She returned the brush to its pot and breathed over the
girl’s freckly skin. Soft breath over soft flesh, drying the
glue, forming a second skin across her body. Her back
archedaway fromY verinassheleaned over her andtorethe
gum from her. It came away from her first in large pieces,
and then after in smaller flakes where the gum had formed
around her light body hairs. She fed her shedding skin to
Y verin, wholet theflakesdissol veon her thintonguebefore
swallowing. A sweet musky liquor down her throat. They
kissed then. They held each other and kissed for what
seemed like forever.

A DAY PASSED. SHE WOKE UP IN RICHLANE'S ARMS AND
left her a note painted in gum across her stomach. She
promised to get back beforethe next nightfall. Sheknew the
girl would understand. They never saw much of each other
when Yverin had acriminal to sell.

Shewalkedtothe State Commi ssariat Department tower.
A huge blade of grass among the tulip flower chimney-
stacksin thecity’ sconcretefield. Thiscity was madefrom
a plateau. Hand-carved rock towering into the sky. What
was once ahuge mesawhich filled alandscape on the edge
of the black ocean, was now no more than a man-made
plantation of concrete-shelled blocks. A city of caves.

Downinthebasement of the SCD tower, they had stored
the bodies of the dead. Shetalked to her only redl friend in
the whole of the department. Avoiding the looks of con-
tempt she got from clerks and commissariats. Arialivedin
achamber carvedfromsolidconcrete, likethecity itself was.
Wallsragged and shadowy with gray chiselled topography.
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“Anything interesting?’ Y verin asked.

“New, but not interesting.” Ariasat back on her bench.
“Thelunatic’sdead.”

Y verin smacked the wall. The skin on her palm broke
againgt the sharp edges and she kicked it then, frustrated
evenmore. “ Shit,” shecursed. Shelooked over at Aria, who
had her quizzical face on.

“Hewasthebestlead | had,” shefinally explained. “1 was
hoping to go back there and take areading from him. | was
too worked up to do it then.”

Ariashrugged. “ Sorry. Hetriedto escape. Torehishands
off trying to pull the chainsfrom thewall and bled to death.
Damn messy, from what | heard, too.”

Y verinlicked salt red from her palm. *Y ou sound happy
to hear it.”

“Well, it wasorigina.”

Ariasmiled. Yverin couldn't help but joinin.

RICHLANE WORKED AT THE PORTSIDE CATHEDRAL.
Portside was a district made up of rusting metal fixed at
angles to the concrete and stone of the city. Through a
stained-glasswindow depicting The Fall, abloody sunwas
setting fire to the black ocean.

“It'sbeautiful,” shesaidtoherself. Thensheturnedasher
girlfriend entered the hall.

They met by the back pews. In the crux of her arms
Richlane fed ababy from ametal thermos flask and a pin-
pricked rubber nipple. She loved the work she did there.
Half-way between missionary and children’s nurse. Like
Y verin, she had her ownway of getting back at the wrongs
of theworld.

“Got your message,” Richlanesaid. Behind her, at thefar
end of thishuge hall, the older children were watching the
constantly changing colorsand warp of alargemagic carpet
high up on the wall, transfixed as the weave-and-weft
kal eidoscope spun them some creation myth.

Y verin smiled. “ Good. | didn’t think I’ d see you before
tonight. | had to leavein ahurry.”

The headhunter reached out and brushed the back of her
hand against the baby’s warm face. The thing gave out a
suddenfrozenreading, likeapsychicwarning, that madeher
flesh creep. Shewithdrew her hand sharply, reding asif the
child had snapped at her.

“Any closer to getting your man?’ Richlane sat in one
of the pews and took the empty bottle from the baby,
preparing to wind thething with some coarse-handed back
rubbing.

Y verinshrugged. “ Deadend,” shesaid. Richlanehanded
her thebottleandturnedthebaby aroundtofacethewindow.
After afew sharptapsonitsback, thething coughed up atrail
of thin, bubbling milk over her shoulder and ontotherusting
floor behind.

“I’dbetter getarag,” shesaid. ThelastwordsY verinever
heard her say.

Shewatched the girl carry the puking baby into awash-
roomand thenhadtoleave. Theempty Cathedral seemed so
suddenly small. Shecouldfed itswallsshrinkingin on her.

And silently |eft before she was crushed to death inside.

INSIDEA DREAM, Y VERIN SWAM IN AN OCEAN OF OIL. THICK
and crude, it moved like a crowd. Currents following the
flow and ebb of desire. She rode on those black waves.

Until she could SE€  —————

thoseheadsfloatinginthe .
blackness. The thing gave out

Andonthehorizonthe
heads grew larger. Their
voiceslouder assheswam
to them to savethem. But
they were already dead.
Long dead now. And she
coulddonothingforthem.

While they still had
mouths they told their
story.

“Looking for a head,
headhunter?’

“You'll never catchthis
one, headhunter. He
changes.”

“He doesn't need a
spike, fool. Look at his
nails.”

And they chanted:
“Look athisnails. Look at
hisnails.” Over and over.
And she was drowning then. The thick, crude, black ail
smothering her, pouring down her gullet. Feeding her and
yet depriving her of life. Until al she could see was black.

Richlane's mouth kissed her crude ocean lips. But she
was just another head. An empty soul playing savior.

a sudden frozen
reading, like a
psychic warning,
that made her flesh
creep. She withdrew
her hand sharply,
reeling as if the child

had snapped at her.

JUST ANOTHER HEAD.

Sheretched over thefloor as soon asshewokeup. She'd
fallen adeep in aseat at the SCD tower, and now she knew
she needed to be somewhere else. She couldn't tdl if
Richlanewasdiveor dead. If that dreamwasapremonition
or adirect communication. All sheknew wasthat thegirl had
somehow crossed the mirror, the mirror of dreams, the
mirror that only shows what you have aready seen and
distortsit al, and she had entered into Y verin’ smind. And
sheknew Richlanewasin trouble.

THE CATHEDRAL WAS DESERTED. A HUGE CAVE
crumbling over time. Therewasapin-prick holeinthecover
of the rusted roof and rain was leaking through, dropping
downtosplashintoapool hafway downtheaide, athick red
oily film rippling each time. The floor was dowly giving
way benesth it.
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Yverin stepped over to where the Magic Carpet was
runningthroughitscol orsandweft undul ations. Shewatched
entranced asthe carpet moved and flowed. A beautiful story
unfolding in its weave and folding over again at its edges.
She felt her nerves calming asit melted into another story.

And the baby screamed.

Sheran through themain hall, down the aisle, searching
through therowsof benchesuntil shefound thething, naked
and alone under one of the pews. It stared at her with old
eyes, focused onapoint somewherebehind her face. Shefelt
itsredlity justintime.

Asthenailsdashed air she dove over the bench. Scram-
blingto her feet, shedared not glancebehind at thechanging
baby. Growing, turning blind, then reforming and bubbling
into something new. Something foul andterrifyingly famil-
iar. The baby became Richlane.

Yverin gagged, running for the aide, but Richlane's
growing hand, knuckles till soft, caught her ankle and
began to wrap itself around her. She grabbed onto the back
of oneof theseatsand pulled, her armsstraining asshetried
to free hersdlf. The fingers around her leg till growing,
becoming thinner, worming their way into thebottom of her
pantsand rising up her leg. Shetried to escapewith onelast
tug, feeling her musclestear asshedid. Thefingerskept on
growing.

Shegaveup. TurningtofaceRichlane, her skinwasalive
with insects now, her tongue tasting nothing but raw shock
scared el ectricity. Shehadto get out of this, had to get away.
Had to convince hersdlf that Richlanewas dead. And there
weretearswelling in her eyes, al the thoughtsin her mind
trying to hide the feeling of those fingers climbing higher,
thinning out into skinnier and skinnier strings of wet flesh,
pulling her down into the gap between the pews and climb-
ing for her cunt.

“Paint me, Yverin.” Her voice was sugar in the air.
“Sweeten me.” Richlane licked parted lips with a bloody
diver of tongue, glossing themred. Her copper hair glinting
like hot wire.

In her terrified state, al Yverin could do was attack
blindly. Her headhunter’s instinct her sanity’s safety net.
Shebrought ashaking foot round into her lover’ shead with
all the force she had inside her. All the anger and loss she
could muster, focused into one violent blow. Y verin’ sboot
smashed into the changing woman’ s soft-boned skull asa
claw hammer would hit a peach.

Richlanejerked. Theblow washard enough to make her
pull her growing fingersback like dug antennae and shelet
go. Yverindidn't wait to seeif her kick killed thething. She
moved out. Over thepewsandintotheaid e. Her booted foot
trailing bloodprints across the crumbling iron benches.

RIDLEY MCINTYRE gdg019@cch.coventry.ac.uk

Stalking slowly behind onall fours, Richlanewaschang-
ingonceagain. Thesoundof bonescrackingintoplace, flesh
reshaping. A whole new person emerging. Y verin caught
sght of it as shelooked for something, anything, to fight it
with. Sheturned in amazement.

She couldn’'t believe the audacity of the thing. It had
become her. In every detail. Naked, with her short curly
black hair and her light skin. And her identity branded across
the back of her hand. The sinews forming together as the
thing stepped toward her with aspiritua grace.

Itwasmonstrous, yet so perfect. ltsfingernailsstretching
out, claws of hard skin, from the tips. Then retreating back
to the hands, to leave one behind. The edges so sharp. The
point so brutal.

Look at hisnails.

Shecouldn’tmove. Shehadrunandit had caught her. She
had fought back and it refused to die. She’ d run out of ideas
now. Sherefused to move.

It steppedtoher. Into her. Thesoft fleshmelting over her,
enveloping her. She had become one with herself. She
backed away, a gut reaction. The headhunter instincts
kicking in onceagain. Felt the dily raindropsrunning down
her face. And when the thing’ s eyes glistened black, eyes
that could not focus, nor turn away without a turn of the
wholehead, shesaw thewholeworldunfoldbeforeher. The
shine of the nail ready to enter her throat.

With everything she had | eft, she kicked down. Rust red
water splashing away. And her leg drove deeper down. The
rustedfloor crumbled under them. Thechangelingtook hold
of Yverin and began to melt. For an instant, they were one
and the same.

Shefelt thefall. Thewind onthe back of her throat in the
darkness like a rush dream. The scream catching in her
lungs, clawingtoget out. Theseawashers. Her body inblack
tar drowning.

Her last sight before she went under and the currents
dragged her out was the sight of herself unfolding. Spiked
throughtheheart onarusty shard of ironfoundation, shesaw
she couldn't keep hold of a shape. Yverin became an
infected flesh mass, opening out from hersalf until her very
boneswere bursting. She turned inside out on that skewer,
then fell, formless, into the sea

Sheroseagaininablazeof sunfire. The sound of locusts
etching the sky with an ever-clicking non-voice. The com-
missariatsshark hooked her out of theseaandlifted her back
to theflaking dockside. The screaming of the needletreesa
soft whisper in the city.

Y verin. Headhunter. Lost girl. Shehad becomeonewith
the other side of hersalf. Now she was the same.

The sharpness of her fingernails digging into the rust.

Was born in 1971 in London, England and now studies Communications at Coventry University. He hopes that one

day he will wake up in Miami.



ITSALL THI NGS CONSIDERED

R O D

KESSLER

» Susan Slamberg was the first woman to anchor a national news broadcast, NPR' sAll Things Considered.
While her new book Talk details twenty years of her work, we bet you won't find this episode in there...e

SAN STAMBERG WASN'T INTERESTED. AT LEAST HER

roducer wasn't interested. National Public Radio

800 number in Washington. “I’m sure your work
isvauable; thewoman—the produce—told me, " but—"

“What about the genius grant?’ | asked.

“Look,” shesaid, “Y ou writers have been doneto desth.
This year alone we' ve done Chinua Achebe, Ann Besttie,
Carolyn Chute—"

| held the phone away from my ear. This woman was a
New Y orker, now vexed and annoyed.

I caught up with her again while shewas till reeling off
the names—Nancy Mairs, John McPhee, Sue Miller, and
more. Shestarted 9 owingdownonly withWalter Wetherel|
andthetwoWolffs. Then shepaused. “ Sotell me,” shesaid.
“What’ s so specia about you?”

THEMCcGILLEY FAMILY TRUST AWARDED ME MEGABUCKS
because my pioneering work in reaching past linearity in
fictionisbroadly understood to mirror contemporary redli-
ty. I’ vereached past linearity. Boy no longer meetsgirl. Or
if boy meetsgirl, girl meetstrain, the Sihksmeet theHindus,
BarbaraBush meets Raisa Gorbachev. Transitionsbecome
kaleidoscopic.

SuUsAN STAMBERG ISBRAYING. SHEASKS, “ PEOPLEREALLY
likethat?" She'sinterviewing a Philadelphiabaker, aman
who bakes pastry the shape and size of bodies. Hiscustom-
ersline up to buy wedding cakesin theimage of the bride,
and the guests are forking into thighs and breasts.

If only | were abaker.

The phonerings. It's the Dean again. My friends know
better than to call when “All Things Considered” isairing.
He' dlikemetoreconsider. He' dlikemetoresign or takea
leave for the duration of my grant.

“Normal writers bolt from the classroom the moment
they can afford to,” he says.

SAY IT'S THE INFLUENCE OF RADIO. ALL SOUND, NO
picture. Say it'sall voice. Did | convey what the Deanlooks
like? Or the NPR producer? Or Susan Stamberg for that
matter? Or me?

SusaN STAMBERG IS INTERVIEWING AN ADVOCATE OF
trans-species sexual congress. The man tells her that such
termsas” buggering” aredemeaning, prejudicia . Heprefers
the phrase “animal husbandry.” Susan Stamberg says “I

se€’ in atone that’s al skepticism. “But what about this
sexua congress,” sheasks, “from thestandpoint of apartic-
ular horse or cow?’

The man explains that the animals involved tend to be
smaller. “Theworking lifespan of aloved animal,” he says,
“isfrom two to fifteen yearslonger than that of an animal
raised for daughter.” The spokesman certainly knows his
facts. He tells Susan that the average pet dog in America
never livesto seeitsfourth birthday.

“I didn’t know that,” says Susan.

SUSAN STAMBERG DOESN' T KNOW THAT | EXIST.

MY MOTHER LOVED ME AS A CHILD, LOVED ME AND
listenedto me. Evenmy therapist concursonthispoint. | am
not looking for approval. I'd bewilling to talk with Susan
Stamberg privately, with the microphones switched off.

SOME BASIC QUESTIONS:. IS THIS THE NEXT PARAGRAPH?
What if you've lost a page or if I’'ve misnumbered the
manuscript onceagain (thesecret of my technique)? Arewe
didocated? Wheream |, after all? Where are you? Has the
broadcast been prerecorded?

Another basic question: Does Susan Stamberg wonder
about us, just as we wonder about her?

Snapshots. | am in my narrow kitchen, standing over a
sink filled with dishes. The entire apartment smellsof dried
eucalyptus, adecorativetouchwasted ontheradioaudience.
A swedishivy hangsin thewindow. Theradio Sitsatop the
refrigerator—aSanyomodd RP5225, atwo-band AM-FM
receiver, its antenna broken off three inches above the
casing.

But that’ sapocryphd . Thewater roarsout thefaucet and
| can never hear you aboveit, Susan Stamberg. | Sit quietly
at the edge of my bed, fingernail in my mouth, listening on
the Panasonic clock radio.

MY FOURTEEN CREATIVE WRITING STUDENTS ARE
wired for sound in Walkmen. It's 6:05 in the evening, and
they’ re scattered around the city, doing whatever it isthey
do—rplaying video games, buying albums, skateboarding.
They havetolisten. It' san assgnment. They arefrowning.
Itisn’ttheir idea. What does aradio show that hasno music
have to do with creative writing, they ask.

They ask my department chairman.

They ask the Dean.
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Come on, kids, | say. Smile for themind's eye. That's
right. It's“ All Things Considered.”

TIME COULD BE PASSING. IT TAKES A HURRICANE OR A
national drought to prompt a weather report on this radio
show. When the air temperature drops and the leaves turn
brown, we pull off the screens and shut the windows.
Without thesoundsof trafficfromthestreet, theroomsgrow
quiet. We make an adjustment of the volume knaob.

SUSAN STAMBERG IS INTERVIEWING AN ASTROLOGER
who determinesaperson’ sfateby theposition of thestarsat
the moment of his death, not hisbirth. He might have been
born aVirgo but what countsis whether he diesalLeo.

“Isthereredly amarket forthis?” Susanasks.“Well,” the
woman says, “ peoplearestarting toinsi st that they betaken
off their respirators before they cometo acusp.”

“You're kidding,” Susan says, delight apparent in her
voice. The woman tells Susan that clients have to pay in
advance. The astrologer has been working funerals.

“Hm,” saysSusan. “Isthat likegivingaeulogy?’ “ Some-
thing like that,” the woman says.

“How would that sound?” Susan asks.

“Wdll,” thewomansays, “last week | didoneforawoman
who died a Capricorn. ‘Jane,’ | said, ‘went into her death
with her moon in Orion. No wonder
none of her marriages|asted. People
dying withtheir moonsin Oriontend
tobeinterested moreinconquest than
in consistency—"

“Waitaminute,” Susansays.“ Ori-
on’snot in the zodiac, isit?’

“Itgetsbetter,” theastrol oger says.
“Her setting sign fell on adirect tan-
gent to downtown LA. No wonder

My therapist would prefer that
her identity be respected in
this and my other work.
So let us refer to her as Dr.
Deidre von Schien, M.D.
with all due respect.

WHAT IS IT ABOUT YOU, SUSAN STAMBERG?

MY THERAPIST WOULD PREFER THAT HER IDENTITY BE
respected in thisand my other work. Solet usrefer to her as
Dr. Deidrevon Schien, M.D., her actual name, with al due
respect. Her officeisaperch onthetenth floor of ahighrise
overlooking a city square. She gets excellent reception. In
her waiting room, stereo speakers purr out classical pro-
gramming. Isthepoint of thistorelax theclient or merely to
mufflethe sound of the previous appointment’ stherapy ? I
yoursisa5:00 appointment and Dr. von Schienisrunning
late, you will hear the co-hosts give the lead-in for “All
Things Considered.”

Alternatively, you ignore the news and stare out the
window down ten flights to the crowds milling along
Washington Avenue and Pierce Street. Where were these
multitudesjust ten minutesbefore?How isit that they’ reall
sosureof their destinations?What do they know that | don'’t
know?

“SO TELL ME,” SHE ASKS, “WHAT MADE YOU DECIDE TO GO
into non-commercial advertisng?’ It's Susan Stamberg,
finally interviewing me.

“Because I'm an advacate of non-commercia radio,” |
say. She' snot fooled. “ That' snot thereal reason, isit? After
al, your ads weren't broadcast on
non-commercial radio stations.”

That's true. Those ads cost a
fortune.

“Sounds to me,” she says, “like
you werejust trying to have fun.”

| shrug but shecan’t seethat. She's
in the studio in Washington and I'm
in the sudio at the loca affiliate,
about ten blocks from campus.

shewas so histrionic.”
“Her setting Sign?” asks Susan.
“She should have stayed single,” the astrologer says.
“Umhbhm,” says Susan Stamberg. “Now isthere any way of
knowing in advance what your death sign will be?’
“Short of killing yourself?’ the woman asks. The ques-
tion hangsintheair.

EVEN BEFORE THE GENIUS GRANT, THE STUDENTS AND
theDeanwereurging successuponme. Onebest-sdller, they
thought, and I’ d be launched away from campus forever.
Thestudentscall my methodsarbitrary, but lifeisarbitrary.
| shuffle the pages of their storiesbefore | read them. They
ask tiresome questions about plot development and story
structure. | talk about randomness and confusion. At the
window of the classroom | point toward the smoke stacks,
the projects, the railroad tracks drawing the eye to the
horizon.

“What isverismilitude?’ | ask.

Tenure is adouble-edged knife.

That’ show they doitwhenthey have
timetoset upaninterviewinadvance.
Otherwise they have you talk into your phone but then the
sound isn't as good.

I’'m talking into amicrophone at a huge circular desk in
a room that's apparently completely sound-proofed. The
ceiling looks like corrugated foam. Onewall isal glass.

Susan Stamberg is evidently sitting in something called
StudioFive. I’ m getting her through abig pair of earphones.
| feel like aMouseketeer. The station manager sits next to
meand pointsher finger at themicrophonewhenit’ smy turn
to speak.

“Let megetthisstraight,” Susansays.“Y oumadeupand
paid for an advertising campaign for products that
don't exist.”

“Well, they didn'texit,” | say. “But someoneismarket-
ing Realpoo now.”

“Tell us about Realpoo.”

“Realpooisfor peoplewithhair,” | say.“ Try Real pooand
champagne instead of shampoo and real pain.”
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“Ilikethat,” shesays." Try Realpooandchampagne.... That
hasareal ringtoit.”

I’ m going to beknown for therest of my daysastheman
who invented Real poo.

There' sanimposing clock onthewall with an unstoppa-
ble second hand. But thisinterview is being taped for later
broadcast. They’ll edit it. There' sno point in being anxious
about thetime.

When they air the interview, they’ll aso broadcast the
jingle I made up for another non-product, Powder-to-the-
people. “Black powder for the black, black people; red
powder for thered, red people; powder to the people!”

Susan Stamberg asks me to talk about the other non-
products. There' sBlue Genes(for atruly depressivechild).
There' s the five-year renewable marriage license and the
college degree with an expiration date.

“Butwhat about theother ones?’ sheasks. “ Theonesthat
sound suspicioudly like something el se we know about?’

She' sreferring to Oil Things Considered (The Right Art
For TheRight Spot) and Ora ThingsConsidered (Why Pay
Through Y our Teeth?)

“Andisn'tittrue,” sheasks, “that inall these ads, which
ranfor aweek inyour city, you listed our 800 number asthe
number to call?’

“Wdl,” | say, “I was just trying to direct people's
attention to the real non-commercial radio. You see,” | tell
her, “I thought my ridiculous ads would make people
guestion the whole process.”

“I don't know,” Susan Stamberg says, sounding skepti-
cal,“ but hundredsof callscameinwantingto buy Realpoo.”

“Sorry,” | say.

“I wonder,” says Susan. “But you certainly caught our
attention.”

ROD KESSLER rkessler@ecn.mass.edu

“Your producer’s?’ | ask.
“Hm,” she says. “What do you know about my
producer?’

IT's 6:20 IN THE EVENING AND I’'M AT HOME WITH MY
Panasonic. There | am on the radio and Susan Stambergis
asking meif all of my non-commerciasare going to make
merich. | stareat my handsand listento myself explain that
if I'd had the business senseto evenregister atrademark I’ d
bepotentially collectingthousandsnow. Thestuff isalready
starting to go head and shoul derswith Head and Shoulders.

Real pain.

Asit happens, thenon-commercialsate up theMcGilley
Family Trust money. Of course, | still draw apaycheck over
at campus.

It’ sdepressingtorealizethat whenyou’ reinterviewed by
Susan Stamberg, you don’t necessarily get to meet her.

| sitback onmy bed and listento theend of theinterview.
Susan Stamberg says, “Fun’s fun, everybody, but please
don't call our eight-hundred number in Washington, all
right?’

There's a pause and then the sign-off: And for this
evening, that’ sall things considered.

| GET UP FROM THE BED AND SWITCH OFF THE RECEIVER.

It'squiet in my apartment, and then | hear the rumble of a
truck outside. | walk to the living room and stare out the
window. It will be summer again soon and boatswill moor
in the harbor. | walk into my narrow kitchen and peek into
therefrigerator. | feel ahunger growinginsideme, bitit’ snot
ahunger food can touch. A man’ sreach should exceed his
grasp. Isthere going to be life after Susan Stamberg?

Commutes from Cambridge to Salem, Massachusetts, to teach writing and edit the Sextant at Salem State College.
Progress on his novel has slowed with the birth of his son two years ago, but he gets to spend a lot of time playing

horsey.



THE LO?S HOME COMPANION

PHILIP

MICHAELS

* Ever had lots of sparetime, a .357 Magnum burning a holein your pocket, and an unhealthy obsession
with Heather Locklear or Adrian Zmed? If you have (and who hasn't?), thisguideisfor you. Honest.

MEWHERE OUT THERE IN ANY CITY—IT COULD BE
&‘oi se, Duluth or even West Covina—there’ s some
llenhumanbeingsittinginfront of thetelevision set
inapair of boxer shorts and a pizza-stained T-shirt. In one
hand he's holding a can of Budweiser; in the other he's
holding aremote control. Sheriff Lobo isflickering on the
TV sat, but he doesn't pay attention. He's only thinking
about theworld of hurt he' sgoingto dowhen hefinally gets
around to locating a clean pair of socks.

This man is a moody loner. He has little ambition and
even less reason to live. The odds are high that sometime
within the next week, he’ s going to snap and start firing a
scattergun into the produce section of alocal supermarket.
But you have no reason to pity or despise this particular
moody loner because chances areyou' re one too.

Do you fed tired, depressed or irritable? Do you find
yourself driven to the brink of sanity by thetrivia thingsin
life? Have you developed a taste for killing? Are you a
recently laid-off postal worker?1f you answered yesto any
of these questions, then congratul ations—you are now an
official moody loner. If you answered no, then don’t wor-
ry—you'’ll get yours soon enough. The moody loners will
seeto that.

Moody L oners Throughout History...
From Cain to Nixon

SINCE THE DAWN OF TIME, MOODY LONERS HAVE HAD A
lasting influence on society and culture, asthey sulk about,
ducking down poorly-lit alleywaysand filling journa after
journa with wretched poetry. Anyone can be a moody
loner! Housawives, fathers, certified public accountants,
teamsters, sniveling graduate studentsand even major pres-
idential candidateshaveall, at onetime or another, boasted
more moody lonersamong their ranksthanyou could shake
aloaded handgun at. All you need to beamoody lonerisa
pessimistic outlook, a tenuous grasp upon redlity and an
alarming tendency to openfireuponinnocent bystanders. It
reallyisjust that smple!

But being a moody loner isn't just about assassinating
government officials, stalking famous Hollywood starlets
andterrorizing small childrenfor their lunch money. It'soh
so much more. .. moody loners are valued members of the
community. Moody loners can contribute to many neigh-

borhood projects like block parties, neighborhood watch
programs and frightening away undesirables with large-
caliber wesapons. Y ou don’t have to be imbalanced to be a
moody loner, but it sure does help.

FamousMoody Loners
Hammurabi
Vincent Van Gogh
TV’s Barbara Billingsley
Spiro Agnew
Beloved ventriloquist Sefior Wences
Attorney General Janet Reno
Andrea Dworkin
Bob Costas
lllusionist Doug Henning
Abe Vigoda
DeForest Kelley
Catherine “Daisy Duke” Bach
Most of the original members of KISS
Art Garfunkel
Susan Faludi

Am | aMoody Loner? A SmpleTest...

1. I am moody.

Yes
No

2.1 amaloner.
Yes
No

Answer Key: If you answered yes to both of these
questions, congratulations! Y ou’ re a card-carrying moody
loner! If you answered yes to only one of the questions,
you're probably just a member of the Libertarian Party,
which is close enough as far as we're concerned. If you
answered no, don’t despair. Y ou’ Il cometoyour sensesone

day.

* |tis a little known fact that all of the people on this list have at
some point killed a man, with the exception of Abe Vigoda, who
only tried to bite aman’s ear off. We're pleased to report that Hal
Linden, star of stage and screen, recovered completely.
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But Am | Really aMoody L oner?
A Slightly More Difficult Test

1. Complete the following sentence: A bird in the hand...
a) isgood estin’
b) can get redly messy
¢) isworth abullet inthe brain

2. You decideto leavea dead animal onthe door step of that
special someone you' ve been stalking. Do you leave:

a) aguppy

b) an orange and white tabby cat

¢) arhinoceros

3. You've just snapped and gone on a vicious, murdering
rampage. Where would be the best location to go on your
killing spree?

a) afraternity rush event

b) a public eatery somewhere in the United States

¢) the United States

4. \What is your favorite leisure activity?
a) sobbing
b) killing
C) sobbing after killing

Scoring: For each (a) answer, give yoursalf 10 points and
subtract 4 fromthetotal. For each (b) answer, giveyourself
3 points and divide by the square root of 564. For each (c)
answer, subtract 10 points, multiply by theaverage circum-
ferenceof thehuman skull and add your zip codetothetotal.

* If you scored no points. You are a perfectly normal

human beingwithabsolutely nothingtoworry about, unless,
of course, you' relying about your scorein order toimpress
us, in which case you' re one sick puppy.

 If you scored anything else: There's no denying it.
Y ou' re one severely messed-up individua . Manic-depres-
sives probably shun your company because they think
you' re “too unstable.” Read on.

Tips For Beginning Moody L oners

NOVICE MOODY LONERS ARE ALWAYS AT A LOSS WHEN
they begin their careers as troubled loners living on the
fringes of a cold and unfeeling society. Should | be a
vigilante or acrazed citizen driven over the edge? Should |
writemy poemsinblank verseoriniambicpentameter?And
what about selling the rights to my life story to some
exploitative TV show?Good questions. And no matter how
daunting it al may seem at first, just remember: You'rea
moody loner. Things are supposed to daunt you.

Beauty TipsFor TheLoner In All Of Us

» Sopdeeping. Tossandturneach night. Walk thestreets
inthe seedy part of town just like Robert DeNiroin Martin
Scorcese’ s1975 motion picture Taxi Driver. Thiswill give
you aseedy, unwashed appearance, not to mention asallow
complexion. After afew dayswithout deep, you'll look as
bad as you fed.

* Don’t combyour hair. Asamoody loner, you shouldbe
fartootroubledwiththenefariouspl ot of society againstyou
toworry about whether your cowlick ismatted down. Forget
about your hair completely—this will give you a look
similar to that of Jesus Christ or David Croshy, either one
redlly. It' sthistypeof ook that moody lonershaveyearned
after for generations.

* Brush after every meal. This will help you keep that
healthy smile.

* For God's sake, stop smiling. Y ou're supposed to be
oppressed by the weight of the world's problems. Quit
actinglikeeverythingisall shiny and happy, whenweknow
very well that any minute now, you could be on thefloor in
thefetal position weeping profusely.

* Ifyou happento hear anyvoicesinyour head, doexactly
what they tell you to do, no matter how outrageous or
moraly repulsive. After al, the voices know best, and it's
smply better to give into their unseemly demands right
away, rather than allowing theseinner demonsto peck away
a your very existence. Remember—those voices are a
whole lot smarter than you. They’ ve been to college, you
know.

Moody L oner Exercises

* Keeping a rambling diary. Every moody loner hasto
keep a dog-eared, incoherent record of their half-baked
thoughts and sinister desires. It's mandatory—otherwise
how will big shot Hollywood producers make an exploit-
aiveTV show aboutyou?Y ou’ || bealaughingstock among
your fellow moody |oners, and considering that these people
never laugh, that’ s dightly embarrassing.

Try thissmpleexercise. Writeabout apainful childhood
experienceandwhy thegovernmentistoblamefor it. Make
sure your essay is at least five hundred words, typed
and double-spaced. You'll be marked down for spelling
errors. Begin.

Sample: Itwas at camp, and | kept wetting my bunk
bedbecause | was soworried aboutthe government'’s
inadequate health care policy. At night, the other kids
would cometo bunk and beat me with bars of soap and
oranges that they have shoved into their socks. And
that only made me wet my bed more. As | recall, one
of the kids looked like Nixon, with his beady eyes and
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evildesires. He kept shouting at me and hitting me and
taunting me about forced busing. That was when |
swore revenge against him, the Lutheran Church and
the aliens that were programming their wicked
actions.

 Writing deranged fan lettersto Hollywood superstars.
Every moody loner hasto write aton of obsessivefan mail
swearing dog-like devotion to some overrated actor or
actress. Y ouhavetodoit, or elsenoonewill understand why
you went on a 12-state killing spree. Some good celebrities
to write fan mail to include the silver screen’s Jamie Lee
Curtis, celebrity impersonator Fred Travelinaand entertain-
ment legend Englebert Humperdink.

* Weeping. Every moody loner has to fal to his knees
sobbing for no good reason whatsoever. It's part of your
contract, right after that bit about wearing faded army flak
jackets whenever you go out in public. Weeping is pretty
easy. All you haveto doisthink of something sad likealost
puppy dog or themotion picturelshtar. Y ou'll bedrowning
inyour own tearsin no time.

» Composing bad poems. Every moody loner has to
compose ream after ream of wretched poetry. Y ou haveto
because... well, because | said so. The poems can be about
anything, providedthat they arewithout rhyme, meter or any
redeeming literary value.

Sample:
| seeyou there, my love
Talking to someone else, who is not me.

PHILIP MICHAELS pmichael@sdcc13.ucsd.edu

| see the both of you laughing, laughing at
me! Damn your eyes.

So | shot the two of you in the kneecaps,
And | atethelast piece of key lime pie,
the one your mother baked us

Right before she got the rickets.

And it made me happy

Sothere.

Some Parting Advice

BEING A MOODY LONER HAS ITS DISADVANTAGES. YOU
don’t get invited to many parties, peopletendtorunin fear
from you and the only time you ever receive any red
attention is during the FBI manhunt after that unfortunate
incident at the Galleria over the weekend.

But onthe positiveside, you saveafortuneon Christmas
cardsand after awhile, thosevoicesins deyour head can say
somereal deepthings. Lately, thevoicel’ vebeenhearing—
let’s call him Frank—has been telling me that Billy Ray
Cyruswas Satan’ svalet.

Now normally, | would be skeptical, but Frank’ susualy
right about thesethings—at | east hewasright about Suzanne
Somers and her involvement with the global communist
conspiracy.

Sol figureFrank and | go pick up someammo and maybe
acouple of mortars, and we...

Uh, anyhow. Y ou understand what I’ m saying.

Has just completed his junior year at UC San Diego. He is the executive editor of Spite magazine, and the news
editor of the UCSD Guardian newspaper. This piece originally appeared in the first issue of Spite. For more information
on that paperzine (to which the editor of InterText s a frequent contributor), e-mail bboychuk@ucsd.edu.



TIMETO SPARE

BY ADRIAN

B ECK

» Having friends you’ ve known since childhood can be mind-bending. Nobody can hide fromall the stupid things
we all did askids. And now, even after all thistime, they probably know you better than you know yourself.e

CAN NEVER WALK ON CONCRETE. AS A KID, SPLITS AND
I divers of pain shot up to my knees when teachers

madeusmarchonthesidewalk; thefedingstayswithme
today through grocery storesand parkinglots. Dirtand grass
arealwayseasier and more honest, softer. WWhen my mother
took mefor shoes, onceayear, | wouldlook for onesthat felt
like I was walking on the ground, but | never found them.
Jogging shoesare close, but my feet
fall around them. | find myself walk-
ing on their sides, the soles rolling
out from underneath my feet, and
needles of pain piercing my shins.

So | roll over and stare at the
concretefloor from the height of the
mattress, trying not to drag the blan-

We go along almost like we're in
a museum, look but don’t touch,
alarm sensors everywhere. I'm
amazed they let him come back
here, after everything.

the same division, but mostly they worked as ateam. We
werebornin Oklahomaand moved onfromthere, switching
companies, following the contracts. It wasgreat funfor me
and Willy—we d pack each other’s things, playing in an
adventure only we shared. | remember the faces of new
children in elementary schooal, trying to find a place for
themselvesin the middle of ayear, trying to learn the new
namesand places. Willy and | never
went through that. Movingwasn't a
terriblethingfor usbecausewewere
together. It wasn't moving at all—it
was just finding a new playground.

That changed when Willy was
moved up a grade. Then the only
timeswesaw each other wereduring

ketswith me. Thefloor stares back,
waiting. | know if | get up barefoot my legswill hurt therest
of the day. My shoes are on the other side of the bed. In
between deeps David, who doesn't have to get up for
another two hours.

| don’t want my legsto hurt becausetoday | havetogoto
seeWilly. AndWilly can’tjust it thereandtalk to people—
he has to drag them along with him through the concrete
floors of his converted warehouse, showing them thisand
that asthey try to explainwhy they’ vecometo seehim, and
that makes things worse. Willy doesn’t seem to think that
peoplemight go out therefor somereason other than just to
see him. No life exists for him outside the warehouse.
Newspapers might aswell be sciencefiction.

| stand carefully, tiptoethrough thedoor to thebathroom,
snap on the lights.

| futzwithmy toothbrush until my teetharecleanand my
breath scrubbed—and now | am ready to think. | pull on
some socksand pants, then snatch asweater upfrom next to
thebed, reasoningthat they areall equally clean. | try tolock
the door quietly as | leave. David doesn't want to be
reminded about my going to see Willy.

Skipping over afence, | follow the weeds along theside
of anirrigation ditch and wonder if today—a rather warm,
cloudy day—isstrange. If itis, then | think that everything
will go al right with Willy. If not, then we'll have to get
drunk again.

WILLY AND | GREW UP TOGETHER—AS MUCH AS MY SELF
and anyone could grow up together. Our fathers built
airplanes. They originally worked for the same company in

15

recess—and Willy’ d get teased for
hangingaroundtheyounger kids' playgroundwithme, even
more so because | was a girl. Eventualy Willy stopped
comingover, andthen, thenextyear, our fathershadafalling
out. Hisfamily moved again and mine stayed behind.

Since then I’ ve always thought of Willy as being ahead
of me, both because he skipped agrade and because he got
to move one moretime.

Maybe he' s ill ahead of me.

HE SAYS HE THINKS MY HAIR HAS GROWN. | RUN MY
fingersthroughit—I hadn’t givenit any thought, but | guess
it has. Hisisjust growing back, so | don’'t say anything.

He whedls around through the doorway, taking me out
into the cool air of themain area. The crates and cardboard
boxes are al where he left them, the fluorescent orange
Spray-paint still scrawledeverywhere, [abelingthings.Chair.
Doorway. Mess.

Willy was always one for organization. The Caterpillar
forklift is till in the corner, zebra-striped with purple, the
telltale shimmer of grease beneath it. We' d never managed
to get the thing running, not after all these years.

“Wanna go up and see Chez Viola?' he asks, pushing
himself aong. “Been awhile.”

Chez Violaisan old supervisor’ s office overlooking the
mainfloor of thewarehouse. Willy had convertedittoaden
of iniquity with atelevision and an old mattressthrowninto
one corne.

| hesitateand cast aglancetowardsthewindowsof theold
offices. | couldn’t see the tattered lawn furniture we'd
arranged there. “Canyou?’ | say. “1 mean...”
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“No,” he says, astatement of fact. “I suppose not.”

We go aong dmost like we're in a museum, look but
don’ttouch, alarm sensorseverywhere. I’ mamazedthey | et
him come back here, after everything. You' d think they’d
take him somewhere else, aresidential program, or at least
send someone here with him to make sure hewas all right.
But | guessthey won't. Willy isan adult. We both are now.

“The docs says my ship fucking well camein. Say it's
fashionable, being an artist and all. Van Gogh, you know.
Robert E. Howard. Got it made now.”

“Oh.”

Willy stops, looking at astyrofoam panel |eaning against
adoor, the outline of ahuman figure melted intoit. “Isit a
strange day yet?’

| don't know what to answer. “1 don’t know,” | say
lamely. “ Probably not.” Inwardly, | kick myself.

Willy waits a minute, taking in the white-on-white.

“Uh huh,” he says, and turns away.

WILLY SETS THE BOTTLE DOWN ON THE TAR ROOF AND
dowly wipeshismouthwiththeback of hishand. Asl reach
for it a truck—a pickup, four-wheel drive—rumbles over
the old train tracks that cut the road leading to Willy’s
warehouse. Dust flies up, a mandala without a god, then
shiftsin the setting sun.

“Want some Codeine? They gave me some Codeine.”

“No thanks.”

It wasapain in the asstrying to get him up here. We'd
started at fiveand the sun doesn’t even start to go down until
about seven this time of year. Neither of us said anything
about it—our conversation skirted the task at hand.

| liked theroof becauseit sunk alittle under my weight;
heliked it because hecould seeall around thebuilding, king
of hishill.

It was strange to carry him up, then pull the chair along
afterwards. He's so light there’' s almost nothing to him. |
remember thetimel brokemy handand Willy had pulledme
back tothehouse, out of asnowstormontheway homefrom
school. Probably saved my life then—kept me from going
into shock, then freezing to death.

He might figure this makes us even.

| take aswig from the bottle.

“The trust money is gone now,” says Willy, looking
towards the gold-tinged, treeless mountains. “Looks like
things are pretty much over.”

“Thebillsdidit?’ | ask.

“Yeah. Ateital upand more.” Willy snorts. “Lookslike
| gottago out and get ajob, now.”

“Shit.”

“Y eah. Shit. Passthe—yesah, thanks.” Theshadow of the
bottle fals across hisface. He doesn’t look much ol der—I
hadn’t expected that. | wonder if it sjust the light.

“Dol look older?" | ask suddenly.

“What?' Hesitsupalittle, eyeingmelikeatraitor. “ Y ou
think you' re growing up on me or somethin’ 7

“Just asking.”

“Well, then.” He settlesback down, pulling the shadow
of his baseball cap over his eyes. “1 guess. Your hair's
longer. Older women’ resupposedtohavelonghair. How're
thosegran’ chillin?’

“Oh, fing” | say, nodding. “Fine.”

“Glad to hear it.”

Wesitawhile; | propmy feet onthelip of theroof. | know
theamber fluid is settling into mebut | can’t fedl it and this
worriesmealittle. | reach for the bottle.

Willy sighs.

“If you need a place to crash, I've got space,” | say.
“Staying here might not be ahot idea.”

“Really?” Willy squintsat thesunset. “ Sohow’ sDavid?’

“What?’

“How’sDavid?’

| take abreath. “Zonked.”

“That al?’

“Pretty much.” | rubmy eyes. “Hequit smokingfor New
Years”

“Mmmm.” Willy setsthebottledownagain.“ Thought he
gaveit up for Lent year 'forethis.”

“Hedid.”

“Then the Lord's an Indian giver,” he smiles, teeth
glintingwiththe sunlight. “ And we'll al get our soulsback
come Judgment.”

“Y ou dready got yours back once, though.”

“Yeah,” Hefumblesaround inside his pocket and fishes
out some tablets. “Reckon so. Sure you don’t want any?’

Dear Li bby-
Don’t worry about the sleeping
pills anynore. They're all under the
sink in the upstairs bathroom in the
pl astic Safeway bag. I"m feeling
better and have sorted things through-

you don’t have to worry about the
pills anynore.

Today | bought a gun.

Willy

THAT HAD BEEN LAST YEAR WHEN WE WERE LIVING
together, before David had moved in. Before there was a
need for himto movein. | can still seethe napkin stuffedin
my old 1953 Royal typewriter, theonethat had survived the
Blitz, undoubtedly—the one ill sitting where Willy had
left it.

David had taken the note out that night, after I’d gone.

Ittook mealongtimetorealizetheBlitz happenedbefore
the typewriter had been made.

The night had been bad enough aready; cold wind
ripping at the walls and the TV reception flickering, snow
imminent. We still hadn't picked up from New Year's,
athough!’ dfinally swept thebrokenglass. Thepopcornhad
long since been crushed into the carpet; now it wasonly the
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dightyellow of butter that distinguisheditfrom plaster dust.
Bowls and glasses and cups were everywhere—a dark
coffeestaininthedoorway. | hadn’ t been doinganything but
reading—I’ d managed to get in and get someteaand settle
down without once looking at the old Royal. It's like that
somedays. Sometimesyou can sit at it for hoursand hours,
watching the paper go through it as if someone else were
typing. Other timesyou can’t evenlook at it, likeyou can't
look at your parents or your grade school teacher.

Of course I'd gone draight over to the warehouse,
running lights and diding on the ice in David's Chevy.
Willy'd crawled to the doorway, towards the phone, when
| got there. | stared for along minute before | did anything.
Thefirgt thing | wondered wasif they’ d ever be ableto get
the stain out of the carpet.

“THEY LET HIM ouT?”

“Sure. Hecan't pay anymore so they had to let him go.”

“And...” David stopped, running hisfingernailsthrough
hishair. | watch expectantly over therim of my cup. “Butis
heall right?’

“They plugged the hole. Looks fineto me.”

“Oh, for Chrigt’s sake—" David disappeared into the
kitchenette, his sounds filling the place his body had left.
“And he' sback at the warehouse?’

“Mhmmm.”

“Wonderful.”

| sipand set thecupdown. “Why?Doesthat bother you?’

“Bother me?’ David's head and a shoulder re-emerge
from the kitchen. “Oh, no, why should it?| mean, it'sonly
where hedid it thefirst time—"

“You make it sound like there's going to be a second
time.”

“Wdll, what if there is?” He looks at me a moment,
seeming pleasedwiththesilence. It carriesonfurther andits
weight shiftsback to hisshoulders. David fidgets and turns
back into the kitchen. “'Y ou’ d think they’ d send him some-
placeelse,” he saysfinaly.

“Where?’

“I don't know—some loony bin.”

“They sent him home, David. The warehouse is his
home.”

“Y eah, well they till should lock him up.”

“Hecan't affordit,” | say, and take another sip.

SOMETIMES WE' D GO TO A SCHOOLYARD IN THE EVENING
or in the summer—when nobody wasthere. It was strange
to see the asphalt, the jungle-gyms, the tires, the paint, the
sand, dl sitting there without kidsto scrape their kneesand
bleed onthem. We' d decided that’ swhat playgroundswere
for—for kids to bleed on. Blood was like frustrations and
playgroundsprevented kidsfrom taking theirsout on teach-
ers. Wecamefor similar reasons. We' dwalk around, eyethe
basketball hoops—shorter, closer to the ground now than
they had been—and tal k about things. Comicbooks, Christ-

mas, anything. Evenhome. We' dtalk about Willy’ sdog, his
parents, my parents, thetrees, the peoplein the houses next
to the school. We'd talk about superheroes and cartoons,
how to build a better Lego rocket-ship.

| suppose it was from watching TV we'd learned about
plot twists, about melodrama. | think that if you kept every
aspect of our lives—cars, cigarettes, drugs, schools, mov-
ing—and somehow stripped out radio and TV and books—
no, just stripped out the pul p, thetrash—that you’ d find we
wouldn’'t have been rebellious, that we never would have
donewhat wedid. No more sprained anklesjumping off the
roof because Willy thought he was the Six Million Dollar
Man. No more imaginary tantrums or tears over fights. It
would have been wonderful and we would have been
children, the children our parents meant usto be.

Asitwas, melodramaruled our lives. It satisfied our need
for attention, gave us the means to the corruption and
decadencewewerelooking for. And when wefound it, we
learned how touseit. Webecamesubtle, whichtrand ated to
“bright” and “gifted.” We did well in school, even as we
moved, confident in our sophistication, our superiority, our
ability to draw in otherswith our frightening darkness, our
secrets. It wasours, it was all we had.

And now look &t us.

| SET DOWN THE PAPER, THINKING IT LOOKS VERY CHIC
againgt the paint-spattered bench in the warehouse. Willy
smiles, then tosses an old paint tube into the trash. He's
cleaning—company is coming.

“Nest, huh?’

“How did they find out about you?” | ask, lifting myself
up onto the tabletop.

Willy smiles again, examining the bristles on an old
blackened brush. “I told 'em. Rolled right out to the pay
phone and told’em.”

| laughat this—I canjust seeWilly popping quartersinto
the phoneto call up the newspaper, hisvoicevery degp and
controlled. He looks up and me, grinning even wider.
“Srright, Libby. That'sexactly what | did.”

“So who're they sending?’

“Their Arts and Leisure editor. I'm hot shit—I get the
editor.”

“Wow.”

“Publicity, babe. That'sthe way it works.”

I nod asWilly bumpsaround thetableto examineaseries
of jars, layersof pigment and sol vent nestly cross-sectioned
intheglass. “Why did | getinto thisshit?” he says, pulling
coagul ated brushesfrom each. “ Spray cansarebetter. Point
'em, sgueeze’ em, toss’ emwhenyou’ redone. Disposable.”
He sgueezes fluid out of the bent bristles, staining his
fingers, wincing. “No such thing as red sable spray paint.”

“Rips up the ozone, Willy.”

“Yeah, s0 does farting. Ozone's disposable t00.” He
passesmeajar. “ Dump thisdown the sink, will ya?| don’t
gotta save old turps no more.”
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| take it and walk across the floor. “So why’'re you
rejecting your old spirits?’

Willy sitsback, carefully examining thetabletop. “ Gon-
na be rich, Libby. Then I can get clean turps, brand new,
straight from the ozone layer.”

| dump the jars and watch the mud swirl down the sink.
“How’reyou figuring?’

“Y ou got methinkin’ last time. They say Van Gogh was
addicted to turpin.”

| turn, bringing the jars back over and remounting the
table. “ Y eah, so? Maybe he ate his paints and shot himself.
Big dedl. He' sdead.”

“The man sold asunflower for 37 million, Libby.”

“Nuh-uh,” | say, seeing wherethisisleading. “Whoever
owned that painting soldit for 37 mil, probably after paying
ten bucksfor it.”

“I intend to improve upon that example.”

| sigh. “You'refucked up, Willy.”

“Not yet. Whichremindsme—" Hefiddleswith hisshirt
pocket, produces aplastic bag. “ Gotta do something about
that before Ms. Bradburn arrives.” He reaches for a matte
knife.

“Oh, man.” | don’t want to sound
whiny, butthisisredly pushingthings.
“Y ouaren’ t—thisisthepaper you' re
talking about.”

“I sureas hell am.” He wipes his
mixing surface with arag. “Market-
able. Gottahavethat crazed| ook, that
beyondness. Angst.” He spillsalittle

| sigh. “You're fucked up, Willy.”

“Not yet. Which reminds me —"

He fiddles with his shirt pocket,

produces a plastic bag. “Gotta

do something about that before
Ms. Bradburn arrives.”

“I’'m sorry, you'll haveto leave. The show isn't open.”

“Guest of the artist.” | give her my best condescending
smile. “Elizabeth Francis? Surdly it'son your list.” If | had
acigarette—if | smoked—I would have exhaled then. Not
into her face, but close enough that she'd know. Asitis, |
blink twiceand put ahand onmy hip. Sherufflesthroughthe
clipboard.

“Yes.I’'msorry. Thereceptionisback intheacquisitions
room, through—"

“Yes, | know whereit is—thank you very much.”

As| walk through the gallery | notice the air. Stale, but
underneathit al, thefaint smell of thewarehouse, thefreon
and grease.

| decide the show, for that reason, will be a success.

Willy issurrounded by menandwomeninsuits. They're
holding cups and standing in atight circle, twittering with
nervouslaughter. Willy isn’t wearing ahat and you can see
the dent where his skull doesn't quite fit together. He
introduces me and the heads of the circle collectively turn,
nod politely, then lock back into place with Willy at their
center. I’'m reminded of a car crash—the fascination of
blood. | step back and get a glass of
something, then lean against the for
wall. | pick upapamphlet, pretendto
peruseit, and wait for Willy to need
aride home.

STABILITY, | THINK, ISN'T REALLY
the thing that’s been getting to me
like it’ s been getting to Willy. What
gets to me is concrete. Not just the

of the powder onto the tabletop.
“Shit, Willy.” | stand, reaching for my jacket. “I'm
leaving now.”

“You'll missthe hirth of a star. Brightness—" He ges-
tures. “ Glitter. The smell of fresh turpentine.”

“Get lost.”

“Loveyatoo, Libby.” Hesmiles, | know, behind measl|
walk towards the door. Out the window | see the sedan
pulling up over thetrain tracks, turning towards me.

Willy should stop watching soap operas.

IT's NICE. NOT THE MOST PRESTIGIOUS PLACE, BUT NICE.
Not that I’ d expect somewhere prestigiousto carry hisline
of shit, anyway. | see pieces | remember from years ago,
remember fumesburninginto my snusesupinChez Viola

Oh man.

“Excuseme.”

| turn, facing awoman with cropped hair, ajumpsuit and
boots. | can hear her earrings clank against her neck—she
smellslike a boutique.

stuff that youwalk on, sendingicepicksupyour legs, but the
kindthey heapeverywherearoundyou, thekindthat tourists
pay money tolock themselvesinside. All everyoneseemsto
want are little concrete crannies to themselves. Doesn't
seem to matter what the people doin other crannies, aslong
astheir musicisn’t too loud and they don’t smell too much.
Concrete, after al, blocks smells.

But itisstability that Willy isafter. Hewantsan immor-
tality aside from children; an adoring public, and an end to
his guilt. He wants it in himself and in people, in living
things. It snot that he doesn’t want challenge—herealizes
that iswhat drives him—Dbut that he wants the freedom of
affluence.

He would make agood philosopher-king.

Me, it's concrete. Forget the people, the money, the
prestige—all of it. Theonly thing | really want is concrete.
Pure gray, machine-formed, shipped in bags, concrete.
Because it occursto me that the reason buildings are made
of concreteisits stability.
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By Marilyn Bradburn
Chronicle Arts Editor

ART TODAY—styrofoam, installations, screaming Si-
rens and flashing lights in galeries, artists strapping
themselves together for years as a performance; femi-
nism, mysticism, photo-realism, post-modernism, corpo-
rate sponsorship, post-structuralism... Tomany, it seems
that the art world has entered a phase of unprecedented
decadencewhereaMaster’ sdegreeisrequired to under-
stand childish scrawls and where charcoal smudges are
artistic allusions on the level of James Joyce. How can
someone outside the artistic elite garner anything from
thisjumbleof fluorescent meaninglessness? Doesart il
have the potential to communicate, or hasit become too
esoteric to berelevant? Has it gonetoo far?

Enter William Finnel, artist-at-large.

Over ayear and ahalf ago, Finnel walked into apawn
shopandbought arevolver. Onreturningto hisstudiothat
evening, he shot himsalf in the head. Discovered by a
friend, hewasrushedto St. Mary’ sHospital wherehislife
was barely saved.

“1didn’t havethegutstododeepingpills,” Finnel said
thisweek in aninterview. “| wanted something fast and
sure, so | bought the gun.”

Thisuncommon sense of immediacy and purpose has

A Vivacity In Art—The Story of a Survivor

alwayspervaded Finnd’ slifeand hisartwork. Particular-
ly inhiswork sincehisattempted suicide, hisartisfurious
with animation, vivacity—an unmistakablelife.

“Physical therapy washell,” hesays.” | guessthat gave
me alot of motivation to do anything besidesthat.”

Finnel remainsparalyzedfromthewai st down, but has
otherwise has made aremarkabl e recovery, according to
his doctors. According to Finnel himsdlf, he's“aliving
miracle of modern medicine.”

Theexperiencehasfused anincredible power into his
work, apower unlikely to be found elsewherein the art
worldtoday. It' srareto see suchforce, such emotionand
truth from any one person without the agenda of a
movement or minority bonded to it. There are no value
judgmentshere, no palitical agendas, butinsteadtheview
of anindividual withinasociety, both beforeand after an
incredibletrauma.

“So many other [artists] see themselves as being the
true answer to theworld' s problems. Me?1 don’t got no
answers... | just know what I’ ve been through.”

Theresult isart that undeniably speaksto our age, to
peoplerather than art historians—art that uncompromis-
ingly communicatesitsintent and content.
*WilliamFinne’ slatest show, “ BloodandNapkins’ may
beseen at Girlin Galleries, 27600 Lake Avenue, through
September 7.

| CAREFULLY CUT THE ARTICLE FROM THE NEWSPAPER,
using a pair of mending scissors | have left over from my
mother’ s sawing kit. | admireit amoment, turningitinthe
light, to seeif it will vanish like ahologram on the cover of
National Geographic. Things published, put on paper like
that, have atendency to vanish if you look at them acertain

ADRIAN BECK

way. | don’t particularly want thisto vanish, but I’mnot sure
| trust it either.

| pressitfirmly betweenthepagesof apaperback | bought
afew years ago, then put that in one of the boxes sitting on
themattress. | know itwill besafethere—I’ venever readthe
book.

Is afreelance editor, photographer and researcher for several publishing firms in the Pacific Northwest. He can be reached

in care of gaduncan@halcyon.com.

Miles away from help, Frank was attacked by a pack of wild poodles.



