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First Text

Jason Snell

can put out an issue every two months. I'm hoping to
alternate with the publication schedul€Xfantg so

the two magazines will dovetail into a semi-monthly
production schedule.

Quanta if you didn’t know, is a bi-monthly net
net magazine devoted (well, I'd like magazine — and its specialty is Science Fiction.
think it will be devoted) to the public InterText on the other hand, is for all kinds of fiction.
tion of fiction. | don’t mind publishing SF here, but sir@aantais

First off, I'd like to thank Jim McCabe, the maran established magazine with a specific format, I'd
who producedthenefor all the work he did on thatexpect most of the SF to go there.
magazine. Then again, since people who use the net seem

This magazine takes its place, and | hope thatbe forward-thinking in nature, | wouldn’t be sur-
you will all find the stories we publish to be entertaimprised to find that there’s so much SF out there that |
ing and thought-provoking. Publishing a commerciahd up running quite a bit of it. It doesn’t matter what
magazine is a risky business — electronically pukind of fiction appears in Int€ext...it's up to you.
lishing a non-commericial magazine is ris&gd Within this issue you'll find an interesting col-
essentially untried. The only similar magazine thigction of stories, to say the least. A few stories (but not
publishes in both ASCII and PostScripformat in  as many as | had hoped) fell into my lap for this issue,
the United States that | know of is Daniel Appelquistiscluding two fromQuantas Dan Appelquist, one by
Quanta,which has been published since Fall, 198&yself, and one by my Assistant Editor Phil Nolte.
(The other netmagazines ddargonzine which is Still, I'd hope that InteFextwon’t be dominated by
distributed in ASCII format only, and tiildsman “editor-writers”, and so | encourage everyone to
a roleplaying journal.) submit their fiction. There are some stories (espe-

First, a little bit about myself: 'm a Junior atially non-SF stories) that have no other net outlet, and
Revelle College at the University of California, Saso you might still see stories by editors here, butwe’ll
Diego, majoring in Communication with a minor irry to keep it to a minimum.

Literature/Writing. I've been writing fiction since | (For example, next issue I'll probably end up
was in elementary school, though none of it has beanning another story written by me, just because it's
professionally published yet. Of course, | havemibt SF and so | can't really get it iffuanta)
submitted any of it, so there’s nobody to blame but Dan Appelquist’s “Anticipation of the Night” is
myself. a fascinating piece of work... quite strange, yes, but

In addition to my schoolwork, | put in a ridicuvery interesting. His other story, “A War inthe Sand,”
lous amount oftime at UCSD’s school newspaper, thias sort of written because of this issue’s cover. | sent
Guardian I'min my second year at the paper, and I'dan a template of Int€extthat jokingly listed a story
the News Editor. called “War in the Sand.” | guess Dan took me up on

This newspaper thing figures into Infextin a it. Anyway, those stories and the closing pieces by
big way. Namely, this publication is being laid out o8reg Knauss (“The Talisman,” aloopy Stephen King
the Macintosh computers at tkuardian offices. parody, and “Schrédinger's Monkey,” a deep con-
Right now, in fact, I'm sitting at the keyboard of &emplation of quantum mechanics and bananas) form
Macintosh lIfx. | have a Macintosh at home, but | felthat I'd like to think of as a pair of strange bookends:
that | really needed to use the best when working faro to welcome you to this first issue and two to wrap
the readers out there. it up.

Well, okay, I'll be honest — the Ilfx is a really In between are Nolte’s “Direct Connections,”
neat toy, and | figured laying InBextout on this (which we’re printing under sad circumstances —
machine would be a good deal of fun. Indeed it isPhil gave it to me only afté&émazing Storieejected

What do | expect from this magazine? All it), a story by me, and stories by Andrea Payne and
really want to do is bring good stories to the peopgiéary Anne Walters. | thank everyone for submitting
who subscribe. I'll be hunting down stories on arand helping me out with this issue.
subject from all over the network, and hopefully we  Some people have asked about an FTP site for

Welcome to Intefext the new
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back issues of this magazine, and for those who'd
rather not have the issue pop up in their mailer. Well,
with great thanks to Brian Kantor of UCSD Network
Operations, Intdrext will have an FTP site on
network.ucsd.edu  — look in theintertext
directory (of course).

Before | go, I'd like to thank everyone who
helped out with the creation of this magazine. It has
been three months since | began working on this
magazine, and many people have contributed. The
PostScript cover artist for this issue is Jeff Quan,
Graphics Editor of thé&Suardian and Macintosh
Graphics God. When | picked the cover of the
PostScript edition in November, | didn’t know that it
would be even more relevant now.

I'd also like to thank Dan Appelquist for giving
me help on how to distribute the magazine and for
testing the validity of my PostScript code,
zoetrop@ucsch.ucsc.eflor giving me a program
that corrected amajor PostScript problem, JimMcCabe
for his help in easing the transition and allowing me
to use theAthenemailing list, Guardian Design
Editor James Collier both for saying he liked the
InterText design and for taking the picture of me that
appears on page three, and, of course, my assistant
editors Geoff Duncan and Phil Nolte.

And thanks to all of you for subscribing to the
magazine. Feel free to send us letters with your
comments about things we should change, things we
shouldn’'t, and anything else you'd like to know.
Geoff, Phil, and I will be sure to listen.
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. blood. | stood there for a long while, trying to remem-
A W th S d ber who had lived there, who the small owner of this
ar In e an garment might have been. Discouraged, | returned to
Daniel Appelquist Lnylzhelter, the basement of some now unrecognizable
uilding.

Last night | heard rockets. The sound was a When | reached the entrance to my shelter, |
familiar one, but it still somehow manages to grdbund a small boy on his way out, shirtless, obviously
hold of my spine. | lay there, on my concrete beginder-nourished, clutching as many of my supplies as
shaking, trying not to think of tomorrow. | can’t saye could carry in the tattered remains of aturban. | was
where the rockets were coming from, or where theyiraged, beyond all reason. I struck him, | don’t know
were going to. | heard no explosions last night, bibw many times, | think | saw in him all that was
perhaps it would have been better if | had. Th&ong with us, all the weaknesses that had brought
explosions of the past few nights somehow had tihés calamity upon us. After the child ran away,
intensity to jar me out of the realm of consciousreaming, | sat down in the middle of the scattered
thought, turning me into a creature of mere instincans the child had dropped and cried. | had been
my will to survive primary. The sounds of rocketeeduced to my own object of hatred in that moment.
only made me think harder about who | was, wher@ihat monsters are we men. Our civilization is pretense.
was and when the madness would end. Our science, a sham. Our kindness, a convenience.

Last week, my cousin and aunt left, setting oWe would build sprawling empires out of dust.
on the long trek across the plain, the no man’s land. | But when the bombs begin to drop, all our false
don’t think | will ever see them again. | don’t knowaces drop with them. Carefully constructed worlds
why | didn’t go with them. It had nothing to do withcrumble noiselessly at our feet. | stood there in the
pride, nothing to do with a love of country. Perhapssireet for a long time, looking up at the sky, silently
was the nagging thought that an escape from the plagssing God for bringing us to this, then cursing
| have called home would constitute its ultimatayself.
destruction. | have no wish to become a refugee, to The engine-roar of a formation of war planes
abandon all I have known, to become a nameless starieking overhead brought me out of my reverie.
one, fleeing like a cockroach from a burning buildingdow like birds they were, | thought. How graceful in

| have heard a rumor that the tanks of the enethgir movements. How awesome in flight. No. Not
are on their way, rolling in a ceaseless processtairds. Birds do not rain destruction upon cities and
through the vast desert sands. If they arrive, they willvns. As if to answer my thoughts, a group of
find no resistance here, in this pile of broken concre@ltures ascended in rapid, flapping chaos from be-
once atown. | welcome them now— not because theyd a mound of earth. | did not look to see what their
areright, butbecause they representan end, a bringjogrry had been. Perhaps a friend. Perhaps a relative.
to a close of this ungodly catastrophe. | will greet thdrbid them a silent farewell, picked up my cans and
with open arms. descended into my shelter.

This morning, there was smoke on the horizon, Now, | wait for the tanks, for the soldiers. There
acolumn of dark grey painted on a backdrop of lighigrno feeling, only a vast, empty nothingness in my
grey. Grey is a color | have become well acquaintedad. Now | hear the rockets again, and now the
with of late. The very air here is thick with a grey soagxplosions. Why have | bothered? | should have let
aresidue from past bombings. A rain will sometiméise child get away with my cans. The nourishment
wash the air, leaving it clear for an hour or two, unthat now keeps my brain alive would have gone to
the bombs return and the cycle begins again. Latehych better use in his mouth. Perhaps his thoughts
there have been no bombings, but neither has thgeild weigh not so heavily upon his brow. | wonder
beenanyrain, sothe dustremains, settling only slowlien they will come for me, when the fire from the
onto the already debris-laden ground. skies will finally seek out my safe haven and make a

| went in search of food today, thinking that tnockery of my fight for survival. Now? Now?
might find some bottled water, some canned fish. Al Now.
| found was a ripped child’s cover-all, stained with
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L. . into my own. For them, | have become a bar(&od,
Antl CI a.tl O n and father confessor, rolled into an incongruous one.
p How theymust revere me, my minions. They come to
. me to depositthememories, and by doing soto share
Of the N Ig ht their experiences, thus to madach act they commit
sacred in some small way. A link — to transcend
prayer, talk, all earthly modes of expression and cut to
the quicklin the instant | sense their waking thoughts

Satan, the wiles of the immaculate beast retumable to truly breatrough, to take ACTION!) |
yet to further troubleny already derided spirit. Andbecome more than myself, and | sense thecom-
what should | have expected, | in mpermost pro- ing part of me, their life stories only sub-plots of my
tected sanctum, the fire light of those withereaivn. Perhaps some of them think they control me,
memories casting a pale black shadow upon mpgrhapsthey think these me for their own purposes,
craggy pock-marked face. but in their hearts, they fear.

It was only here, in the tower | created with my  ‘Jerem’, they call me: ‘The Reawakened’. My
own pride, my foolistarrogance, that | felt truly safe throne, a bed where myasting body, beyond atro-
and it was here that the battieer my soul, having phy, sits vestigially, omnipotent. Frahere, | sitand
been planned and replanned for centuriesfinally relate to them visions of times long past, of thiogg
fought, and lost. | say this in no uncertain terms, mifafgotten; of days when men of power, ruling with
you. | have succumbed to that hate, that uncontreteel fistsyould stare eye to eye, knowing that even
lable desire to which afiretend innocence. | havea flinch would silence anillion voices, even the
made my peace with it and in doing saalve sur- memories of whom would be reduced to a qiff
rendered, the half-truths of my life becoming full liesmoke. There were such men, and | was among them.
atleast now honest in their untruthfulness. I look upddy memory ofthose days is crystal clear. | can lose
others, thosevho pretend an existence apart fromnyself in those memories ahdften do, letting the
evil, apart from that whicbontrols, that which con- players of my mind act out scenes frompagt. It is
torts, and | laugh. In a corner of imgart | long for that only the most recent of memories that | now find
time, the time of ignorance, of blindngasctuated strangely obscured, no doubt the product of my
by a joy so foreign to me now that | think | would natecrepit brain — ah whatfair instrument you have
recognize it, or would mistake it for pain or anguisheen.

Call me, then, Jeremiah. lam aman, and yetmy Some have said that the Brain is not the true
heart is the heart ofi¢ beast, the heart of the magenter of one’s souhatin this explanation thereis no
before Man. My only hunger now s therning Lack, beauty, no harmony to show Godisine influence.
that which drives me on to commit atrocity afteFhey know nothing. Within the beautiful symmetry
atrocity in hope of fulfillment. The time of my mortabf the Brain is the ability to have such thoughts, such
hunger hasong passed. My corporeal nourishmemwful, grinding examples of mortality, that even |
provided to me by mechanisms apatily subter- have been loath to loakpon them. | have known
fuge, | cheat Death of her prize quite glibly. Mine Brains, oh yes. So many that they dadynting. The
the best life money can buy. myth of the mind, that attempt by man to raise his

Ah Death, how fair you are, and yet how yofaculties above the level of a simple chemical reaction,
must despise me fputting off our wedding date sobeyond nervand synapse, is his last, greatest lie to
rudely and so often. We will ligined, Death, you and himself. There is no mina@nly the Brain, that juicy
| —but notyet. I have alittle businesattend to first. repository of all that makes us truly aguattily hu-

And so in the first year of this, a new eon aman, even to the last.

Earth, | sit, awakefor, in this state, even sleep is It is not man we are truly searching for but the
robbed from my hardly human bodyhey come to image of man, which ismbellished within our con-
me, my minions, my demons, and show me thingsjousness through re-telling anegtelling. It is that
proofs oftheir atrocious acts, their foulness reekirgrchetypal hero for which we forever searatgble
through my mind as theinemories become absorbetb come to terms, finally and satisfactorily with the

Daniel Appelquist
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idea thathe does not exist, or has died away. In tloeé my own inner thoughts they knewthing. Thus
time of death, perhapsge come to this realization andny re-awakening, my bane. That | should have been
graspfor life to be reborninto tmew knowledge, but brought back into this world, this never-ending pain.
bythenitistoolate, the dying embers ofmast cannot How | resisted, then, and how they fought me.
kindle anew the fire of our forbidden future. We aréhey did not eveopenly oppose me, but their ex-
consigned to once more trace the same circle, foregpectations were a ladder, each riongging more
going back andorth without ever truly knowing protestations, yet still leading downwards into un-
ourselves or those around us. Bibrreal purposes, knownabysses. | know now that | was true evil from
blind, deaf and dumb. the moment lucky spermet unexpectant egg.

In my false death, my trickery, | have surpassed And then, resigned to a life such as they had
that terriblknowledge. I no longer search for man g@lanned, | resolvedhyself to change this world, this
for any sort of earthlfulfillment, save the one singleruined landscape of man’s blistlipidity. “Has man
sinking Purpose. See them gatixeund me in futile notreached the stars?”1asked them ifonlshness.
hope that they might absorb a measugeadtness, of “A foolish dream.” they replied. “The planets, then,
ultimate power: my acolytes, my priests. what of the colonies, teeming with fresh insight, noble

Once, | was possessed of earthly flesh, but tisgiritandourpose,” to which they replied “there never
flesh has melted awdyexists, and yet it does so onlyvere such places. Therever was such a spirit.” And
as a convenience. Once my emotimese such that in that moment, | despaired. | thoughén, in my
oftentimes I would close my eyes and weep inwardmbition, that | would bring about a change, atornado
or smile the smile of true happiness. There is nothinfprogress that would shake the foundations of the
that delights maow. | remember when | awoke, afteearth. | wasinstead, drawn into the whirlpool of an
they had taken my body fromdtyogenic crypt. “Lead ever decaying, dead planet.
us,”they had pleaded, those elite, thoseohpawer. Now, my minions leave my fatherly care, to
“Bring us power, for in the ways of distrust, we am@estroy, to rape whatevstill exists in this filthy,
merepupils.Youare the professor-professor.” dying world, to release the dragons. Ahy sweet

| resented them at firdtthought them mad to Delores, if only you could see me now. When | killed
bring me back. | did not want this Godhood thas you | kept you with me throughout all time, forever
being foisted upon me, so fresh out of the grave. Beinventing youtmmaculate psyche. Now they re-
it was toolate. | had been deified long before miease the Gorgon. Split the fragdgg of your own
awakening. | remember nmyorbid fascination with birthplace. Return its dust to that which, iohéd’s
the texts that described my deeds of ifew inac- breath, created all that now is. | know you truly, now,
curate they often were, and sometimes how stunninBlgath. | am your angel. Encircle me with your eager
correctThey knewtruths thathad been kept, | thouglarms and let usmbrace.
only between mysedind my own inner confessor, but

DanieL AppeLquist  daln+@andrew.cmu.edu

Is a senior studying Cognitive ScienceCatrnegie Mellon University. In his spare time, in addition to
sometimes writing obscure fiction, he publisk@&santg the electronienagazine of Science Fiction and
Fantasy. He resides in Pittsburgtennsylvania with his girlfriend, Roberta, and his cat, Emma (more
commonly known as the Psycho-Kitten). He plans on spendirgtfaender of this year in a desperate search
for employment.
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Actually, Hughes wasn't all that bad looking;

D' she had even accepted a ride home once, on a rainy
IreCt day, before she knew what he was like. In his car
. outside her apartment Hughes had proved himself to
Con neCtlon be all hands and terribly hard of hearing. That had
happened over three months ago but it was as though

PhilNolte  the incident had given him some kind of go-ahead
signal or presented some sort of irresistible challenge
AWhitman’s sampler lay withits lid open on théo his male ego because, since that time, he had taken
coffee table. Inside, a jumble of dark brown waxed grabbing the soft and sensitive parts of her body
paper cups lay empty and in disarray. In fact, only fowhenever he could contrive to get her alone at work.
of the little cups still contained their chocolate coatdthat was the other problem, Hughes was experienced
treasures. Janis mentally scolded herself for havingd clever enough to make his moves only when he
eaten most of the bottom layer in one sitting. could be certain that there weren't any witnesses.
“You're gonna miss your target weight for thiganis found it hard to believe that a man could be so
week, Janis,” she sighed, thinking aloud. Stilbrash and bold and so insensitive to another person’s
chocolate was her only indulgence, one she ocfeelings. What an ass!
sionally resorted to for solace, especially after a Just thinking about it made her want another
particularly trying day. Like this one had been. Hehocolate. She looked the remains of the sampler over
hand hovered over the box for a moment as staefully before selecting another of the little tidbits.
decided which of the remaining morsels looked the Janis suppressed a shudder as the day’s incident
most appealing. Finally she selected one and bit irém through her mind for the hundredth time. She had
it, savoring the rich, dark chocolate. Ah, a coconiinocently boarded the elevator to head downstairs
center, one of her favorites! for afternoon coffee. Hughes had cleverly dashedinto
Janis Tolbert was alone in her efficiency apathe elevator just before the door closed. As the elevator
ment, sprawled out on the old beat-up sofa, stkgan moving he hit the emergency stop, which
dressed in her work outfit, a smart, no-nonsense natanded them — alone — and pushed her back into
blue skirtand white blouse that still looked reasonalihe corner. She could still feel the weight of his body
fresh in spite of having been worn all day. She had Ipeessing her into the corner and his rough, inept hands
shoes off and her panty hose-clad legs propped ugainfully mauling her breasts. Janis pushed him away
the table. The boxed remains of a take-out Chinesel covered her bosom with her arms. That target no
dinner added to the clutter on the small table. Sbager accessible, he redirected his efforts to her
knew from experience that nothing worked better $éhapely and unprotected backside, reaching behind
soothe her shattered nerves than a little out of conth@r to gather a generous pinch of the soft, yielding
self-destructive eating binge. flesh. She brought her knee up and slapped him as
“| could killthat damned Maynard Hughes!” shéard as she could. While he was momentarily stunned,
thought. “I swear to god if he ever lays a finger on e cancelled the emergency stop and pushed the
again I'm going straightto Dr. Parsons!” Hughes wagitton for the next floor. Janis stomped out of the
the reason for her present agitated state of mind.étievator, straightening her clothing, her face red with
was the office “lech” — a self-appointed God’s gift tanger, embarrassment and frustration. Her knee had
women—and he was nothing if not persistent. Janiissed its target — at least there had been some
was the present target of his unwelcome sexual sdtisfaction in the slap, but it wouldn’t deter him, it
vances, probably because she was a new employe®)ld happen again, she knew that from experience.
still under six-month probation, and Hughes wé&gVell,” she thought, “Just a few more weeks and I'm
confidentthat she would be reluctantto raise a fuss dfffprobation. Let's just see how that lecherous swine
course, itdidn’t hurt that he was married to the formeyacts to the threat of a sexual harassment suit!”
Estelle Parsons — daughter of J. Harold Parsons — Gobbling down most of the little box of
the founder of the Parsons Sensory Research Instititecolates had had the desired effect and she felt
where both Janis and Hughes worked. somewhat better about the incident. Atleast she could
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think about it without shuddering. Janis yawned ahdnds clasped awkwardly together. Sensing her ner-
stretched, her arms extended outward and abovevmrsness, Parsons continued. “Did you get a good
head, and glanced at the clock. Time to turn inight's rest?”
Tomorrow was Saturday and though it was normally  Janis found her voice. “Yes, thank you Dr.
a day off, she was going back to the Institute to e&arsons,” she managed to stammer out.
some extra money. The secretarial job she had didn't “Good, good!” he replied. “Well, we’'d best get
pay well and, her paychecks, like almost everyostarted. But first, let me show you our equipment.
else’s, were never big enough. The only instructioRgease come this way.”
they had given her was to get a good night's sleep Heled heroverto alarge, complicated chair that
because they wanted her rested and alert for s the centerpiece of the room. She followed cau-
morning session. tiously and looked it over dubiously. What she saw
did not inspire her confidence. It looked like a kind of
To her dismay, she had to share the elevatohyper-modernbarber’s (dentist's?) chair—one whose
the nearly empty building that morning with nonspecifications had come straight out of a demented
otherthan hernemesis, Maynard Hughes. She wrapgledtrician’s nightmare. There were wires and cables
herarms tightly around her bosom and backed into thaning helter-skelter from the base and down the
corner, ready to defend herself. Strangely, he didbdck of the chair, across the room and into a large
made any kind of move atall. Infact, he barely seengidss-fronted booth which covered the entire west
to notice her. It was like he was preoccupied witliall of the room. Through the wide, waist-to-ceiling
something. Butthe conspiratorial look on his face wandow of the booth she could see a battery of control
most disturbing. She breathed a sigh of relief whendwnsoles and computer monitors. There was defi-
got off on the second floor. nitely some high-powered research going on, because
She stopped outside the door of the appointeaich work station was manned by a white-coated staff
meeting place at 8:55 AM, five minutes early. Th@member and there were more than twenty of them in

frosted glass window read: the booth.
At the top of the chair on a moveable arm was a
Room small stainless steel dome, about the size of a large
351 A mixing bowl. Its surface was crawling with an even
Gustatory Studies more complex snake’s nest of wires that were gath-

ered into a fat, lumpy cable that ran down the back of

She was still a little flustered by her close brushe chair and across the floor before it too disappeared
with Hughes on the elevator but at least, to her religfto the glass booth.
he hadn't attacked her again. Perhaps her penetrating “We’re doing gustatory studies here in our
glare had been sufficient to keep him at bay. Slaboratory, Janis — research into the human sense of
shook it off, took a deep breath, opened the door daste. | think it's safe to say that we have made some
went in. real breakthroughs in last few months. Make no

Hardly anyone in the busy room even looked upistake, what we're doing here will surely revolu-
as she came in, except for one person at the far enttboize the science of how and what people eat!” An
the room. She recognized the man immediately asssistant helped Janis into a white plasticized cover-
tucked his clipboard under his arm and came ovewlh gently sat her down in the chair and buckled her in
greet her. His was the face in the painting in the ma#th a sort of webbed seat belt. The chair felt fine, it
lobby that gazed down at her sternly every time shas softly padded, and supported her in just the right
entered or left the building. It was the old man, nopéaces. Janis was almost comfortable, except for the
other than J. Harold Parsons, M.D., Ph.D. himsdifard little knot of fear simmering in the pit of her
who was heading the team that she had volunteeresttmnach.
be guinea pig for. “Please relax, Janis,” soothed the old doctor.

“Good morning. You must be Ms. Tolbert,” théThis will be totally painless. In fact, | think you'll
distinguished, silver-haired old researcher said jovialfind it to be quite pleasurable.” He carefully placed the
“May | call you Janis?” She nodded nervously, hemetal mixing bowl device over her brown shoulder-
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length hair — it fit snugly — and after a few minobe considered to be roughly calibrated. However, you
adjustments to position the fit, he secured it withpaobably know that the senses of smell and taste are
velcro chin-strap. He then swivelled a small tray ovelosely linked. Next we’ll try some familiar foods to
infrontof her. The tray had a stack of wooden spatutdetermine how your individual patterns differ from
on it and five small containers that looked just like heur previous subjects and to tune in that all-important
mother’s Tupperware. After looking the whole set-ugfactory component.”
over one more time, he smiled, patted her on the The pretty, young assistantbroughtin adifferent
shoulder, and went across the room to enter the botithy and took the old one away. On it were a number
Janis was alone with her thoughts for about halb&fruits and vegetables and other everyday foods like
minute. bread and cheese. She tasted each one in turn, all the
“As | said earlier, we are going to do some testshile receiving encouragement from the disembod-
on your sense of taste, Janis.” The voice, sudden esutlvoice in the headset. Dr. Parsons made an an-
unexpected, startled her. Inamoment she realized tirmincement after the second tray was removed.
Parsons was speaking softly into a microphone that “Save this setup on drive B, Hamilton,” she
was wired directly into a speaker in the mixing boveard faintly. Then more loudly: “We’re ready to
headset. “Butfirstwe needto calibrate our equipmemtove on to phase two now, Janis.” The lights in the
Would you please take a small taste of the firstom dimmed. “Until now we have been measuring
sample?” One of the containers on the tray had a lattge electrical signals from the receptor cells in your
number “1” scrawled in magic marker on its top. Shaste buds to the corresponding areas of your brain’s
removed the lid, took one of the disposable woodiste center. Now were going to use our calibrations
spatulas from the pile on the left and, expecting tteeelectrically stimulate your taste center. This will
worst, carefully took a small taste. allowyouto experience selected tastes directly, without
There was no electric shock, no thunder. It wakewing or eating anything. Have another water
salt, good old-fashioned table salt. She felt the salityse, please.” She nervously complied. The voice
bite of it on the sides and tip of her tongue. came again, “Are you ready?”
“Excellent, my dear!” came the soft voice from  Janis gulped and said tersely, “Okay.”
the helmet. “You're coming through loud and clear.”  There was a change in tone of the persistent
She couldn’t move her head but from what she codléctrical hum that had pervaded the room all morn-
see, it looked as though Parsons and the others vigeFunny, she hadn’'t even noticed it until it changed
busy making adjustments to their equipment. “Nopitch. Very gently she felt a sensation brush at the tip
rinse your mouth with some water from the squeeakher tongue. It started out faintly and ended up
bottle and try sample number two. sugary sweet. Next was sour, followed by bitter and
Number two was pure white sugar thatdissolvedlty. Each was pure and perfect, only the gritty
immediately and tickled at the tip of her tongue. Skexture of the powders was missing; the equipment
repeated the procedure for samples three and faould even mimic the sensation of cool wetness that
Three was a dilute aqueous solution of quinine, bittee liquid formulations possessed. Janis smiled —the
on the back of her tongue and the roof of her mousiensation was definitely weird, but really rather
Janis had never developed a taste for gin and tonic pledisurable, just like J. Harold Parsons had told her at
the water rinse was most welcome. Number four wiae beginning.
vinegar, wet and sour, which nibbled sharply at the “Excellent, Janis. Okay, now we’re ready for
sides of her tongue. Parsons and the others continpiealse three.”
to make adjustments to their consoles after each There was another change in the intensity of the

sample she tasted. electrical hum and Janis tasted the pure tart-sweet
His voice sounded soft and clear inside thikavor of the orange she had just enjoyed about a half
headset. hour before. It was the same... only different. It was

“Very good, Janis! You've just finished tastinggomehow amplified, better, this despite the lack of
samples of the four major families of compoundany familiar texture on her tongue or in her mouth.
salty, sweet, bitter and sour, that together make upTiine apple was better, too, and she had never tasted
human sense of taste. At this stage, our equipmentsach flavorful bread. Janis was favorably impressed
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with the new technique, to say the least! that phase. You might call it ‘a blast of chocolate
But they had saved the biggest surprise for lastraight to the pleasure center!” You really liked it?”
Using recordings from their previous subjects that “Any time you need a subject, just give me a
had been subtly modified by the computer prograrmell,” she replied. They both laughed.
to match Janis’ electrical patterns, she was able to Parsons’ tone became a little more serious,
experience foods that she hadn'’t tasted earlier thEtere are many possible applications for this research.
day. And they had somehow chosen her favorite.Of course, none of this would be possible if we hadn’t
Chocolate! created machinery that can directly stimulate the
Chocolate — smooth, almost intoxicating milkrain using a non-invasive technique. With this
chocolate that bathed her tongue and the roof of temhnology many things become possible. A weight-
mouth in creamy ecstasy. This was the way chocolktss program would be a snap, because you could
was supposed to taste! Too soon, it seemed, it wa&perience the pleasure of any food you wanted while
time for something else. She was terribly disappointeelver eating a thing! Or you could eat something
when the wondrous sensation ended. mundane and have it taste like something sublime.
But only for a moment. Imagine, for the cost of the electricity, you could eat
They followed it up with the rich, almost bittela cheap, tasteless, nutritious pap, while enjoying the
taste of dark semi-sweet chocolate. Perfect! Newensations of a gourmet meal! Or keep a library of the
had she tasted its like. It was incredibly pleasurablegrid’s greatest cuisine in the memory banks, to be
nearly orgasmic in its chocolate intensity! experienced whenever you have the desire or ...” He
But they still weren’'t done yet! stopped, a little embarrassed. “I'm sorry, Janis. | get
While Janis was still in sensory shock from thiand of carried away when | start talking about it.
tremendouschocolatenessf it all, they skillfully They made small talk for a few more minutes
layered on a subtle mix of flavors that had her absmd shook hands before they parted. She left the
lutely reveling in a sort of tenth-power chocolatdsuilding with a spring in her step, elated with the
covered cherry! grand experience she’d just had, glad to have most of
She almost cried when they shut off the powarSaturday ahead of her and secure in the knowledge
and the lights came back on. The assistant came dliat her next paycheck would be fifty dollars fatter.
and helped Dr. Parsons disconnect her from the ch@lie went out and did a little shopping and then spent
She swiveled her head to and fro and up and dowtiie evening at the movies with her best friend Gwen.
get the kinks out of her neck. To her acute embar-
rassment, the upper front portion of her coverall was After her Sunday morning workout, she decided
soaking wet. Deep in the throes of her chocolate orggy have the remaining chocolates in her Whitman’s
she had apparently salivated all over it. Obviousdampler with a cup of coffee. She carefully selected
they had been thinking ahead by having her put on tme of the remaining miniatures in the yellow box and
coverall. delicately took a small bite of it. Funny, it had the right
Parsons held out a hand to help Janis up. Shetfetture and feel butitdidn’ttaste right at all. The flavor
fine, outside of being a little dizzy. The assistamtas off, the tidbit tasted more like wax than it did like
helped her out of the coverall and took it away. Rethocolate. She washed it down with a gulp of coffee
faced, she wiped off her chin with the towel thaind threw the rest of the piece away “Stuff goes bad
Parsons handed her. so quickly,” she thought, and reached for the one
“That’s one side effect that needs a little workyemaining piece, a chocolate covered almond. The
said the old doctor lightly. “How do you feel, JanisZImond flavor came through just fine, but again the
She glanced at the clock and was amazed to find ttfaicolate tasted funny, like paraffin. She sighed and
it was nearly noon. The morning was over. finished her coffee and then got busy doing her
“Uh...Okay, | guess,” she said. “Wow, that lagaundry and writing out checks to pay her monthly
part of the experiment, the bit with the chocolate, wiails. She thought no more about it for the rest of the
incredible!” day.
“Oh yes,” he chuckled. “We like to add a bitof  In the evening she noticed that the chocolate
stimulation to other selected areas of the brain durimint she had after dinner had the same sort of weird
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taste but it really was kind of old. Wasn't it? worse.”

She beganto get worried when the Mr. Goodbar “What if | decide to sue you?” she said as her
she bought out of the vending machine on Mondessolve began to crumble, knowing that the threat was
morning to have with her coffee break tasted the satnellow even as she made it.

Alarmed, Janis offered half of it to one of the other “You did sign a waiver, if you remember,” he
secretaries to see if she thought it tasted funny. replied.

“Mr. Goodbar,” said the older woman. “One of It was obvious that Parsons had no idea how

my favorites.” miserable life would be for a lonely, single woman
“Does it taste alright to you, Phyllis?” who couldn’t enjoy a bit of chocolate once in a while!
“You bet, nice and fresh. It's perfect. Thankganis fell back on her last line of defense. She began
Janis!” to cry softly.

A few minutes later Janis was outside of room  Parsonslooked at her for afew moments, and his
351, trying to calm herself down enough to knoctgce softened. Even after thirty years as a Psycholo-
enter and explain her problem. She screwed up bt, the old doctor was still a sucker for the young
courage and rapped softly on the door. woman’s tears. He endured her onslaught for only a

Dr. Parsons answered the door and though $&& moments before getting up and putting his arm
might have imagined it, she thought he looked a litkeound her shoulder. “There, there,” he soothed, “let’s

nervous himself when he saw it was her. notargue. I think I have a solution thatwe canboth live
“What is it, my dear?” he asked. “You seemwith.” She looked up at him hopefully. “You were

rather upset.” such an excellent test subject that I'd really like to
“I'm sorry to bother you Dr. Parsons, but I'ncontinue working with you — to find out more about

afraid there’s something wrong,” she said. what went wrong, if nothing else. If you really miss
“Wrong? What do you mean?” chocolate so terribly we can just hook you up to the

“It's chocolate,” she said. “It doesn’t taste rightnachine and take you for a ride. What do you say,
anymore. I've tried several different kinds in the lagainis? I'd like you to become an integral part of our
two days, since the experiments, and they all tastergearch team. The pay will, of course, be a lot better
same to me — just like wax.” than your secretarial job.”

The old doctor nervously ran his fingers through  Janis knew when she was being offered a good
his hair. “Please sit down,” he said solemnly. He todlkeal.
adeep breath and letitoutwithasigh. “'mvery sorry, “l accept,” she said, wiping her eyes and sitting
Janis. | was afraid that something like this might haup straight. “But make sure that those dials are on the
happened. “You eat a lot of chocolate, don’t you#ight settings from now on, okay?”

Janis nodded. He continued. “Did you eat alot it just “Just be thankful that you're not Maynard
recently?” She nodded again. Parsons shook his héadyhes,” said Parsons.

“That'swhat|thought. Afteryou leftI noticedthatthe = Her ears perked up at the sound of the name. It
gain on the transmission unit was two clicks higheccurred to her that now was the perfect time to bring
than it should have been during the chocolate inut that subject.

test. The result is a sort of fatigue of the nerves as a “Hughes,” she said. “I've been meaning to talk
consequence of sensory overload. We were lucky tteatou about him, Dr Parsons. He’s absolutely terrible,
it wasn’t more intense. Hopefully your condition wilk real sex fiend, always grabbing at me and the other
get better soon.” girls in the hallways and in the elevator. Something

“What do you mean by soon?” she asked, jugtould be done about him.”
managing to keep her voice controlled. “I had been looking the other way because of my

“Well,” he replied. “Certainly less than a yeampoor long-suffering daughter,” Parsons confessed.
possibly only a few months.” “That and I'm afraid that his condition is partially my

“A year!” she cried. “This is terrible, chocolatdault. Hughes volunteered to be a subject on the
is my favorite food, my only vice, it helps me get byWicAllister sexual stimulator a couple of months ago.
What'll | do without it?” Unfortunately, the results were not quite what we

“Now, now,” he said, lamely. “It could beexpected.
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“Oh really,” asked Janis, intrigued, “what hapsaw him last Saturday,” said Janis, remembering her
pened?” brief panic on the elevator.

“Because of his highly oversexed nature —  “Probably. He setthe machine on full power and
which I didn’t know about, by the way — we had thém afraid that he irreversibly overstimulated some of
power set five notches too high when we hooked hihe nerve channels to his brain. This time his condition
up to the simulator. He suffered a numbing of th& not reversible — the power was set too high. It's
senses just as you did. That old McAllister unit hahgic. If only he’d had a little self-control!”
one more side effect that we've corrected on the new “Poor Maynard!” said Janis.
simulators: the subject was afflicted with an over- “Yes,” said Parsons. “Thank goodness we've
powering and irrational urge to satisfy his desirdiked the irrational addiction problem on the new
That explains his awful manners. Maynard would doachines.”
or say almost anything get relief. Eventually he found “I'm glad to hear that, Dr. Parsons,” said Janis,
that he could only get satisfaction by hooking himsejétting up. “I really should get back to work now.”
up to the simulator. The poor fool began coming 8he glanced at her watch. “Actually, | have about ten
after hours, boosting the power ever higher with eatinutes left.” She thought for a moment. “You don’t
visit. Hamilton finally caught him one evening. Wesuppose you could hook me up to that machine right
took away his key and gave him a stern talking twow, do you? | mean, just to see if it works. It would
Unfortunately he must have had a duplicate becaosty take a few minutes, wouldn't it? Please? You
he came inand hooked himself up again thisweekerglize that | haven't tasted any chocolate for two

“Hm, that must be where he was going whemlhole days now! Please, Dr, Parsons, please?”

PriL NoLTE NU020061@vm1.NoDak.edu

Is 42 years old, and works on potato diseases as a full-time research specialist at North Dakota State Universit
in Fargo, North Dakota. He is also a part-time graduate studemhusigraduate with a Ph.D. this spring.

He writes science fiction as a hobby, and because he thinks there is a shortage of the good stuff. He says h
will keep writing until he finds that he hates doing it.
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gloves!” He pursed his lips. “I've even seen himin the
Th e SCU | ptor studios painting or drawing or whatever, still wearing
the hood and gloves. | think he’s obsessed.”

“With what?” asked another of the group. She
was a newcomer to Brakespear, having transferred to

The marble was flawed. Anyone could see th#te school to finish her degree. Alex looked her up and
Though the translucent block of pearl-white storm®wn, as if to say “I don’t know you, so why should
appeared whole and lovely, moving into a differehitnswer your questions?”
angle of light clearly revealed the tiny webs and “Jyl-Ann Korotev,” she ventured by way of
fractures that made it all but useless for sculpture. Tin#oduction, and at a slight nod by Lindy, Alex
Sculptor eyed the marble with a critical and irritableontinued.
eye. “l think he views himself as some kind of

“Perhaps Michelangelo could create from thiccentric artiste, with his put-on airs. He won't make
damaged stone,” he thought, “as he created the timnerch of a therapist, though, with whatever emotional
less ‘David’, but I am not Michelangelo!” baggage he carries along with him all the time. That's

He turned and walked around the block wherenhy he’s so rude, you know?”
stood on his artists’ pedestal, again and again, taking Conversation ceased as the group entered their
in the sight of both the glory and failing of the stonelassroom. It ceased not because of their entering, but

“I cannot work with this,” he sighed. He laid hidbecause the subject of their discussion was already
hand uponit, and feltthe tingle of mystic power withitnere, seated defensively with his back to the far wall,
the vibrant pillar— deep in his mind he felt fashionddcing the door. Jyl-Ann got her firstlook at the much-
the image of what lay hidden within. discussed genius cum s.o.b.

The Sculptor stepped back to his worktable and There wasn't a lot to see. Caleb MacDhougal
took up the narrow-bladed chisel and the smallwood&are a long, midnight blue cape which sported a deep
mallet, the tools of his artistry. Then returning to theod. This effectively hid his face in deep shadows,
marble he carefully placed edge against the stoeeen in the bright fluorescent light of the classroom.
lightly tapped it with the hammer, and the first shayl that could be seen was the slight movement and
ing of his creation slipped away like gossamer on thegry sparkle of his eyes. His jeans poked out from
wind... beneath the cloak, and the hint of a dark shirt could be

seenin the sleeves that were firmly overlapped by the

Caleb MacDhougal was impossible. He wasnds of long, tan leather gloves covering his hands.
intractable. He was rude, and curt, and foul-mouthed. He studiously ignored the others after their
He was unapproachable, solitary and unkind. Vesptrance, and they all took seats on the opposite side
few persons in the graduate program for Art Therapf/the room from him.
at Brakespear College held much hope for his success Jyl-Ann was intrigued. Caleb radiated quite
in that field. Very few persons wanted anything to diearly that he wished to be left alone in whatever
with him, because he was so all-around unpleasgmivate hell he was in. Jyl-Ann couldn’timagine what
But in spite of all the negative things he was, he heolld tear a person up so... or she could, but having
away with whatever medium he chose to work in, addalt with her own darkness with the help of a loving
the spark of genius could be said to burn in hihusband and acommitted priest-counselor, she some-
somewhere. times lost sight of the pain and anger that could twist

“If only he weren't so damned secretive anand gnaw and destroy a person’s self-respect and self-
arrogant and unsociable!” said Lindy Walker as slave.
walked with friends toward Hillyer Hall, the site ofthe ~ Rather than join the others in their rejection of
first of many practicum classes for art therapy gr&ileb, Jyl-Ann walked over to the seat next to his and
students. She spoke to her circle of friends, gatheestted, “Is this seat taken?”
in the previous year of the program. The hooded head jerked up and bright blue eyes

“And strange,” added Alex Burton. “Alwaysturned to glare up at her... she sensed the utter rage
wearing that hood and cape and those tan leatinembling beneath the eccentric clothing. Nothing

Andrea Payne
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was said for a moment, then he croaked hoars&¥prd.
“No, sit wherever the hell you like,” and returned to  “Caleb.” She brushed his shoulder with her
contemplation of the sketchbook he was holding. hand. He started violently and leaned back away from
Jyl-Ann cautiously stole a glance at the image bér to stare viciously. “My friends call me Jyl. Um, my
charcoal tiger lillies and cornflowers on the paper.goals are depicted here” she moved the pastel scroll-
was elegant, and she said so. Caleb snorted in disgustk of vines and leaves around a glowing cross
whisking the sketchbook closed and slamming Hitoserto Caleb’s workspace “by the obnoxious growth
books upon it with a finality that reverberated acroegthese flowers... | hope not only to be taught how to
the room. Gingerly she took the seat next to hilpg an art therapist, but also to be my own client,
surreptitiously finding Lindy’s gaze, hoping for supworking with others and God to better understand me
port, but finding nothing but tense astonishment thexed my inner soul.”
and inthe eyes of the rest of the class. Itwas with relief Caleb stared at her with clenched jaw until she
that she realized Mark Kaiser had entered the rosauirmed uneasily, then slowly turned to his own
and begun taking role call. drawing, tapping a slow beat on the blade of the knife
When finished, Mr. Kaiser turned to Jyl-Anrwith the pen at each uttered word. “Revulsion. Fear.
with a reassuring smile. “Ah, yes. A fine new face iutilation. Death.”
our midst. Would you like to take the floor and tellthe  After class Lindy caught stride with Jyl, popping
class something about yourself?” with questions. “What do you think of Caleb, Jyl?
“Sure. I've been interested in art therapy sincédow could you stand to sit next to him? Did he say
was a senior in high school. I took one of those geneaaything to you? Haven't you heard the stories about
interest computer tests and realized art therapy vé®? Did you geta look at his face?” At this last Lindy
the perfect combination of my love for the visual arit on a contorted expression.
and what | believe to be a gift for helping people. |  Raising an eyebrow in question Jyl replied cau-
don’t want that to sound conceited, but | have betgusly, “Alex was right about Caleb having a lot of
told over my lifetime that I'm sensitive — sometimebaggage.”
overly so—to the hurtfelt by others, and have wanted “His face and hands are withered and welted
to alleviate that hurt as best | could whenever possiiiéth ghastly scars! Jason told me during class that he
I've been working toward this degree on and off nogaught a glimpse of them when Caleb was rinsing his
for over seven years, and am very glad to settle dol@pe in the men’s room during that heat wave last
and finish it here at Brakespear.” summer. Caleb tried to get him to keep quiet about it,
“Well, good. We're glad to have you here. Nowut Jason’s a born blabbermouth.”
for an icebreaker to get everyone loosened up for the Andyou're certainly nothelping matters, thought
year ahead. Think of an object or group of objects tkigt, looking around guiltily at the throng of people
symbolizes what you would like to accomplish thiiey’d entered near the Towers snack grill.
year. Using any media you have available, depictthat “And Alex says he heard that Caleb got those
object or objects, and then partner up with one or t&ears from attacking a woman with a knife and trying
people and tell them about your goals.” to rape her—but she got a hold of the knife herselfand
Jyl-Ann watched Caleb while arranging hegut him up!”
materials. He sat still, but for twirling a silver pen,  “Knife?” Jyl gulped as she remembered Caleb’s
staring into space. She settled to work, mentaéiilling drawing in class.
sighing and asking for prayerful guidance. Her gentle  “But Sherry says he was caught in a horrible
scrolls were abruptly interrupted by a series of loause fire while babysitting two boys.”
growls from Caleb and the scrape of rough strokes of “Did they survive?” Her voice held a note of
charcoal meeting paper. Then silence. sarcasm as she recovered from her personal panic at
She shifted her weight to lean closer to the ddte rape story. All of this was probably an active
form next to her and cleared her throat expectanti§xtbook case of rampant rumor.
“Caleb.” A nudging. Soft. He began twirling the pen  “No. Personally, | think he murdered them and
again. Before him on the page lay a stark, reflectiigl them in the basement.”
hunting knife glistening with fresh blood. He said no ~ “Lindy, that’s ridiculous.”
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She quickly put a finger to her lips as a threatesaw deep within the rock could end in absolute,
ingly cloaked figure stepped in line two or threghattered chaos. It was a precarious balance indeed.
people behind them.

“Do you think he heard us?” rasped Lindy inan  Jyl stared at her salad for a long moment, stab-
ill-disguised stage whisper. bing at it with a trapped vengeance while under

Eyes flashing warning, Jyl shook her head curiyaleb’s scrutiny. Why does he watch me so?“...trying
and said, “Even if he didn’t, which isn't likely, mosto rape her...” It's only a vicious rumor... right? She
of the students in our class are probably wonderipgshed her bowl away in contempt. How could she
about him, and I'll bet your talk has piqued interest allow herself to fall into that talk trap...even momen-
our present company, too. Has anyone actually askatly? She set her chinin the cup of her hands, fading

Caleb why he wears his cloak?” into thought.
“Are you out of your fucking mind?! | won’t go So what's wrong with admitting I'm afraid? He
anywhere near him!” does cut a menacing figure, even if | don’t know the

“Uh-huh. Which means you've compoundettue reasonwhy. How would he reactto such honesty?
his isolation. Now instead of simply an obsessiVg he afraid of nothing? The memory of his staccato
oddity you've created grotesque reasons to be bothaks, “Repulsion. Fear. Mutilation. Death.” echoed
ridiculing and curious of him. in her mind, causing her to narrow her eyes and lean

“I want to be your friend, Lindy. And Alex’s, into her hands to attempt to read the suddenly guarded
and Jason’s, and Caleb’s, and everyone else’s frieshrkle staring back. Or does he soak up all fear and
If not close, then politely amiable. | doubt Caleb trudtatred and shock encountered from others to reflect it
anyone. But believe me, | want to change that. Afeut again in a front of omnipotence? If it's only a
all of this spewage gets around, whether or not itfient...
true, Caleb will be doubly hellish, I'm sure. If you  Butevenifitis a front, | still can’t bring myself
have curiosity to cure, confront him yourself. | warib ply excuses for Lindy’s “revelation” about him.
no part in your cruelty.” Surely he heard. And | doubt he’s a fool.

Jyl turned away from Lindy’s shocked open-  Thebestlcandoistrytofindthe goodinhimand
mouthed “O”with sick grumblings in her stomach...bd@ibcus on it.
not before they both sensed and saw Caleb gazing Whatif, inside, hidden beneath the shield of dark
steadily at them. shadows and wicked silence there is a man repulsed,

It was with a great shuffling that the girls gathafraid, and lividly hateful of himself?
ered their food and moved into the room. Jyl stopped Then | can only accept him as he is, reach for the
and looked apologetically at Lindy. “I'm sorry. Hegood, and continue to be honest. Perhaps he may
scares me, too. But I'm determined not to let my feamme to trust me.
keep me fromtrying to get to know him better. I'llsee At this she walked over to him and waved
you later. I'd like to be by myself for awhile.” Jylmeekly. “You've frightened me, watching me this
moved away slowly and took a seat in an almosfternoon. What do you find so fascinating about
deserted alcove and picked dejectedly at her saladyhe?”
appetite long gone. Brooding, she glanced up to see Caleb snorted, retorting, “You're afraid. Good.”
stark blue eyes gazing at her from the depths of ahood Jyl felt a shiver of dread pale her face ashen.
not more than two table lengths away. “They’re only rumors!” she screamed to herself.

“As to fascination, | could ask the same of you.”

The form was there. A basic, rough-hewn shapke rose then, towering above her in a swirl of cloth
almost clawed from the stone by the chisel laying inartd scent of soap, and stalked from the hall, whipping
now in The Sculptor’s slick- sweated hand. A precahis dishes on the conveyer belt with a clatter.
ous balance was held in this block. He traced the dark Over the next few weeks, Jyl gently and persis-
flaws with his fingertips, straining in his mind to seently greeted Caleb every day in their classes with a
how he might integrate this ugliness into the frozeoft “Good morning” or “Hello”. Tense and silent, he
beauty he wished to create. A misplaced tap, a ttarned his back on everyone while working, jealousin
eager breaking out of the form toward the details his protection of his project plans before completion.
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Jyl never intruded, but she let her presence be feldngsent, but not so much that Caleb was one of them.
tentative verbal nudgings when the frustration bfer greeting to him was barely a whisper. He shifted
artistic failure loomed too closely. his weight uncomfortably, gave her a shallow wave,

One morning, Jyl came to class early to gaihen returned his attention to the potter’'s wheel he
some quiet time for finishing a project, and Caleb&®ntemplated. She quietly stepped up beside him and
entrance was felt more than actually seen. Her gresttidied the cylinder of clay with him. “What will it be,
ing to him was subdued and preoccupied. He settieéaleb?”
with a huff, then grumped a low “Hi” in her direction. “A study in clay netting. Coiled lace on the outer
Jyl froze for a fraction of a second, her eyes growvalls.”
wide at the gutteral sound. Her smile of pleasure was “You must have very deftfingers for detail work
evident despite her attempt to control it. like that, Caleb. I'm sure it'll be gorgeous.” Jyl turned

to slice off a chunk of clay from the storage supply,

Another sliver fell away. With an exasperateand began kneading it and mashing it just for its
expulsion of air, The Sculptor pushed away from tle@ergy absorbing properties. Caleb fired up the wheel
table and stood to stretch. The faint hint of a leaf. Bartd began weaving the shining coils around his
that damn flaw held him in check. He was temptediessel. As the pattern grew, Caleb half stood in his
crack it with one deft blow...but that would shatter tl@ncentration. Out of the corner of her eye Jyl saw
grace he’d been coaxing from the stone. Little piedghristy lugging a five-gallon bucket of glaze behind
of marble, some no longer than his thumbnall, litter€hleb, trying to get through a space too narrow. With
the floor. This was the only way. a clunk and a splash the bucket hit Caleb in the back

of the knees, throwing him forward.

ToJyl'sdismay, her classmates did notshare her The sound of Caleb’s work collapsing beneath
desire to befriend Caleb. Most simply ignored hirhis body seemed loud in the sudden silence of the
One or two bordered on the obnoxious with refeeom. For a moment, everything seemed frozen in a
encestothe “Phantom of the Opera” and “the Shadtaleau. Then Caleb was straightening up, whirling
knows”. And of course there were the rumors. Tloa Christy who backed down the aisle between two
frequency of halted conversations at her entry andrktables, terrified at the angry fire in his eyes.
Caleb’s increased gruffness caused her to be afrdileb’s arm was an accusing lance pointing at her as

Did Caleb even notice the energy she usedre hissed, “You clumsy... stupid... fucking FOOL !
protect him from Jason and Alex’s incessant teasiDdMN you!”
and spying? She tried to pierce his menace by being Jyl covered the distance in two strides, yanking
presentfor him, tried to remain vulnerable and accepir Caleb’s shoulder in urgent determination. “Caleb!
ing to ease him into a friendship with her. Shealeb, stop it! Look at me!” Jyl stepped between
shuddered with the realization that he could heataleb and his quarry, near-desperation in her eyes.
lessly rend what threads of watchfulness and privegiie took his hands in hers, encased though they were
she’d already drawn with only a few curt words an clay-mucked plastic and leather gloves, and peered
actions. He was cold, arrogant, and sealed in a shrod the deep hood.
of crushing bitterness. Was she really up against the She would have recoiled at the danger she saw
monster Lindy hinted lurked in that hood? One whbere, but suddenly the pressure of control between
did not want her protection nor her attentiveness t@m was not hers. “Caleb?” she whispered, fighting
matter how subtle she was? This possibility had ramwn the apprehension as she stared at the shadowy
occurred to her before. And it hurt like hell. fissures and weathered parchment that were the left

Maybe she could work out some of her anxiegyde of his face.
in the ceramics studio. Clay didn't move as freely as  “I have been working for two months on this
a pencil and paper, but she did find it was safergiece, and she doesn’t even have the grace to say
punch around than most other solid objects, likexcuse me’? | could have moved aside, you know.”
apartment walls. Christy’s inane babbling apologies caused Caleb to

Anxious and pensive on entering the room, shen on her, still gripping JylI's hands. “You're care-
found alittle relief in that there were only a few peopless. You're an idiot. Why didn’t you just ask me to
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move? | don’t know how you ever got into thigoo far. Then you'll be sorry you ever haunted the
program. You've destroyed two months of my workBrakespear campus.” Jason never addressed Caleb by

Jyl tugged on his hands, drawing his attentidms first name. The formality lent more non- humanity
back to her. “Caleb, was this a project for one of yatar his attacks.
classes?” she asked. “Don't threaten him, Jason.” Jyl walked over.

“Hell, no,” he said bitterly. “l was just doing this “Oh, so now you've got a guardian angel, Mr.
for... for... me. Just because | like ceramics... althcDhougal. Is she acting as your tongue today?”
sculpture... just because...” His anger was lessening. “No.” One word.

His grip on her hands weakened. And finally, hislips ~ “Let it be, Jason. Caleb didn't hurt Christy

pursed tightly in a thin pale line, he brusquely pullgghysically, and he was rightfully angry. Caleb lost a
his hands from JyI's. He turned to the wheel, swept thiece of artwork. Christy lost a little courage. It's

crushed fragments of his creation to the floor, ander.”

strode coldly from the room without a backward “That's what you think.” Jason crossed the hall
glance. grumbling.

Jyl didn’t know if she should give chase or  Jyldidn'tlike the look of things. She shot a side-
remain still. But she probably should breathe agalong glance at Caleb. He met her gaze. “While the
With a whoosh she let the tension of the last fgwofs are puttering around, how would you like to do
minutes go, and sucked air into her lungs once maedandem critique of our own work?” she asked.
Christy was crying. “He’s not a monster, you know.”  “You want to know what I think of your work?”

Jyl looked at her defiantly, threw her poundings and “And I'd like to see what other ingenious ideas
Caleb’s fragments into the scrap barrel, and left. you've tried and been successful with. That vase was

A quick stop at the front desk confirmed Calebfantastic.”
apartmentbeing afloor up fromJyl's. Sheclimbedthe “Yeah.” Gruff. “Well, come here then.”
stairs, and soon found herself poised to knock on his Their voices were low as the judges started their
door. But the muffled sounds of metal against storminds. Jyl was careful to praise and encourage, and
stopped her. Working again. Didn’t his ideas evey ask Caleb before handling any of his pieces. They
stop? Didn't he ever get blocked? Didn’'t he ever geere all sculptured in some form.
tired? Jyl smiled, shook her head. He’s okay. And she “How do you do that, Caleb?” Jyl remarked on
snuck back to her rooms as quietly as she’d comea. three-foot-high marble carving of a gnome. “It's

Jyl remembered she still had to mount thretone, for God’s sake. How do you get a creature like
drawings for the critique tomorrow. It was actually that out of stone?”
finalist judging done by the art professors for the “You've seen my woodcarving, right? It's like
Brakespear Student Art Show. They would choosethat only the surface is much harder.” Caleb moved in
more than five entries from each class. Hope aindnt of Jyl's softsculpture train. “l think your embroi-
competition was high in the studios this time of yeatery balances the cab and cars well. You're talented

Jyl hoped Jason wouldn’t throw a fit abouh sculpture and detailstoo, Jyl.” Jyl blushed under the
Christy. They'd been going together for two yearfnd warmth in his eyes.
and he was almost fanatic about his protection of her They sat on a bench to critique other students’
from Caleb. Nothing had happened. Jyl had seemtork for the rest of the afternoon. And immersed as
that. But events like that always managed to blow dliey were in their world of color and symbolism, they
of proportion. She sighed and settled to work. Orpth started when Jason exploded in fury at the
morning would give the answers. judges’ announcements of the show entries.

When Jyl entered the gallery the next day where “I should have beenin this show. Not YOU!” He
the judging was to take place, Jason and Caleb waoeted a vicious finger at Caleb. “What did you do to
already having an argument. Or rather, Christy wagsasel your way into this thing, you son-of-a-bitch?”
standing off to the side with a smug look on her face “He didn’t do anything other than produce work
talking to Lindy while Jason yelled at Caleb. Satoketter than yours, Jason.” Jyl looked from Caleb’s
midnight tower stood his ground in silent contempgold -starred gnome to Caleb with a smile.

“One of these days, Mr. MacDhougal, you'llgo  Jason turned on Jyl with disgust. “And you!”
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Jyl's head snapped up in surprise. “What the hell doister of flowers on the table. Polished and glowing,
you get out of being near him? A good fuck? Is litesat in elegant splendor among a sheaf of scattered
“loveable and capable”? Do you “ease his pain” witketches, which showed various views of a deep flaw
sexual favors? You're a goddamn fucking SLUT'in the stone. Jyl traced the delicate form with her
Jyl sputtered and shook at the absurd crueltyfimigertips, then remembered why she’d come.
Jason’swords. She suddenly felt very small. Choking *“Caleb?” She walked tothe livingroom. No one.
back a sob, she ran from the room to escape the &feswalked down the back hall, and knocked softly at
that stared at her. his bedroom. No answer. She peeked in. He lay
Caleb rose slowly from his seat, and glared sstrawled on his bed in peaceful slumber, bare to the
Jason squarely in the eye, measuring him. “I usuablist. His scars extended down his arms and chest
let shit run off me like water off the back of a duck. Bstightly warping the muscles in streaks of white and
notwhen itinvolves my friends.” He hauled back arfdded brown. Embarrassed to find him so vulnerable,
hit Jason in the stomach, doubling him over. Calshe approached slowly, and drew the cover over him
looked at him dispassionately and then stalked framhis neck. Her touch awakened him.
the hall. He pulled back somewhat, his eyes shifting
between question and guarded uncertainty. “What are
The Sculptor had been working for hours. Papgou doing here?”
was strewn over the table and floor in utter disarray, Jyl's embarrassment increased. “You...you
sketches of the form before him. Maybe it woulderen’tin class this morning. I...I was worried about
work. Why hadn’t he thought of it before? Could hgou. So | came up here to check on you.”
actually make the flaw a fair part of the statue? “Oh.” He burrowed deeper in the blanket, gaz-
ing at her uncomfortably. “Why were you worried
The next day, Caleb’s chair in class was empgbout me? Why bother?”
Jyl tapped her pencil on the table. He'd never missed Jyl smiled and gently touched his scarred cheek.
aclass. She looked furtively at Jason and Christy. THe started to pull away, grimaced, then allowed
former was stonefaced. She traced circles over hanselfto come back againstherhand. “Caleb, you're
paper with her fingertips, made some weak scribblesy friend.” She squeezed his shoulder, then rocked
She frowned. Was he sick? Had something happebedk up on her feet. “C’'mon. Getup. I'llgo inthe other
to him? She made aface ather work and threw itawapm so you can get dressed.”
Afterwards, Lindy came up to her with awe in ~ “Jyl.”
her eyes. “You should have seen what Caleb did to “Hmm?”

Jason after you left!” “Thanks.”
Jyl's stomach took a flip. “What did Caleb do  She walked out in the hall, then called back,
after | left?” “Those flowers on the table are gorgeous.”

Lindy put her arm on JyI's shoulder confiden-  “Oh that. I've been working on that for a long
tially and said, “He rumbled something about crap niohe. The biggest bitch was trying to work around the
affecting him unless it had to do with his friends, arfldw.”

then he slugged Jason in the gut!” “How did you do it?”
Jyl's eyes were wide with concern.”"What did  “I realized | had to work with the flaw, and not
Jason do then?” against it. | think the whole thing is stronger now.”
“He just doubled over moaning, and Caleb “Like Michelangelo’s ‘David?”
walked out of the room.” “Yeah, right.”

Jyl looked around, hoping to see the familiar They were silent for a few moments, then Jyl
dark shadow, but he wasn't there. So why hadsttuffed her toe on the carpet and asked, “Why didn’t
Caleb been in class? you go to class today?”

She practically ran to Caleb’s apartment, sur- A long pause, then a sigh. “I had some thinking
prised to find no answer to her knock, and the ddordo.”
unlocked. “About?”

But more astonishing was the fragile marble “My scars.”
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Jyl nodded to herself, stroking the scars on her *“Caleb, | didn’t run away from you. And | don’t
arm, remembering the hopelessness and pain iblaane you for your being scarred. Did you ever think
young girl's mind so many years ago. “Do you watttat the others ran away from you not because of what
to talk about it?” She moved to the living room abkey saw, because you've always worn your cape, but
Caleb emerged in jeans and a green short-sleebedause of what they've felt from you? When |
shirt. approached you that first day of classes, | could

He stood running his fingers through his haialmost tangibly grasp your anger.”
watching her. Abruptly, he turned to trail his hand  “Of course | know that!” he exploded. “I drove
along the edge of the table. “I've been working ontiisem away! That fucking cape is my protection
all semester, you know.” He grazed the petal edgesiginst this whole shit-filled world!” His voice caught
the statue with his fingertips. “Do you recognize it&nd he covered it over with a cough. “But hiding

Jyl moved to stand opposite him. “No...you’'vdoesn’t work anymore.” he added softly.
never done... wait a minute! Cornflowers and tiger He sat there for a minute or two, clenching and
lillies!” She locked her gaze with his in confirmatiornunclenching his fists. Then he laughed without mirth,
“It's from that drawing | saw the first day of classsaying, “When no one was looking, | put my hands
right?” around one of those fucking vases.” He mocked

She crouched down at eye level with the piecedbildlike wonder and the fateful action. “The shock
scrutinize it more closely. Then she turned and saght me into convulsions, and the glass spread and
softly, “Does this tie in somehow with what's botheisplattered over my body like the Blob.” He rubbed at

ing you?” his arms and hands as though to scrub the scars off,
“Yeah.” He ran his fingers through his haithen wiped his hands on his thighs. He looked reluc-
again, not looking at her. tantly at Jyl. “The damage was already done by the

“Caleb.” She rose, taking one of his hands time the teachers could get there to help me.”
hers, gazing at him plainly. “I'm your friend. Talkto  Jyl sat still for a long time, letting his words sink
me.” in, trying to send acceptance to him. She slowly held
He pulled away and strode to the window. Fawut her hand. “Magic is a great thing, you know. And
some time he simply stood gazing out at the lawrrthink there’s still a spark of it inside you, because
“When lwas inthird grade my art class took a field trjjou’ve managed to become a successful artist despite
to a glassblower’s shop,” he spat through his teetthe pain you experienced.”
“A field trip.” He glanced at her then, and back to his open,
“Yeah.” His face took on a pained expressiomelted palms. “Yeah. Pain. It's interesting, isn't it,
his knuckles white on the sash of the window.”Sontigat I'm a sculptor now, and that | work with cold
of the finished pieces sat on a shelf, cooling. Theyings... clay and marble and the like.” Uncertainty
glowed. | thought there was some kind of magstill lingered in his voice.
inside.” Then he turned and slowly sat down on the “Jyl.” He gingerly placed his hand in hers. “|
couch. “Why the hell am I telling you this? You don'tealized yesterday that I've never let the bitterness
need to know this! | feel like it's being pulled from mego.” His grip tightened. “For all these years I've clung
one fucking word at a time.” to the rumors, to the teasing and the cruelty and the
Jyl wondered if he’d ever fully trust her. Heugliness, and let them devour me into a shadow.” He
voice was very quiet as she spoke. “What do you thildok a shaky breath, looked at her squarely. “I've
I’'m going to do to you if you keep talking, Caleb?hever stood up for me as a man. I...I've always lived
“l don’t know. Go away.” as the monster everyone’s said | am. I've had to come
“That’s right. You don’t know. And I'm not to terms with that.”
going away, either. That's what everyone else has Jyl smiled at him, stroking the back of his hand
done, isn't it? Talk to me.” with her thumb. “You've taken some large steps
Caleb turned to stare at her. The light in his eyiesvard that goal right here, Caleb.”
was hard. “What do you know about what others have “I know. But | think I've still got a long way to
done? Except run away from me as fast as they cogid I've only begun to break my own shell.” He
because they were terrified at what they saw?” paused, thoughtful. “I realized something else, t0o.”
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“What's that?” They satthatway, in comfortable rapport, forthe

“Being present and listening to a person is $fetter part of half an hour. Then they stood, and Jyl
percent of being a therapist. Not jabbering advicerioved to give Caleb the hoodsdak hanging by the
He looked at her with a spark of hope in his eya®or. But he stopped her with a wave of a disfigured
“Thanks for being here, Jyl.” hand.

“That's what friends are for.” “No, | don't need that anymore.”

ANDREA PAYNE picasso@buhub.bradley.edu
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of the church. Before we could move toward our car,

M ISter W Ilt the wrinkly old man sauntered up and began talking
to us.

“Hello there,” he said to my father, and held out
his hand. “Name’s Mr. Wilt. Pleased to meet you.”

| was so tired that | couldn’t keep my eyes open. My father shook Wilt's hand and smiled. Yeah,

It was eight in the morning and | was sitting, hair stithy dad had fallen for this down-home Pennsylvania
wet from my early morning shower, on a cold wooddnulishit. He loved the hard pews, the boring church
pew in church. It had taken me until 2 a.m. to get thervices (we're from California, for pete’s sake —
skinny, squinty-eyed girl | had invited over “to watclwve’re not supposed to go to chuj¢land especially
television” into bed with me, and it took me over twihe crazy people who lived in this town. Wilt was just
hours to get her out of the house once we wengother nutty old Methodist. | was sure of it.
finished.  had managedto getthree hours of sleep that “I was talking to your boy in church earlier,”
night, and | didn't feel very cheery. Wilt said, and pointed at me. “I don’t recognize you

| was tired, | didn’t like the feeling of my wetfolks. Guess you're new to Clarkesburg, aren’t you?”
hair, and church is not my favorite place in the whole  “Yes, we are,” my father said.
world. My mother and father were sittingon myright,  “Wonder if you might like to come over to my
and my little sister was in my mom'’s lap. Andi waglace for Sunday brunch? My wife, she’s a Baptist,
asleep — mom is a more comfortable backrest tHaut she’s still one hell of a cook.” He chuckled at his
these horrible Methodist pews. joke. | didn’t. “Seeing as though you're new here, |

When we moved to Clarkesburg, | figured théitought it would be hospitable of me to invite you all
my life would be pretty much like it had always beeover.”

Butinstead, my parents had decided to transformtheir My father’s face lit up. Of course, nobody was
lives into something straight out of the fifties. Thahis nice in California, but dad didn’t have to actually
was appropriate for my new hometown of Clarkesbuag;cept the guy’s offer. “Thanks for asking, have a nice
Pennsylvania, which was also straight out of tliay” would be acceptable enough, right?

fifties. Maybe even the eighteen-fifties. The whole  Wrong. Like | said, my dad is completely en-
town was either Baptist or Methodist. Half the towchanted with the “quaint old-fashioned charm” of the
was sitting on the same hard pews that | sat on. people of Clarkesburg. He accepted Wilt's offer.

A little man with a wrinkled face saton my left, ~ Any hope of my getting back to sleep was gone.
evidently unconcerned about the time of day and theould only pray (it was Sunday, so why not pray?)
pain caused by those awful pews. Old Wrinkly waisat Mrs. Wilt's food was edible.
wearing a plaid shirt and a bow tie, and sat with his
hands folded together in what | assumed was a Wilt's joke was right — even though she was a
praying position. A good supposition, | think, corBaptist, Erma Wilt made a wonderful breakfast. The
sidering that we were in church. tiny gray-haired woman cooked and served us bacon,

| assume he saw me staring at him, becausedugs, pancakes, and orange juice all by herself, and
tiny eyes popped open and he turned to look at meanaged to keep a smile the entire time. It didn’t taste

“What's your name, boy?” he whispered to méhat bad, and just the fact that we were being served

| straightened up and looked straight ahead at thehentic Pennsylvanian hospitality cuisine made my
minister. father very happy.

“Jim,” | said out of the corner of my mouth. | really wanted to be home in bed, asleep, or at

“Talk to you after the sermon,” the man said.least propped up and watching a football game or

A wrinkly old Methodist wanted to talk to mesomething. Then I remembered: football doesn’t start
after the boring service. It was just what | wanted tmtil one in the afternoon out here. What kind of place
hear. Atthat moment, there was no place that | wowds this?
have rather been than back home in bed — except “So,” Mr. Wilt asked as we finished our brunch,
maybe back in California. No such luck. “how did you folks end up here in Clarkesburg?”

After the service, my parents and | stood outside “Well, | got tired of the hectic lifestyle in Los

Jason Snell
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Angeles, and decided that my family and | needegi@ng. She can’t understand the secret. But you, Jim-
change. My parents grew up just few miles down they, you can understand. It's not too late for you.”
road, in Bucks County, and so | figured we’d come He was speaking quickly, but his voice was so
back here.” soft that | could barely hear what he was saying. Still,
My father is a writer. He bought a computer antiwas hard to miss his general point.
amodem, and suddenly living in a city near his agent “Thisis the secret, Jim. Don't tell anyone unless
became pointless. Using new technology is all wétley can be trusted. They've got to pass the test! You
and good, butdad didn’t have to move us all to an atealerstand?”
with nothing but bearded men driving wagons, old | nodded again. Sure, Wilt, sure. Whatever you
Civil War battle sites, and wrinkly Methodists.  say.
“It's so nice here,” my mother said, and smiled.  “When people are eating their food, that's when
She had boughtinto dad’s fantasy. She was entrangaalve got them. Check to see how many times they
by the Wilts’ old-fashioned charm. bite into the food, boy. Five, ten, those are fine
I, however, felt extremely ill. numbers. Twenty’s even fine. Up to twenty-two,
“Can | go outside, mom? | need some air.”ylou've got no problems. But if that person sinks their
didn’'t need to hear my parents rave about the virtuesth into the food one more time, twenty-three, and

of eastern Pennsylvanian life again. then swallows, they're in on it. They chew their food
“Jamie, that's very—" twenty-three times, then down it goes. Those are the
Mr. Wilt cut her off in mid-sentence. people who work for Satan. Got it, Jim?”
“Sounds like agoodidea,” he said. “Let'sgoget  “Twenty-three times,” | said, and nodded yet
some air, boy.” again.

Wilt led me outside into his backyard, and  “Good, good boy. Now, you've gotto be careful
showed me an old wooden shed, overrun by moss- all sorts of people are in on it. | remember seeing
“This shed was my workshop years ago,” hene ofthose state dinners on TV, and Gerald Ford was
said. “Back then, | wasn’t a God-fearing man. | justting sirloin steak. Sure enough, twenty-three bites.
did my work and figured that everything else wouldot even Clarkesburg’s safe. My wife made chicken
take care of itself.” for the mayor one night last year, and like clockwork,
Then Wilt's eyes opened wide, he turned arouheé chewed on each piece of that bird twenty-three
to see if anyone was nearby, and began to speaktimas.”
whisper. There was a knock from the house at this point.
“Turns out, | have to be a God-fearing man. Mrs. Wilt had opened a window from the kitchen and
there aren’t enough God-fearing men, then Sata&as looking out at us.

wins.” “Don’t scare the boy, dear,” she said. “Come on
Maybe Pennsylvanians weren'’t as dull as | h&ack inside.”
thought. He waved, nodded, and started back in. Why did

“Satan’s outthere, boy, and he’s working againdtave the feeling that Mrs. Wilt had seen her husband
all of us. Doesn’t matter if you're a Methodist or hehave like this before?
Baptist or a hedonist or anything. He’s still outto get  “Not a word, Jim,” he said. “Not a word.”
us. You've got to fear God if you're going to survive.  Itturns outthat | chew myfood about eighttimes

Understand, Jim?” before | swallow it. | counted. Wilt probably counted
| nodded. | figured that if | said the wrong thingny chewing too — before he took me out to the old
he might try to exorcise me. shed, he made sure | didn’t swallow after my 23rd bite

“Fearing God’s not enough, though. You've gaif Erma’s bacon, eggs, and pancakes and swallow.
to know the secret. My wife, she’s a Baptist. She can’t  After 23 bites, all food is reduced to nothing but
know the secret. Your parents, they're from Califoa-disgusting wet paste, made more of spit than of food.
nia. They can't know the secret. Your sister, she’stoo | guess that's how Satan likes it.

JasoN SNELL jsnell@ucsd.edu
Is the editor of this publication, and his frightening visage appears on page three.
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“Buzz off, buddy. One thing for damn sure is

DO You Have that | got no time for weirdos like you!” The boy
sauntered away and resumed his languid pose in
another shadowy corner, where he was soon ap-

Som e T | m e’) proached by a timid litle man with a bald head,
. glasses sliding off the end of his nose, and the look of
Mary Anne Walters 3 rappit gathering the courage to sneak under the fence
He looked down at the gold Rolex on his wrisinto the cabbage patch.

Thetimewas 1:00, Eastern Standard Time. He thought, He sighed again, heavier. Once more, he scanned

once again, that there is never enough time. the crowd. He needed someone with time to spare, but
“Excuse me, do you have some time?” A simplgho understood the importance and the value of time.
guestion. People in a hurry had no time to spare. People who

She was tiny and pert looking, and very welseemed to have an abundance of time, like the boy,
dressed. She was also ina hurry. There was no time&éoe somewhat unbalanced. He searched for the
stop and chat. With anirritated glance at her watch glegfect mix.
said, “Yes, it's 1:00,” and went to move on. There, on a park bench, was an older man,

“No, no, no. I didn't say ‘Do you havketime.” reading. He wasn'’t reading a book (took too much
| said ‘Do you haveomdime.” You see, I've run out time) or a magazine, but was reading the newspa-
and need some more.” per—and not just the headlines, either. Aha! Could

Her eyes glazed over, and the look on her faites be the one? He approached slowly.
was one that most people save for use only whenthey “Excuse me, sir. Do you have some time?”
are required to deal with a child, a fool, or a lunatic. The man on the bench was wearing a rather
“I'm sorry, I'm in a hurry. | have no time for this.” wide, garishly patterned, luridly colored tie. His suit

With that, she scurried off, like a tiny, pertvas on the dusty side of grey, made of some thick
looking rat in a maze, rushing nowhere, but detenaterial that gave off a damp-closet smell. He looked
mined to get there on time nonetheless. up, and answered in a booming voice, “Sure, the time

He sighed. He walked a block more. Turnings 1:24.”
his eyes scanned the crowd. They were all rushing. NO, No, No, NO! Notthe time, sometime! |
But, there, in the shadow of a building, was a youagintedsometime!”
man in jeans and a tee shirt. The T-shirt BEaMdOU “Well, there’s no time like the present. What
HAVE THE MONEY, | HAVE THE TIMBuickly, time did you want?
he walked over to the young man and said, “l have the “Did you want some of my time? I'm usually a
money. Do you have some time for me?” little short of it myself. Hey, maybe | should take some

“Sure, dude. | got all the time in the world.” Thef your time! Heh, heh, heh. Actually, you're in luck.
boys vapid face was surrounded by stringy blond haihave some spare time right now. We could spend
There was a bit of fuzz on his upper lip. The b@ome time together. And, speaking of time, let me
grinned, butitlooked more like a leer to the man, wishow you some of my samples.” The loud man spoke
cringed. fast, inamachine-gun-like stream of patter. He looked

“While | doubt you do, in fact, haxal the time down, reeling from the assault on his senses. The loud
in the world, I would like to avail myself of some ofnan was opening up his briefcase and there within it
the time yowdohave. You see, | seem to have run owtas a display of watches, all cheap, and all ticking.
of time myself, and | could use a little more. So, if yolhe hours were wasting away before his very eyes.
will tellme how much you charge for your time, it wilWith a look of horror, he flung a hand up over his face,
be easy for me to compute what amount of monegd if to ward off a blow, and blocked the sight from his
will need to acquire the amount of time | desire. | haeges. He recoiled, and looked for a way to escape this
found that 24 hours in a day is just not enough—wretched man.
myself, would prefer about 32 hours...” As he spoke, “Wait! Don’'tgo! My busis late. Stick around for
he say the boy’s leering smile turn to a scowl.  a while—we can kill some time together.”
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Thatwas it. The final straw. He spun on his heglassenger was a dirty, languid blond boy, his lip

and fled. curled into a leer).
The loud and damp smelling man stepped offthe

The bus driver was only trying to make up fazurb and walked over to where the previously well-
lost time. That broken traffic light put him way ofdressed (but now considerably rumpled) man lay,
schedule. Now, time was of the essence. He had tepewled in the street, still as a stone. He reached
on time—not early, not late. His record was one of tdewn and took the gold Rolex of the now-broken
best, and he was proud of it. And, he was mad at #ingst. The bus driver walked over, unsure whether he
delay that had robbed him of the precious minutes afuld attempt to stop this ghoulish act.
had made him late. With all these thoughts on his “Don’t worry,” the loud man assured the bus
mind, itwas nowonder he never saw the well-dressddyer, “I saw the whole thing—this guy stole one of
wild-eyed, and generally harried looking man thaty samples, then ran out into the street, right in front
dashed outin front of the bus. By the time he realized,you. That's what happened, all right.” The loud
it was too late. man replaced the gold watch with a cheap imitation,

“Shit! Now I'll never get back on schedule!”and let the wrist drop back to the pavement. “That's
This thought was echoed by the majority of the peopiaat I'll tell the police.” He winked a particularly
on the bus, to include the tiny, pert, well-dressedsty wink at the bus driver, who breathed a sigh of
woman who got on at the last stop, as well as by tieéef nonetheless. The loud man laughed.
timid, balding man in the car behind the bus (whose “I guess his time ran out, hey buddy?”

Mary ANNE WALTERS M13079@mwvm.mitre.org

Is a librarian specializing in Department of Defense research topics at a federally funded research and
development center. She has an undergraduate degree in English and American Studies and a Masters |
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and horror, and anything she can get to by Peter Greenaway.
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. yo-yo, and his yo-yo loved him, he was sure of it.
The Tal I Sm an He was getting better, too. He had moved past
everyone he had seen on TV and was now inventing
tricks of his own. His beloved yo-yo would whiz
around, up and down, back and forth at speeds where

Duncan watched as the fat little disk that had ke could no longer follow it with his eye. But he knew
shaped his life bounded up and down in front of hinvhere it was at all times — he and the yo-yo were one,
He stared at it intently, almost hypnotized by itsonnected by twine.
motion — so regular, he thought, so precise, so easily One day, during recess, he was in a corner of the
controlled. He flicked his wrist in a thoughtless mglayground, casually using his yo-yo, when he was
tion and the flattened sphere obeyed his commaagproached by the group of bigger kids who found
knowing what he wanted without him speaking. endless fun in mocking his love.

God, I love that, Duncan thought. Hey, hey, Dun-can. How's the old yo-yo? Looks

It hadn’t always been as easy as it was nopretty good to me.
sitting here. They had taunted him back when he had Can | have it?
cared, called him meaningless things that had seemed Duncan froze, the yo-yo spun upits string and he
tremendously cruel at the time. Worst of all, theglosed his fist quickly around it. No, he thought. No,
made fun oft. The disk, the one thing he loved. no,no...

Dun-can, Dun-can, the yo-yo man! Dun-can, Yeah, it looks mighty good.

Dun-can, the yo-yo man! Maybe I'll justtakeit.

The yo-yo sped up and down a little faster as he No! Duncan’s wrist flipped up and the yo-yo
remembered, his motions became a little more shot out from his open palm. It hit the big kid in the
tense. He never had to look at the yo-yo while he ustamach and he looked as if he’d been hit with a fist.
it, but now he stared intently into the distance, his jaihe kid doubled over as the yo-yo swung back
line hardening, his eyes no longer those of a nirtewards Duncan. He whipped it behind him, over him
year-old. and down, in a high, graceful arc, into the back of the

He didn’'t blame his parents. He loved therkid’s head. There was a soft crack.
more than he would have normally — they gave him  Uungh.
this friend on a string when he was only two yearsold.  The kid was on the ground. He could have been
He had taken to itimmediately, quickly becoming ateeping, but there was a yo-yo embedded in the base
expert in the yo-yo parlor tricks of the early eightiesf his skull.

He had taken it to his first day of school, clutch-  The other kids scattered away from Duncan as
ing the smallish plastic disk instead of his mothehng flicked his wrist and forced the yo-yo up its string
skirt and soon the older kids began to lay into hinminto his palm. He smiled.

Hey, Dun-can the yo-yo man! Peoplewho carry  The yo-yo rolled steadily up and down its string

Greg Knauss

yo-yos wet the bed! as he wandered away.
Yeah, Dun-can! Wassa matter? You wet the He was sitting on the curb now, slowly rubbing
bed? the blood off his yo-yo. He could hear sirens in the
Ha ha ha ha! distance and he supposed soon they would find him

He tried to ignore them. He tried to find friendand want to take him away. He knew what he had done
with common interests, friends he could relate to, wis a bad thing, but just letting that taklehis yo-yo
nobody at school seemed to be interested in yo-ywsuld have been worse.

He told his parents about the big kids making fun of He supposed they might try to hurt him, but
him, but they didn’t understand. They wanted to takeincan wasn't really worried.

his yo-yoaway! They said that if that was the only  His yo-yo would protedbim.

thing causing the trouble he should stop taking it to

school.

They didn’t understand. His yo-yo was the only
thing that kept him happy, kept him safe. He loved his
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. . y ing the box, is the cat dead or alive? Schrédinger said
SCh rOd I n g er S it was both — an obviously false statement — just to
point out that quantum mechanics has a gaping hole
init.
M O n key There were a number of explanations for what
was going on. Einstein had the Hidden Variable, Von
Greg Knauss Neumann and Finkelstein had Quantum Logic, Bohr
had the Copenhagen Interpretation, Walker and
If nothing else, it explains a lot. Herbert had “Consciousness” Nonlocality, Sarfatti
For those with a technical education in physidsad “Information” Nonlocality. They were all at-
it seems the Everett-Wheeler-Graham interpretati@mpts to rectify what quantum mechanics predicted
of quantum indeterminacy, with a few addendumaith what actually happened, ways of looking at the
turns out to be correct. For those without, a littlniverse to make it fit quantum answers.
explanation is needed. As it turns out, events have proven Drs. Everett,
Physics, for years now, has had a central qu#gheeler and Graham correct. Their model suggested,
tion: What is wrong with quantum mechanics? Quaperhaps fancifully, that for every indeterminacy —
tum mechanics is a method of calculating values every Schrédinger's Cat — an entirely new universe
the atomic and sub-atomic level, alittle like Newtonias created, exactly the same as the first, but for that
mechanics can be used to calculate values on a lagfiegle quantum event. In one universe, the cat would
scale. Newtonian formulas can predict where a rde& dead; in the other it would be alive.
will fall if someone throws it in the air, quantum  Of course, quantum events are happening by the
formulas try to do the same thing for atoms. trillions every second, by the trillions of trillions.
But it never worked quite right. NewtoniarUniverses would be splitting and re-splitting and
physics, real-world physics, always comes up widlplitting again, taking every possible course imagin-
one specific answer — it many not be the righble. Judging by the rough estimate that the universe
answer, say, if some factor was forgotten, or soise 0 billion years old, the number of entirely separate
measurementmisread, butitis always a single answeiverses is beyond human imagining. The amount is
Quantum physics, though, always produces madmeonceivable.
than one answeal of which are technically, math- | suppose it should be obvious that eventually
ematically correct. It's called “indeterminacy.they’d run out of room.
Newton says the rock will larftere; quantum me-

chanics says that the rock will lainereandhereand Theway | see it— and this is just my particular
here. model, obviously derivedin ahurry, last night—each
This is, of course, impossible. universe acts something like an atom of hydrogen

In the real world you can’t have more than omaight, enclosed in a glass jar. When there are only a
answer. It's not a question of actually throwing thfew hydrogen atoms, they float about freely, gaseous,
rock and seeing where it lands. The formulas shoalad rarely collide. This is the Gas State.
provide one answer, and one answer only. Period.  If these atoms, however, were able to duplicate

Schrédinger came up with his famous cat to ttgemselves, along the lines of Everett-Wheeler-
to illustrate the problem. Imagine: there’s a box, withraham, the jar would slowly begin to get crowded.
no holes or windows, that contains a cat. The cat I@slisions with divergent universes explain a lot of
some sort of lethal device hooked up to it — | alwayghat we're seeing.
liked to think of itas a guillotine, but Schrodingerused  Of course these collisions would become more
poisonous gas — that can be triggered by sofreguent, and pressure would eventually begin to
nameless quantum event. build. As more atoms were created, eventually liquid

Now, after a specific period of time, is the catydrogen — the Liquid State — would condense out
dead? Quantum mechanics will return a numberaifthe ever more crowded gas. Collisions would be
answers, one of which might say that the cat has bggmumerable nearly constant, even.
killed, another of which might not. So without open-  And that's what's happening to us. | don’t claim
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to know what the “jar” is — Thornton Wilder wouldand the one sock that's always missing from the dryer.
probably call it “the Mind of God” — but | think that It explains Atlantis and Big Foot and the Loch
collisions don’t take place physically, at least not Mess monster and unicorns and every other myth or
the lower three dimensions. There’s no thud of degend in the world.
universe running into another one. It explains why there’s another me, very close to
Universes seem to “tap” each other lightly —an exact duplicate as far as | can tell, sitting in the
perhaps there’s some sort of natural repulsion kitchen gorging himself on bananas. We talked for a
elasticity — and only a small exchange takes plateng time last night, after he appeared in my bathroom,
Parts of the other universe slosh over into ours attl the only glaring difference we found between our
parts of ours spill over into it, following some upperniverses was that in his, bananas never evolved.
dimensional conservation of momentum, like gia@ome quantum event far back in the past prevented
bowls of milk. whatever it was that eventually became bananas from
mutating in a certain way. He —the other me — loves
What does this mean in practical terms? them, and has eaten over three dozen by my count.
nothing else, it explains a lot. Now that the universes are condensing into the
It explains Jesus rising from the grave, fdrquid State we'll be seeing a lot more of that sort of
instance. Say three days after his crucifixion, theteng. | wonder how muchlonger some sortof societal
was a rare Gas State collision with a universe whereer will hold out. Somehow | doubt people will be
he wasn't killed, and their Christ was bumped to otoo concerned with the law if they know that every-

world. thing they know as fact might cease to exist at any
It explains what happened to a Spanish book tipairticular moment.
disappeared from my locker in high school. And | wonder how long we have before the Solid

It explains what happens to everyone’s car key&tate.

Grec Knauss  gknauss@ucsd.edu

Is a senior at the University of California, San Diego, majoring in Political Theory. Greg wants to be Bonnie
Raitt when he grows up. He’s also loopy as a loon.
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QUANTA

Quanta (ISSN 1053-8496) is the electronically distributed journal of Science Fiction and Fantasy. As such, each issue contains
fiction by amateur authors as well as articles, reviews, etc...

Quanta is published in two formats, AS@iid PostScrifit (for PostScript compatible laser-printers). Submissions should be
sentto quanta@andrew.cmu.edu. Requests to be added to the distribution list should be sent to one of the following depending on whict
version of the magazine you'd like to receive.

guanta+requests-postscript@andrew.cmu.edor quanta+requests-ascii@andrew.cmu.edu
quanta+requests-postscript@andrew.BITNETor quanta+requests-ascii@andrew.BITNET

Send mail only — no interactive messages or files please. The main FTP archive for Quanta issues and back issues is:

Host:export.acs.cmu.edu IP; 128.2.35.66 Directory:/pub/quanta

DARGONZINE

DargonZine is an electronic magazine printing stories written for the Dargon Project, a shared-world anthology similar to (and
inspired by) Robert Aspirin’s Thieves’ World anthologies, created by David “Orny” Liscomb in his now-retired magazine, FSFNet.
The Dargon Project centers around a medieval-style duchy called Dargon in the far reaches of the Kingdom of Baranur on the world
named Makdiar, and as such contains stories with a fantasy fiction/sword and sorcery flavor.

DargonZine is (at this time) only available in flat-file, text-only format. For a subscription, please send a request to the editor,
Dafydd, atwhite@duvm.BITNET . This request should contain your full user id, as well as your full name. Internet subscribers will
receive their issues in mail format.

THE GuUILDSMAN

The Guildsmarns an electronic magazine devoted to role-playing games and amateur fantasy/SF fiction. At this time, the
Guildsman is available in LATEX source and PostScript formats via both email and anonymous ftp without charge to the reader. Printed
copies are also available for anominal charge which covers printing and postal costs. For more informgtrom@uo@iinath.ucr.edu
(internet) orucsd!ucrmathljimv (uucp).

Spectre Publications, Inc.

Spectre Publications, Inc. is arelatively young corporation dedicated to publishing talented young authors of fiction. The company
is preparing a biannual anthology of unpublished college manuscripts. The books will beFersiitirde presenting the amalgamation
of three genres (Science Fiction, Fantasy and Horror Fiction) beneath one cover. These collections of short stories and novellas will be
released in two volumes per year and will average four hundred pages in length. The first book will appear in September, 1991 and the
second in December, 1991.
Manuscripts appearing Fusionwill reflect the best works submitted by college students from across the country. In addition,
if a manuscript is not accepted, a brief letter explaining why the piece was rejected will be attached to the returned manuscript. The letter
of explanation will also contain suggestions for improving the story and, in some cases, a request for resubmission at a later date.
For more information on submission guidelines, contact Spectre Publications at:
P.O. Box 159 Paramus, NJ 07653-0159
Tel: 201-265-5541 Fax: 201-265-5542

or via email care ajeduncan@vaxsar.vassar.edar geduncan@vaxsar.BITNET
® 0 000000 000000000000 0000000 0000000000 0000000090000 000 000 000 00

Contribute to Inte rText!

It's easy and fun, and it's a chance for you to get your work read by nearly a thousand people all over the world! We accept new
fiction or non-fiction articles. Mail them fenell@ucsd.eduAlso use that address if you want to ask us any questions about guidelines,
etc. Come on and join the fun. We need your support both as aaeddewriter.

InterTextis not responsible for the veracity of the above ads. Thanks for being here. Drive safely.
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