






continued from 31

good. Yes. There was
nothing to wo rry about here.
The sky was blue, and blue
was nice . It rela-

" See what I mean."
He r eyes came

open, and her first thought
was that she was late for
work. When she saw who
was sitting in front of her, she
remembered where she
was, and what had hap ­
pened.

Before anything else
weird happened, she had
to ask, " Who are you , and
wh at's going on?"

He said, "1 am The
Wr ite r. Everyone has a story,
and I'm the one who cre­
ates that story. Each per­
son , from beginning to end.
Each thing, fro m beginning
to end. I create and de­
stroy. You refer to me as
God, and in a way I am, but
I am also the Dev il. I just
write. Good or bad. What­
ever suits my fanc y. Every­
th ing that happens is be­
cause I make it happen .
Comprende? "

She was on the
verge of a nervous break­
down. The whole world was
gone, this man sitting in front
of he r was claim ing to be
God and the Devil. But not
really because he was just a
simple wr iter that created
and destroyed everything.
It was all insane. She
wanted to be in her off ice
wit h people stand ing
aro und screaming their
heads off. That was some­
thing she could deal with.
Not this. This was too far out
for her to handle. Since this
guy obv iously had some
idea as to what was go ing
on, she figured she'd go
along with the story for her
curiosity's sake.
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"So, I guess you can
tell me where everybody is
then, right?" Please say
something normal, she
thought. Please.

"Well, right now their
bodies don 't exist, and their
minds are in a state of
remission. I got rid of them
all just so you and I could
have this little chance to
chat. Now, wasn't that
sweet of me?" His eyes
seemed sincere, but there
was no way that he could
have been serious.

"What do you mean,
their bodies don't exist?
How can their bodies not
exist? Where are they?"

"They're gone. All it
takes is the push of a few
buttons and bye-bye. Looks
like it's just you and me, kid ."
His sense of humor was
about as odd as his appear­
ance.

" People can 't just
disappear into thin air. You
had to put them some­
where."

"1 didn't put them
anywhere. They're just
gone. Is it really that hard
for you to understand?"

It was obvious where
this conversation was going.
She was about to turn
around and walk out when
he turned his attention to his
typewriter and quickly
began punching keys. God,
he 's weird, she thought.

What she witnessed
next she would not have
believed in a million years, if
it wasn't for the fact that she
had seen it with her own
two eyes.

In the time took to
blink , there were hundreds
of people all over the lobby.
People she recognized and
saw everyday. It looked to

be a typical day at work.
But nobody saw her, and
nobody saw who was still
sitting in front of her. She
tried grabbing people, but it
was as if they had no
substance. She could fee l
their warmth, though, so
that meant that they had to
be there. They couldn't
hear her either when she
stood right in front of them
and screamed her throat
raw. Tear s filled her eyes
and ran down her cheeks.
She wanted to be out of this
nightmare.

"Stop itl Please stop
this!" She could feel her
sanity slipping.

" Kee p watching."
He said it without looking up
from his typing.

Her bottom jaw
dropped when she saw the
front door of the building
open and the person that
came in. It was herself. She
was wearing the same
clothes that she wore now.
She watched as the person
that appeared to be her
hastily weaved in and out of
people, making her way to
the elevator behind her.

She realized what
was happening. It was like
a rerun of what happened
earlier. The elevator door ·
began to shut, then every­
thing stopped. People were
completely motionless.
Mouths were opened in
mid:Sentence. Nothing
moved except for the man
sitting at the typewriter who
looked up at Lori.

"Well. Are you going
to follow yourself?" He
gestured to the half-opened
elevator door.

She went to the
elevator and slipped
through the opening be-



tween the two doors. They
closed the rest of the way,
and time was rolling again.
The elevator began rising.
Her face, the face that she
was now looking at, looked '
like the face of a woman
whose hands were slipping
off the last string of sanity in
her grasp. This woman was
over the edge. I couldn't
look that bad, she thought.
But deep down inside, she
knew that it was on!~ a
matter of time before she
drove headfirst into the
bottomless pit of insanity.
She hadn't even realized
how bad it had become.
Her teeth were clenched
together so tight that she
was surprised that they
didn't shatter.

The elevator
stopped, and the three men
got off. Lori stepped as far
away from her body as
possible. Being that close
to someone with a face like
that, even if it was her,
wasn't a very comfortable
position to be in. The doors
closed, and the elevator
began to rise again.

Lori jumped when
she heard the woman
beside her scream and
bang on the walls of the
elevator in a fit of hysteria.

"STOP THE MUSICH
STOP THE MUSICH STOP THE
MUSICH" She screamed it
over and over again.

The elevator
stopped rising, and Lori
realized that they were on
the ninth floor. As the doors
came open, Lori jumped out
with a screaming and
wailing Lori right behind her.
She felt the warmth of entity
go through her and
watched as she ran down
the hall, blaring out her

insane plea.
"STOPTHEMUSICH

STOPTHEMUSICH
STOPTHEMUSICH"

All the workers on
the ninth floor stood mes­
merized as they watched
the exhibition before them.
Lori could see the pity in
their eyes, but she could
also see the fear in them
too. They all feared ending
up like this.

Their trance was
broken when their psychotic
co-worker picked up an
empty chair and brought it
down hard on the head of
Elliot Dimpsey, knocking him
unconscious. His body hit
the floor like a falling brick.
As she held the chair up
again to deliver another
blow, she was tackled from
behind by three people.
They held her down and she
screamed: "STOP THE
MUSICH STOP THE MUSICH
STOP THE MUSIClHI"

As Lori watched the
ridiculous display, the reality
of the whole situation hit
her. This was what it was like
to go insane. She remem­
bered, at one point in time,
wondering what it would be
like, but she never would
have even dreamed that it
would be like this. It was like
a separation of body and
soul. The woman struggling
underneath the three men
was nothing but a mindless
frame of flesh and bones.
Maybe she kept repeating
that phrase because it was
her last rational thought
before she slipped over the
edge.

"Good guess. Now
why don't you come back
down so we can finish our
little chat."

She looked all

around but couldn't see
him. "Well, if you can make
anything happen, then why
don't you just write me on
down there?"

And that's exactly
what he did. In the next
second, she was standing
right in front of him, just like
she was earlier. The lobby
was empty again. What
happened on the ninth floor
was still burning in her mind.

She was now ready
to believe that this guy was
what he claimed to be.
What else was there for her
to believe? It was obvious
that he had the power to
do whatever he pleased .

He looked up to her
and said, "It was either that
or a high-dive off the top
floor, and believe me ,
they're a lot more painful
than people give them
credit for ."

"So what are you
trying to say?"

"I'm saying that your
life was going nowhere, and
I was going to end it for you
anyway. Even if you hadn't
freaked out, I still would
have ended it. Deep down
inside, it's what you wanted,
and I gave it to you. What
more could a person ask
for?" He smiled.

"How about just a
simple life with nothing to
have to worry about." She
felt it was a good answer.

He laughed.
"Because it's my

world, and nobody has a
simple life in my world.
Unless, of course, I want
them to . Simple's no fun .
Simple doesn't get you
anywhere."

This answered every­
thing for her. Her life was
never meant to be enjoyed.

Continued on 36
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NOT ABOUT JANE (Cant. from page 7).

do."
I order dessert , Jane

orders coffee and I sense
the lunch at Arnos coming
to an end. I reflect on Jane
and suddenly come to the
realization that this lunch is
not about Jane but about
me. I sit here, judging her
world instead of dealing
with my own. She's not the
problem.

" Diane your portion
of the check comes to
Twenty-eight ninety-five,
now that doesn't include

your gratuity, dear and mine
comes to twenty-two fort y­
three. You know yo u really
shouldn't have eaten that
dessert. Men don 't like fat
women you know!" She
pauses and then has the
courtesy to say, " Now, do
tell me what 's been hap­
pening to you lately! "

A glimmer of light
penetrates my brain as we
walk to the big wooden
doors of Amos. Jane turns,
or should I say pirouettes,
before taking her exit , holds

her hand and says;
"We really should do

this again , real soon , darling .
Must go . Call me soon!"

Her exit equals her
entrance, the double doors
swallowing her. I stand
there reflecting and realize
with a faint smile upon my
lips that I have choices. I
don 't need Jane. I have
been just filling a void with a
void and coming out with
nada .

(That was the last
time I saw lane .)
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- Mary Barber

- Lori Kittleson
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Everyday of her life was
mean t to be lived as it had
bee n. Nothin g ever to look
forward to , and nothing to
look back to. She could
have died a hu ndred years
fro m now and and she still
would have had a miser­
ab le life. A tear ran down
her che ek. Where's the
mu sic? She wanted to hear
it. She needed to hear it.
The music was the only thing
that would comfort her. Like
a new-found lover. Where
was it?

And then it came. It
flowe d thro ugh her hair and
down her body as it gently
lifted her and took he r away
to that world where every­
thing was good. Her soul
was soaring thro ugh the
skies, and a smile crossed
her lips. Life wasn 't so bad;
of death of insanity; or
whatever. As long as she
had her mus ic, she was all
right. Besides, maybe she
should be glad that her old
life was over . There was no
se nse in denying how bad it
was. But she would deal
with that later. Right now,
she fe lt too good.

She opened her
eyes and found herself
stand ing at the bottom of a
great stairway. It gradually
ascended into the sky,
appearing to go on forever
in a continuous spiral. Like a
giant slink y. Each step was
abo ut twenty feet wide,
fifteen feet long, and about
knee high. The structure
was enormous. It dwarfed
any creat io n she had ever
seen by man.

The sky was beauti-
ful. It was an orange color,
like the orange of a sky
whe n the sun is setting. But
there was no sun, and there
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were no clouds. There was,
however, a light mist that
hung in the air , making it a
mere pleasure to breathe.

She began to climb
the steps of the stairway, not
knowing where she was
go ing , but not really caring
either. The point was that
she finally felt good, and she
also found all this to be
rather amusing.

As she rounded the
fifth curve of the spiral, she
stopped. To her left, just
sitting on the step was a
blue box tied with a red
ribbon, about the size of a
Rubiks Cube. She picked up
the package and examined
it closely. To her surprise, the
box weighed a lot more
than she had anticipated.
Untying the ribbon and
letting it fall to the step, she
hesitantly removed the lid
from the box. She was
confused more than ever,
as she stared at the con-
tents of the box. Dirt. The
package that she held in
her hands was filled to the
top with dirt. She was about
to turn the box upside­
down, spilling the dirt out,
when she felt it vibrate in her
hand like an electric saw
turned on high. The vibrat­

"ing stopped and then
began again, making Lori
drop the package down to
the step. She retreated a
few steps and watched as
the box shook violently,
spilling small amounts of dirt
over its edges.

What she saw next
made her almost fall off the
edge of the step, which was
well over three hundred feet
in height.

A human arm,
except about half the size,
emerged out of the top of

the dirt, stretching its fingers
toward the sky. She would
have thought it to be a
baby's arm, if it wasn't fo r
the head of the arm 's owner
coming out after it. The
head, which was apparently
a male's judging by the
mustache, was about the
size of a baseball. The body
of the t iny man slowl y
emerged, revealing his
other arm , which was
hanging down by his side.
Now half of him was out of
the dirt. He appeared to be
dressed in a clown suit , and
by the time his legs and feet
were free, Lori was certain.
He wore a big, baggy shirt
with red, green and orange
stripes running vertically. His
pants, a visage of bright
pink polka dots on a light
purple background, looked
as if he could fit his whole
body into one leg . When
Lori saw his feet , she
couldn't hold back the
laugh that had been boiling
in her. He wore yellow and
blue high-heeled combat
boots. She screamed with
laughter.

He looked up to her
and jumped around while
he spoke, "Call me the
lockel yeahl yeah! . . . Call
me the lockel, That's what
they call me."

She laughed more,
and harder.

..,.. His voice reminded
her of a stupid buzzard that
she used to watch on the
old Bugs Bunny Show. Tears
began to run down her
cheeks, she was laughing so
hard. What a hilarious sight.
A man, three feet tall,
dressed in a psychedelic
clown suit, by the name of
lockel ,

In a couple of



minutes, her laughter sub­
sided, and she could
breathe again.
"Well .. . lockel ... " she had to
hold back the laughter
again, " What do you
want?"

lockel gracefully
leaped up onto his hands
and began walking with his
feet suspended in the air.
He looked like he probably
walked on his hands more
than he walked on his feet.
He moved around to where
his front was facing her, then
looked at her. The whole
time he was as sturdy as a
horse.

"lockel like the
music. You like the music?
lockel loves the music.
Music makes the pain go
away. That's right. Jockel
doesn't like pain , and pain
doesn't like the music. You
like music? You gotta like
music. Iockel knows where
the music comes from .
That's right. You wanna
know where the music
comes from? locke] will tell
ya. Cuz if you know where
it's at, then you can have it
whenever you want. And, I
know you wa-

lockel began
tipping over backwards,
and Lori noticed that he was
at the edge of the step. His
legs began kicking in an
attempt to right himself, but
he was already past the
point of no return. A scream
escaped his mouth as he
tumbled over the side of the
great stairway and out of
sight. As his scream faded,
Lori went to the edge of the
stair and thrust her head out
to see what had happened
to Jockel.

For the first time, she
realized how high up she

actually was, but where
was Jockel? She was up
pretty high, but she still
would have been able to
see him if he was there.
And there wasn't a person
in sight. What happened
next took place in the
space of a few seconds.

"It's right down
there!"

The hysterical
scream came from behind
her, and as she began to
turn around she felt a push
against her feet. Her body
slid across the top of the
step, and the next thing she
knew, she was falling,
weightless like a sack of
potatoes thrown off the side
of a building. Before the
wind monopolized all the
other sounds, she thought
she heard a faint whisper
that said, "Nothing good
last forever, Lori. Nothing."
And then she was falling.

Panic gripped her
like the hand of a butcher
grips a knife. But she
couldn't scream. Here eyes
were about to pop out of
her head, and her mouth
was frozen open in the
shape of an O. But she
couldn't scream. Her head
felt like a balloon on the
verge of blowing up. But
she couldn't scream.

The group ap-
proached. 50 feet .. .40
feet. . .30 feet. .. 20 feet . ..
And then she screamed.
She screamed with a force
strong enough to power
New York. If she would have
been sane at that moment,
she would have been driven
mad by the sound of her
own wretched howl. 10
feet .. . Lights were going
out. 0 feet .. .

Lori slowly opened
her eyes. White light. White.
Lots of white. Nose itches.
Scratch. Can't scratch .

The gears in her mind
were reluctantly beginning
to move again . Her nose
was itching really bad, but
she couldn't seem to
scratch it. Everyth ing was
white. She looked down
and saw that even her
clothes were white, and she
also saw why she couldn't
scratch her nose. The
straight-jacket that she now
wore kept her arms nice
and snug. She rubbed her
face side-to-side to soothe
the itch.

The door to Lori's
padded room was opened,
and Dr. Showalter came in,
shutting the door behind
him.

" Good morning, Lori!
And how are we feeling
today?"

She tried to speak,
but the drug they had given
her was still wearing off.

"Now don't worry.
The drug will wear off in a
couple of minutes. In the
meantime, I'd like to talk to
about what happened at
work. I think it would be in
your best interest, and the
interest of others, if you
stayed with us for awhile.
We've got a brilliant new
method to treat illnesses
that are very similiar to yours.
You're gonna love this , Lori."
He gave her an uncanny
smile, and then left .

After the door closed
behind Dr. Showalter, two
sounds filled Lori's room. The
first sound was music. The
second was Lori's scream.
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"still .. .?"
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