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Allie Copeland is the firstborn of my friends Liz and Jeff Copeland. She is now in high school.

ALLIE'S STORY

Allie Copeland

Before I tell you how things changed after Columbine, let me tell you how things were
before. People who had talked to me in elementary school followed me down the hall shrieking
“Goth!” People found it amusing to make jokes about me and tell them in front of me. I was
repeatedly asked if Satan talked to me. My friends at Fairview were beaten, had their
windshields smashed in, were asked not to change in the gym locker room with everyone else.
(You have to keep in mind that they assume if you’re a Goth you must be gay.)

There was so much more harassment, stuff of every type of harassment you can think of.
And of course, the administration refused to do anything because of course, it must be our fault.
The perfect example of the administration not caring is at some point while I was at Summit a
large group of people decided that it would be a great idea to run up and surround my friends
and myself and then throw stones at us. I walked away from it, barely, but bruised and with a
mild concussion. And all that happened to the offenders was that the assistant principal, who I
talked to quite frequently and am now on a first name basis with, told them that maybe they
should go a little easier on people.

So now that you have the history let me tell you what happened after Columbine. First of
all we, the “Goths,” all walked into school the next day having gotten hardly any sleep because
we were all very upset and traumatized. None of us were stupid enough to wear black at all for
three or four months, and we still don’t wear all black. But we do get things like, “You wore a
trench coat or black: you killed people.” Iam not kidding this actually happened. People no
longer follow me down the hall, but people who used to talk to me don’t. Then of course the
counselor at my middle school pulled me aside and asked if I was getting any trouble because I
was, as she put it, “Umm ... a ... ummm ... Goth, and all ...”

And now that a little more than a half-year has passed everything has returned to the way
it was before Columbine and the umm ... Goths are the only ones who even remember what
happened and what pain it caused. We still talk about what we can do to keep it from happening
again, and how horrible it was when it did happen.

THE FIRST AMENDMENT

eftablishment of religion, or prohibiting the frec

exercise thereof; or abridging the Freedom of
Speech, or of the prefs: or the right of the people
peaceably to afsemble, and to petition the government
for a redrefs of grievances.

C ONGRESS fhall make no law refpecting an




EDITORIAL: BE TRUE TO YOUR SCHOOL

"From Paradise to Pandemonium, - there's only one make of man, not two - screaming at the
gates of Kingdom Come:. "Be good to us; we'll be good to you!"
‘ Christopher Logue

It seems to me that the ugliest part of becoming an adult is learning not to trust the world. Life is a
thing uncertain and perilous; betrayal of trust is only a matter of time. It happens to individuals, it happens
to generations. '

Generation to generation, the fundamental betrayal of innocence seems to come earlier and earlier,
from closer and closer — and to hurt more and more. Qur parents thought the oceans distanced America from
the chaos and terror of Europe and China. Pearl Harbor. We didn’t dare believe that America herself would
embrace folly overseas so desperately that she would refuse to see the light and slaughter whoever did not
support her. Vietnam, Kent State. Generation X -- our kids, and that’s what hurts most -- thought that
whatever happened elsewhere, a peaceful, plentiful home would keep them safe. Columbine.

It’s not like Americans don’t try to be good parents. The older generation always tries to protect the
younger from the savagery that caused it such pain. Our folks tried to keep us from the poverty of their
Depression childhoods by adopting the work ethic as a way of life. We tried to keep our offspring safe by
forsaking vague and fuzzy anti-guerilla wars and adopting tolerance as a way of life. But the terror always
sneaks in from an unexpected direction. Richard Nixon still went crazy under pressure and commanded our
destruction when we questioned his dictates. Klebold and Harris still embraced unfocused violence. Life’s
ugliest lesson, that nothing is certain, always has its day.

So what do we say in reply?

All T have left of high school is my yearbook. The I-Eshu, it was called, and I brought it down after
Columbine and thumbed through it. I was a little surprised that I could find it so easily among the piles of
books and kipple that dominate my apartment. After all, I graduated from Ygnacio Valley High School in
Concord, California in 1967. What does it say about me that this memorial to my adolescence was still so
accessible, so close to the surface?

Nothing unusual. I imagine a lot of us looked back on adolescence when the news came out of
Columbine High School. It would stand to reason that people trying to understand the incomprehensible
would contrast the horrible images and the horrible stories on the TV with memory.

Esquire — I keep coming back to my favorite magazine in this amateur nonsense — approached the
Columbine massacre in an interesting way. In their July issue they asked six writers to remember where they
were and what they were doing when the news broke. Myself, I almost missed it. When Klebold and Harris
began their murderous stroll through Columbine I was on my way back from a visit to a female inmate in
Cottonport, a tiny country burg north of Baton Rouge. I was on a two-lane highway, noshing down a chicken
breast, and at about the same instant as the first shots were being fired, found that I’d let my Geo Metro drift
over the center line and that I was about three nano-seconds from smacking head-on into a white electric
company pickup truck.

That was just enough time. I swerved back into my lane and to the accompaniment of his horn, the
electric company truck swerved to the shoulder and disappeared in my rear view mirror. The rest of that drive
passed in a sharpened, frightened mood. I kept thinking about my ex-wife, my nephews, the things I loved,
the things I’d learned, the things I hoped for, and how all of that almost ended up a glob of grease on a
highway in rural Louisiana. For the distraction, I was grateful that a bearing went bad a bit closer to home.
When I got home I turned on the television, and saw what I had lived through the day to see.

Columbine did not make sense, and it still does not make sense, months later. When | began to think
about this issue of Challenger, there were lots of themes I could have chosen: the newcentury/millennium,
the many anniversaries 1999 represents in my life, for two. But Columbine was, somehow, insistent. I had
to talk about it. 1 had to listen to what other people like me — fans; y’all — had to say.



Some of the response is predictable. Like me. a lot of people greeted Columbine by looking back into
their own adolescence. and some speak here of bitter memories of rejection and dismissal, associating their
pain with that of Klebold and Harris. Their all-too-common agony brings to mind one of the more interesting
books I've read since we last talked. It deals with adolescence, specifically high school, in American culture.
It’s Our Guys by Bernard Lefkowitz.

Our Guys focuses on a hideous incident that occurred some years ago in Glen Ridge, New Jersey.
You remember: several members of a high school clique made up of athletes — jocks — took a girl they’d
known all their lives into a basement playroom and there talked her into putting on an impromptu sex act. One
guy got her to blow him. The others got her to insert a bat and a stick into her vagina. The girl did these
things voluntarily, but she was mentally retarded, and the jury agreed that the boys had taken criminal
advantage of her. They were convicted of rape and imprisoned.

Lefkowitz felt he knew who -- or what -- to blame. In the manner of intellectuals throughout the
second half of the 20" Century, he blamed social mores. The jocks who raped the retarded girl were revered
and protected and spoiled and pampered by our society, which allows athletes to get away with almost any

Charlie Williams



perfidy in which they wish to indulge. Their society, our society, convinced those kids that they could do
whatever they wanted to the girl without consequence. They were accepted, revered. She was a misfit. In
this country, the misfit is fair game. So, the Glen Ridge boys were guilty, but so was America — so were
all of their kind.

Yes, there are stories of pain and anguish here, as Challenger’s contributors address the question of
the Misfit. I want the names of the slime who threw rocks at Allie Copeland. But there are also stories of
unusual, off-the-wall people who have made this planet a better place. Check out Joe Mayhew’s tale of
Katharine Anne Porter, Jodie Offutt’s story of her child’s teacher, Sue Higgins’ account of her own retreat into
sanity from society. I like to think of such people as our species’ answer to Klebold and Harris ... but
affirmative misfits are not the only answer. Ordinary people are too.

I have to make my point with an anecdote, which is weak argument — but isn’t that what Lefkowitz
did? Isn’t it true that this is the way any truth is advanced — one example at a time? At long last I return to
my high school yearbook and what it tells me about Columbine, 32 years later.

I never had any trouble with student athletes at my school. The most prominent was Gordon Gravelle,
who later played pro football for the Steelers, Giants and Rams. He got into a lot of fights with jocks from
other schools and once leveled the principal when the poor schnook tried to stop a brawl at a basketball game.
But that had nothing to do with me. The only time we spoke was one time when he stopped me from peeping
into the girls’ locker room. No, the troubles I had in school seldom came from affluent or rewarded people,
but from the lost.

However easily I remember high school, it seemed a miserable mystery to me then. No, not even a
mystery — something worse. I thought I’d scoped it out. There were the people who were “in” and popular
and the people who did not matter. Life belonged to the pretty people and the rest of us got what they left.
They had happy lives with which I had nothing in common, with which I could have no connection, ever, to
which I would always be alien. Hell, change a few of the attributes of the lucky — from pretty to rich, say
— and I still feel that way. Never the twain shall meet. It is sad but it is so.

Or is it s0?

The night of my high school graduation in June, 1967, was devoted to what was called the Senior
Party, held at a bowling alley. Sovereign among the incidents I particularly recall from that evening is my first
tongue, which belonged to a tall blonde named Diane and God bless you, Diane, wherever you are. But I also
remember blearily adding my copy of The I-Eshu to a stack being signed by others of my class — including
some jocks. Including the kid I’ll call Danny Scott.

Danny was a typical enough high school athlete, square good looks (his photo reminds me of the actor
Barry Atwater), beautiful girl friend ... only his girl friend was Betty Stauffer. She was unspeakably cute —
an apple-cheeked cheerleader and homecoming princess (I voted for her) — but she was also whip-smart (she
ended up at Stanford) and sincerely sweet. Had I been capable of Judgment beyond my own miserable
insecurity, the fact that such a class act had fallen for Scott would have spoken well of his fundamental
character. But I needed to learn that in another way.

Anyway, when we former seniors at YVHS weren’t fogging the ozone with at-long-last-legal cigarette
smoke -- that was a big deal to many -- or stealing a few moments of post-graduate study, thank you Diane --
we sat around a pile of yearbooks and blearily, for it grew very late, worked our way through them, signing
our pictures and penning the usual memorabilia. Even those of us who didn’t sneak beer grew pretty groggy.
It was probably days before I read all the notes, and I know it was years before 1 fully appreciated Danny’s
bleary handwriting, and his clear and shining words.

It’s people like you who make the world great. 1 think you're going to go a long way if you don’t just give
up. Most people don't realize that you're a very sensitive person, just like most people don't realize that |
am one 100. I keep wishing and keep kicking myself for not putting out a litile more o get to know you,
because it’s finding people that makes my little miserable life worthwhile. You try very hard to hide the fact
that you are a very sensitive loving and wonderful person, but I'm afraid you don't hide it very well. You're



Just bubbling over with nice if you just care enough to look for awhile. I wish you the best of luck and hope
that we will meet sometime again and maybe get 1o know each other a litile betier.

Do you see what he was saying? Danny knew what high school life was like — he was in it. The fact
that he was a jock and had a great girlfriend didn’t blind him to the chasms that high school established
between people. But he wanted to reach across that gap. For some reason, God knoweth what, Danny Scott
saw through my bullshit to a value within ... and really regretted that we hadn't been friends. 1 don’t think I’ve
had many better compliments in my entire life.

Danny Scott was a better person than | was. He was a better person than I am. He knew that the
world was richer and more terrible than our silly little adolescent bubble. Even in his allegedly exalted
position, within that bubble, he dreamt of liberty and believed in love. He was as far removed from the rapists
described by Lefkowitz as diamonds are from dirt. If we looked at him and simply thought. “Jock,” then we
were missing — as I had missed — a deep and hopeful human being.

Who knows what happened to the guy? [ certainly don’t. | hope he married Betty and that they're
still married and have fifteen children who honor them daily. He deserved her and he deserved that.

So 1don't recommend the Lefkowitz book. Sure, no one would dispute that Americans enjoy sports
and admire those who excel in them. But the book’s contempt towards the kids who wear letter jackets is
fundamentally unfair. Qur Guys is right about the criminality of the lice who molested that girl — they
should have been horsewhipped — but ugly and wrong and unfair about why. Those creeps didn’t abuse the
retarded girl because they were jocks. They abused her because they were criminals, without empathy or
compassion, selfish. indifferent. and cruel. Yes, American culture admires and rewards athletes far beyond
their contribution to the well-being of the society, and often confuses jock prowess with personal character.
(Viz: Simpson.) But that fact should not blemish an athletic kid. Sensitivity and character arise in people of
all sorts. It arose in Mark McGwire, in Sammy Sosa, in Walter Payton. It arose in Danny Scott. So, were
these guys atypical, misfits themselves? So what? Everyone’s a misfit.

In the question of the Misfit this Challenger found a theme which struck a nerve in the SF community
— so I’m going to keep it going. Future issues of Challenger will be more eclectic in their subject matter —
next issue will focus on the legal system, and [ invite thoughts and experiences with the law — but the place
of the different person in society is one I’ll always want explored in these pages. Here people may always
talk of the pains, penalties, and rewards of being different. Maybe it’s one way this different person can help
make things better.

One more thing ...

1 did my first fanzine 30 years ago this summer. It was
called Alack, and it was a group activity done at a party held by and
for the New Orleans Science Fiction Association shortly before the
moon landing. As are most "oneshots,” as such things were -- and
still are - called, it was a mess, various NOSFAns each taking a turn
hacking out paragraphs filled with absolute meaninglessness ... Me,
I tried to wax profound over my favorite novel of the past year, R.A.
Lafferty's Past Master. The novel remains splendid. My words on
1t are so pompous and insipid that they're now pure agony to read.

Agony or not, my part in Alack was instantly addictive. In
November — almost exactly 30 years ago as | write this — 1 began
the GHLIII Press. No month has passed since without a new entry
in its log. Thirty years it’s been since | caught the debilitating,
exhilarating, mutilating and eternal Fanzine Bug. It is still with me.
Thanks for being with me, too.

Right: GHLII, age 16. *yihh*



MISFIT

Charlie Williams

There are many beginnings to a story. Start anywhere and follow the threads of character and circumstances
to what seems, in hindsight, an inevitable conclusion. A long, thin thread connects me to western Kentucky
and Michael Carneal, teenaged misfit and murderer.

1. Up Home

My paternal ancestors settled in western Kentucky in the 1840's in an area about ten miles out past
Paducah. Their farms and plantations made up a wide community in McCracken County, just south of the
Ohio River and the Illinois border. Little neighborhoods grew up, like Lamont, Heath, and the hopefully-
named Future City. To this day, scores of my relatives still live on the same properties and farm the same
land. Six generations of my family have lived on the same spot where my great-great grandparents built a
cabin. The McKindree Methodist churchyard and old Bauld Knob cemetery are filled with familiar names
— ancestors that my cousins and I hold in common.

Tweolla married Kelley, Kelley married Hill, Hill married Williams, and produced my grandftaher
Ed. He moved his wife and young son to Tennessee in the 1930s, leaving behind the landscape of his youth.
His annual vacations were always trips “up home.”

2. December First, 1997

It’s nearly nione-thirty in the morning, and I'm up early. The slanting sunlight coming through the
dining room window is bright, warm, and cheerful. Thanksgiving holidays are over, and it’s Monday. Kids
are at school, and Sylvia will be off teaching French at Pellissippi State University until noon. I’ve got
deadlines: one piece is due this evening. Coffee and a bagel, the newspaper, and the day’s first cigarette.
Headlines on CNN, then downstairs to the studio.

I left a design laid out on tracing paper last night after my “second shift.” I tape it down and start
inking the illustration onto transparent acetate. At five minutes to ten I realize I’ve left my Zippo behind, so
I cap my rapidograph and trudge back upstairs.

Halfway across the living room I hear the Breaking News fanfare, and then the voice of the CNN
newsreader. He’s saying “... reported schoolyard shooting near West Paducah, Kentucky ...”

I grab the remote and kick up the volume. “There are reported injuries at Heath High School ... that’s
some 11 miles west of Paducah ...” 1 light the filter tip of a Tareyton 100.

After a few minutes they’re repeating the same information, so I surf to the other nets, and CBS is
there, too. By 10:30 ABC and NBC have interrupted Jerry Springer and Card Sharks and joined the
coverage. CNN cuts to local news from Paducah, and unedited video of grim police and terrified parents is
being broadcast around the world. I grab the phone and call my parents, six blocks away. “Are you watching
this?" “Watching what?” Mom asks. They’ve got on the Nashville Network!

3. Prayer Meeting

It was seven-thirty AM, and Heath High was open for business. Thanksgiving holidays were over,
so the turkey-and-pilgrim decorations were coming down. Dwayne Stone was a freshman this year.

Outside in the cold, cars and busses emptied, and students crowded the sidewalks and lawn. Dwayne
came in through the Commons, where dozens of kids met before classes commenced. Within the Commons



was a zone of quiet where the Christian Youth conducted its moming fellowship and prayer. Dwayne paused
to watch a moment; until just before Thanksgiving he’d been a participant in their morning services. He
moved to join the group but saw them link hands and form a circle. Too late. Dwayne shrugged and went
off to his locker, around the corner and down the hall.

Dwayne ahd his combination dialed and was just opening the door when he heard firecrackers around
the comner, then wild screaming. “That’s not funny!” he thought, and slammed the locker door. He ran back
towards the Commons, where the screaming had become like thunder, like a siren, almost unbearable.

He was buffeted by a mob, running past him. He bounced off someone and spun into the wall, then
recovered and charged around the corner.

There were people on the ground, on the marble floor. There was a big crowd across the room,
struggling, and teachers were running in from out of the office. Dwayne could not recognize anyone, although
their faces were familiar. He smelled gunpowder, and then he saw on the wall nearby a spray of blood, like
paint, like something in a movie. Blood was running across the Commons floor, and where it pooled near the
big glass doors it steamed.

Someone hit the fire alarm, and Dwayne made his way outside, careful not to get blood on his shoes
or jeans cuffs.
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4. Out Old Hinkleville Road

It was not quite eight o’clock, and Susan Stone was leaving for work. She was a clerk at the
McCracken County Courthouse in Paducah, and it was a good twenty minute drive into town. Sometimes
Susan made it in fifteen.

Mike, her husband, had been at work before daylight. He’d taken the pickup out over to his mother’s
property, part of the acreage he farmed in corn, tobacco, wheat, and soybeans. Dwayne had caught the bus
over to the high school, as usual.

Susan was about to pull out of her driveway onto Old Hinkleville Road, when a neighbor tore by at
what was — even to Susan — excessive speed. The neighbor braked sharply, fishtailing all over the road, then
slammed into reverse and pulled back, blocking Susan. “There’s been a shooting over at Heath!” screamed
the driver, a woman Susan knew but suddenly didn’t recognize. The woman accelerated away, disappearing
around the comer.

Susan felt her heart and lungs freeze, but she floored the gas and roared out of her driveway, spattering
gravel into the trees. She ignored the stop sign at McKindree Church Road and Highway 60, then, weaving
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around slower traffic. Hurtled up to Metropolis Lake Road on the left. A comer of her mind had been
reassuring her that nothing was wrong. /'ll get to the school and it’ll be all right, Dwayne s okay, this is all
a dream. But there were too many cars at the school, other parents, and it was worse than the crowd at the
homecoming football game. Susan swerved onto the shoulder and leaped from the car. Only after she’d
slammed the door did she remember to reach back in and shut off the engine. She ran toward the school,
where police and ambulances were parked crazily on the lawn. More sirens wailed in the distance. A Lifestar
helicopter hovered overhead, searching for a landing zone.

“Momma!” cried a familiar voice. Susan plunged into the mob of students and parents, shoving aside
a sobbing woman still dressed in her housecoat. She grabbed Dwayne and crushed him against her, and only
when the tears came did she remember to breathe.

5. “Michael Germs”

It’s rough to be a high school freshman, especially if you’re 14 and look 11. The Seniors are all
giants: grown-up men who smell tough and shave and walk with a swagger; grown-up women who smell like
sex, but they’re completely untouchable ... you don’t even dare speak to them. You’re the Low Man, Less
than Zero. You get in their way and you’re Runt, Shithook, Loser. You join the Pirates Marching Band and
they assign you the baritone, and it might as well be a tuba; at five feet tall and a hundred pounds soaking wet,
you disappear behind the horn, until you screw up, and then the Seniors scream at you, “Get in line, you little
turd!” :

Those smug, preppy assholes!

So when you walk past the water fountain you’re gonna get sprayed, and they’ll laugh. In the cafeteria
they’ll spit in your lunch, and when you bring a sandwich from home they’ll steal it. God help you if you have
to go to the bathroom, so you don’t; you save it up until you get home, every day.

And even the freshman girls, the ones your own age, they cringe away, giggling that you’ve got
“Michael germs.” Someone makes sure the school gossip sheet is left on your desk, an article circled in
lavender ink: “Michael Carneal’s a faggot” is all you can read before the tears start.

Worse, your sister Kelly, she’s a Senior, and she’s popular and pretty and smart, and I’ll bet Mom and
Dad would’ve been proud of their daughter, their only child, because you were an accident! So you spend
a lot of time in your room, surfing the Net, playing Quake and Doom, and watching your favorite cartoon
show, the Smurfs. Your life is smurferrific!

Just before Thanksgiving break, you were in study hall, doing your homework with someone who
actually treated you like a regular person: sweet Nicole Hadley. Things were going well; she’s getting
friendly, nice smile; then she noticed that you bite your fingerails down to the quick, and just as you’re about
to frame a reply the bell rings and she’s gone. Couple of days later you see her at that morning devotional
thing in the Commons.

Ben Strong is there. Big Ben, a minister’s son, he’s a preacher wannabe, but he can hardly put two
words together. Still, he’s got down the cadences, Lord, and he’s memorized all the Magic Words, yes, Jesus,
and I'll bet he’s get laid every Saturday night! And they all join hands and recite their empty prayers and
profess their love and fellowship, and after homeroom you’re still doggy-do under Bill Strong’s shoe! And
lookit how he’s holding Nicole’s little hand just a bit too long! Something big will happen, maybe next
Monday. You tell a few guys in class and in the band that they’d better watch out. They sneer and chuckle.

So, Saturday night you dress in dark clothing and sneak out. The late November cold is bracing at
first, but then you start to sweat. You break into your next door neighbor’s garage and locate the unlocked
gunrack. You quietly steal two shotguns, two semi-automatic rifles, a pistol, and several hundred rounds of
ammunition. Sunday night you take your Daddy’s two shotguns as well.

Wrap it all up in a shower curtain, just like Lee Harvey Oswald! Put it in Kelly’s Mazda for the ride
to school. Tell her it’s a science project. Carry it all into the Commons. Look here, you’ll say, I'm declaring
war on the Preps! But no, all you can say to the three guys who notice you’re there is, “I got some guns,
here.” Big deal — every kid in McCracken County knows guns. Dwayne Stone shot his first deer before he



was ten. Shrugs. “Yeah, sure, Michael.” Uh-huh.

So you reach into your backpack where you’ve cached the Ruger .22 and whip it out. They’ll notice
me now! Safety off, two-handed grip, like in the movies. But you close your eyes as you squeeze the trigger.
The gun jerks in your hand, again, and again, and it’s much louder than you mmagined 1t would be.

The little circle of the Christian Youth Fellowship disintegrates. They very first bullet kills Nicole
Hadley — you didn’t even see her there! Kayce Steger and Jessica James fall, dying. and five other kids are
hit, as well. Between the explosions you can hear the slugs impact, smack! smack! Open your eyes, Runt,

and see what you’ve done'

There’s blood and brains everywhere. There’s the principal. Mister Bond; you’re really in trouble
now! And amid the screaming chaos there’s Ben Strong; why didn’t you shoot him? But instead you hand
Ben the gun. “Kill me, please,” you beg, before you’re surrounded and restrained. The screaming and crying
drown out the world. Someone knocks your glasses off and then tenderly puts them back on your face.

“Sorry,” says a quiet voice in your ear.

6. Family Ties

[ finally reached my cousins by telephone in
the late afternoon. Linda Lee Harper was at home, and
she’d had time to calm down by the time I called.
Linda teaches at Ballard Memorial, over in LaCenter,
ten miles further west. She’d been in class when
someone came to her room to inform her of the Heath
High shooting. Linda arrived not long after cousin
Susan, and found her son John Harper also unharmed.
John was a sophomore and on the other side of the
building when John started shooting. Linda and John
and Linda’s mother Marion live on the site of the cabin
occupied by our great-great grandparents, maybe three
miles from the school.

“You’ve never seen such a crowd,” she told
me. “And [ mean the TV people!”

“I know,” I said into the phone. “I’m watching
you on CNN right now.” Just on the other side of
Highway 60 is the Barkley Regional Airport (where
uncle Eddie Owen Hill lived during the McKinley
administration), and so there was easy access for media
crews from, well, everywhere. For nearly a week this
little corner of Kentucky would be the center of the
Universe, every private grief exposed and explored. |
watched Ben Strong interviewed endlessly, the titular
“hero” of this sad story. I watched as the dead girls’
funerals preempted all other programming. If 1 never
hear the song My Heart Will Go On again it will be too
soon.

I was startled to hear the name “Michael
Carneal” It seemed oddly familiar.  Then I
remembered my last trip “up home” to visit my
cousins, and a tombstone in the McKendree Methodist
churchyard ... somebody “Carneal.” 1 tuned to my
copy of Dad’s extensive genealogical research. Sure

4

e
D67
*

&
N
o
."‘ =
N 2

g

LN

3
3

P

X XN )
27 '/"é’f”*%v:'t 5\
55 OS2
A %!

o
<>
'
O
K

%

255
2
R
X
®
.\‘

N

%

o

RIS
Lo

(L% 7
TSN

s
&

11



12

enough, my great-uncle Maurice Hill had married a Gladys Cameal. And, consulting a map, I find that a mile
and a half north of Heath on Metroplis Lake Road is Carneal Chapel Church. So the pathetic little creature
is nearly kinfolk, after all!

Michael Carneal’s lawyers claim he went a little crazy and shouldn’t stay locked up forever. They’re
probably right, at least about the first part. He’s a dork, and far too immature for his years. If he’d gotten a
little tolerance, or even had one real friend, he might not have stolen those guns and killed those girls,
especially the one he dreamed about because she’d been kind to him for twenty minutes one rainy autumn
afternoon. Michael’s story has more in common with Carrie than with The Basketball Diaries. Michael
wasn’t a soulless monster like the schoolyard killers in Jonesboro, Springfield, or Littleton. Mike was just
a misfit.

High school is hell for some kids. Others consider that time the best years of their lives. / had a
wonderful time: I was never excluded or picked-on. My only claim to “misfit” status was an addiction to
science fiction and comic books. Many of my best friends read the same books and dreamed the same
tightbeam, warp-speed dreams I dreamed. I was a fine but not exceptional student. I exploited my talents in
the arts and drama and music. There were good buddies and there was manly companionship. There were
pretty girls, and if they weren’t “preppy” cheerleaders or sorority types, they were smart and lovely and
sometimes eager. If anything, I would have been one of Michael’s potential targets.

If only Michael could have held on until he was a senior, when that status alone would have been a
distinction and a source of self-esteem. If only Michael’s neighbor and his dad had secured their arsenals
safely away from this clearly depressed and tormented child. “If Only” won’t help Kayce and Jessie and
Nicole, or the other kids who were hurt or crippled for life.

So keep crazy Michael where he can do no harm. But pray God that, in the snakepit of High School
life, let there be less hateful ridicule, and that the loving acceptance professed by the Christian Youth
Fellowship be manifest in everyday life, not just in church, or for fifteen minutes before the morning bell
rings.




HOME SICKNESS

Wm. Breiding

I can’t go home. Not because you can’t go home again, but because this is America, and I am an
immigrant. It was destiny itself that pulled the burden of proof donkey-wise through time to
produce myself and an entire culture removed from its roots. Humans are a nasty bunch. Our
short aggravated history of conquer and kill, explore and move on is the guarantee. [ was born
into the bright, bloody dream, then permanently dislodged, fractured down to a small chip of
myself, without much of a family, sense of belonging, and no home at all. Homelessness is the
real history of America, and this, briefly, is my story in that history.

My maternal grandparents moved often within a small area of southern Ohio: out to the country
when times were lean, into town when jobs were to be had. Mom’s Dad was a lusty, restless soul,
a cabinet-maker by trade. They were less than dirt poor, because they had no dirt to call their
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own. My father was born and lived in the inner urban steel town of Wheeling, West Virginia. In
the summer his parents sent him to a relative’s farm. Dad’s family were steel-mill workers and a
bunch of nasty drunks, but they were property owners.

Neither my mother nor my father really had that place they could call home, the home-place. The
home-place, that little piece of security, for all intents and purposes, died in modern America.
There are vestiges, certainly. All we have to do is look south of the Mason-Dixon line; much of
the ideology of the Confederacy is linked to Home. Some Northerners also have their sense of
place, such as the denizens of Manhattan. But these are the lucky few. Both of my parents
experienced that classic syndrome of family decay which was part of the American Dream, but
now is no longer the American norm: upward mobility. Mom and Dad went on to higher
education and then got the hell out. That they got out together is a tragedy. As individuals they
were unsuited to family life; as a team they were mismatched entirely. Dad was a self-absorbed
nature boy, happier among birds than he was other humans. Mom was a bohemian at heart, and
having missed Paris in the 1920s, should have run off to Greenwich Village, rather than
remaining stifled in a small town and a small town marriage. By the time I was born, in 1956, the
youngest of six, the Depression, a wake up call to the future, had already happened and been
nearly forgotten. My Dad was an unhappy sadist and alcoholic by the 1960s and my mother was
an abused housewife having affairs with college students. The decay of home and family life for
this particular little group was well under way.

In Wheeling, West Virginia, where I was born, my family lived in a house on state owned
property, a perk my father received working for the State Park system. In 1963, when I was six
years old, my father accepted a position at West Virginia University in Morgantown. Instead of
purchasing a home at that time my parents rented a three story cinder-block house that was
painted gray and built into a wooded hillside. The reasons my father never bought that house,
when offered, remains uncertain. It was a beautiful house, and certainly big enough. Why my
father never bought a house, ever, is an enduring mystery. Instead he bought a 101 acre
wilderness tract to protect a hybrid warbler, a bird uncommon to the area. This was, perhaps, a
reflection of his own sense of alienation. When I was eleven my mother deserted, after an
unsuccessful divorce filing, and hauled all six of us kids to San Francisco, and of course, she did
not buy a house.

Since that time I have lived in a series of 20 rented apartments. Add to this the houses of my
youth and you tally twenty-two places in 40 years. As a young man I reveled in this sense of
homelessness. I had few possessions and frequently threw out what little I did own when I
reduced my life down to a hitchhiker’s backpack. This was the ultimate experience and
expression of freedom: where ever I happened to be I called my home. This was my American
heritage, this was the way of the cowboy, and I embraced it fully. From as early as thirteen, I
began drifting around my home, the United States of America, and felt fully alive, in my skin,
and secure only when I was on the road.

In my very early thirties I began to miss the home I never had, that place I could point to and say,
that is mine, this is my family, and feel a sense of belonging. My family was dispersed: my father
was a stranger who never owned property and my mother moved every couple of years. I
couldn’t go home and dawdle in the nostalgia of my old room, sift through faded belongings to
get a sense of self and place, because none of this existed. In a sense I did not exist either, except
in the flow of time and in my own utter aloneness. There was neither heritage nor heirloom, and
really, very few memories to anchor me in any place but the here and now, or possibly, an
unknowable future; an orphan adrift. With their self absorption and obsessive hatred of each



other my parents had little time for building a spiritual home and place of love, let alone an
actual one.

I see now that my constant traveling, my pilgrimages to nowhere, were subconscious searches for
home. Every few years I would abandon an apartment in San Francisco and travel “home”,
walking in a wild and mostly fabricated rhapsody through the streets of Morgantown. I would
linger outside the gray house on 8th Street, heart full of tension, my head tugging and nagging. I
was hungry for home and grabbed at anything that would bind me. My vivid memories of home
are views from the street, never the boredom or suffocation of interiors, but a fist pounding on a
door, screaming: “let me in!” There is no extended family or web of friends, just the streets and
a memory that fades with the years, ghostly but indelible.

I have walked the streets of San Francisco as if I owned them and know intimately the city’s
heart. Somehow I have always been estranged. I was always leaving. Unceremoniously I dumped
whatever life I was living, acting as if the leaving was permanent, always pretending I was
looking elsewhere to live. I traveled everywhere in the lower 48. Inevitably this road took me to
West Virginia and cities that harbored friends: New York, Kansas City, Chicago, Boston,
Toronto, Detroit, Portland, Cincinnati, Gainesville. My search for home was always half-
hearted, however. I would lose my vision-quest and begin to hunger for the streets of San
Francisco, and after a few months I would return, get a new job, get a new apartment, and more
or less, resume my life without having changed or changed anything. I never deeply questioned
why this was. If asked, I would answer simply that San Francisco was still the best place to live.

The year of 1994 was little different, though perhaps more extreme. The urgency I felt to leave
San Francisco was almost scary. I left under a cloud of confusion with no plans. Idrove in
Jagged lines through my country and my heart and came to a desperate understanding: West
Virginia was not my home. It was only where I was born and spent the first eleven years of my
life. There was little there for me but the wonder of the land and the hard work of fragile family
ties. As the memories fade and the present exerts itself , the shock of what really exists in
Morgantown is like a knife in my heart: most of my family returned to this small town, and it is
crowded with brothers and sisters who walk circles around one another, cautiously, or not at all,
and parents who live separately, eternally estranged and embittered. I enter the homes of my
siblings and parents and see myself reflected at each turn, yet I find myself nowhere: lost in a
void. At my mother’s house I dig through scrapbooks searching for myself. In the pictures and
clippings I try to grab on to my past, the people that we all were, looking for understanding:
seeking a heritage. At my father’s house, whom I have kept at arm’s length my entire life, I
immerse myself into his past, trying to imagine where it is I fit in, where the me inside of him
resides. But it is useless. Their homes are not mine, their lives I have not lived or shared. We
are separate. I try to reach into my family, and when I do, pull out only hands of blood, blood
that has little to do with relations, and if it is thicker than water, then it has coagulated into a
gleaming fury of mock stillness. There was no place for me in Morgantown. My friends, the life
I had lived, had been in San Francisco. Coming to this understanding automatically led me to a
conclusion: San Francisco must be my home, even though I had spent most of my life convincing
myself it was not. I believed this for a couple of months, but every time I told myself “San
Francisco is your home,” I felt empty inside. I felt no sentimentality for the place. Lying astride
this was my displeasure and disappointment for how San Francisco had evolved. It is now,
without a doubt, a metropolis, but still carrying with it a small town mentality, rife with extreme
racial tensions and a bonafide class structure. In some way or another, I have always disliked San
Francisco, and I might always feel that way: it is my house, but I have never embraced it as my
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home. And here I am, on the road, searching for home, and again, I am returning to San
Francisco. But it will not be a returning to the place that I belong.

“Wherever it is good for me is my home.” A bad translation of a Latin proverb by Predrag, who
is a Serb from Yugoslavia (“I believe in unity,” he said, when queried on the subject), and the
husband of my good friend, Christina. How we got on to the subject of home, I'm uncertain,
except that it might have been on both our minds, for very different reasons. When he suddenly
popped that translation out while we were driving down Archer Road, in Gainesville, Florida it
gave me pause, for San Francisco had been mostly good for me. I have friends there who are
tolerant, flexible, forgiving and kind, some who have stood by me for nearly 20 years; lovers who
have been sparkling jewels in a long darkness, and who’ve been integral to the shaping of my
consciousness.

Life is a collection of memories. For lack of place and sense of belonging to that place, these
memories must be the framework for my house. The lover’s kiss must be my home, the embrace
of a friend my place of belonging. Being homeless in the soul, but having been happily housed
and safe, I sometimes worry about losing my grip on reality and becoming not only homeless, but
houseless, living on the street, just barely, a raving maniac for real, instead of just inside of me.
In my darkest moments this appears to be my truest home. I live on the inside, alone and restless,
wandering a twilit landscape of partial thoughts and half feelings, once removed, an orphan, a
vagrant, a hobo, searching for warmth, security, and protection. I walk zigzag up the back of
abandonment, knifing my insecurities, talking back to the devil, slapping the face of god. Ikill
my family one by one with the sawed off shotgun of my anger. I grab the moon and whistle
down alleyways thinking garbage cans are the long result of time and I fit just nice into them. I
trudge endless miles, exhausted, hoping to find the track I lost long ago, the one that leads me
toward home, that brings me peace. But there are only endless yellow fields and above this the
blue horizon. And beyond: the welcoming hand of death. [Gainesville, Florida: December, 1994]

Postscript, 1999:
I did return to San Francisco, in January, 1995, after nine months on the road. To find that life

had gotten even more difficult than I had ever imagined in my city by the bay. I was homeless for
six months. I was unable to find work, and ended up, aptly, a temp. San Francisco was jangley
and rotten on my nerves. I expected to be mugged at any moment, and once employed and
housed expected to lose my job and apartment at any time. Life was tenuous at best. At 40 years
old I was nowhere and economics were about to get the best of me. My sense of anxiety about
San Francisco was no longer a matter of the heart, or an intellectual concept: I could no longer
afford to live there. San Francisco is now rated as the single most expensive city in America. 1
was living by a single thread, dangling over the precipice of homelessness.

SoIleft. Again. And, finally, for good. My friend Christina, now living in small town Iowa, and
divorced from Predrig, invited me to join her. I lived in Iowa for a year. Then moved to Tucson.
Now in Tucson for nearly two years, I still have not found my home, though West Virginia
remains upper-most in my mind, and, as my parents grow into their eighties, I begin to wonder
how I can go about making peace with them, and my brothers and sisters. In a way the tide has
turned. [ had always rejected San Francisco as my home. When I had finally decided that it was
the closest thing I did have to a home, San Francisco cast me out into the confusion of America.
I couldn’t return now even if I wanted to. West Virginia continues draws me like a strong
magnet. [ don’t know if it’s real or just a crazy ideal, but I still search for my home.
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From “Passages”

Janet Larson

I can’t help throwing in my two cents’ worth about the high school mass murder epidemic. The one
in Conyers Georgia happened to be the school which my son Chris’ girlfriend attends. I have a couple of
theories about this trend. The tragedies to these kids, both victims and perpetrators, sickens me. The easy
answer is that violence is a natural extension of the decline of morality in our society. You can see this decline
everywhere, from the acceptance and even glorification of adultery in the White House, to the increase in
unwed mothers, and the proliferation of drug use in our culture. The adults are more violent, why not the
kids? Look at Waco, Oklahoma City, Serbia, Kosovo. American people crave violence, and it sells, just look
at any movie marquee or video game. There are more mass murderers now than at any other time in history.

But also, you have to consider our odd attitudes towards children. It seems like kids are under more
pressure now than ever in history. They’re more sophisticated than ever: technological advances are
exploding, and so much information is available. Where once the TV was used as a babysitter, today it’s the
Internet. The world can be so distant and unreal, and there’s so much pressure to perform, succeed, and leam.
On top of it all, the kids have to parent themselves, usually both parents are working, or there’s a single mom
in the household. Is it any wonder kids get frustrated and lash out?

It seems like these kids in the news have a lot in common. They’re white males, middle class,
attending larger suburban high or middle schools, and generally are disenfranchised misfits. Kids can be
extremely cruel, and you wonder how much hatred these kids have been subjected to and internalized.

There’s a lot of talk about the breakdown of the family. When in history before now has there been
the concept of the unwanted or disposable child? It seems like so many people don’t talk to their kids, and
they expect the schools to teach everything, including morals and manners. On the other hand, we tie the
hands of the educators. We can’t punish the kids, and they’re not allowed to fail. Their only punishment
options are expulsion or suspension; talk about incentive! The curriculum is so watered down, it’s no wonder
our country’s work force is losing the competitive edge.

Finally, add in the crowding factor. Whose idea was it to lock up thousands of hormonally unstable
adolescents into a small building and expect them to perform intellectually? If you put enough rats into a
small cage, they’ll start chewing on each other. Here’s my thought: why can’t all the schools be magnet or
alternate schools? Those schools historically get the best scores and passing rates. And bring back the
community school. Break the kids up into smaller groups, make the school experience more personal.

While we’re wishing for smaller neighborhood schools and a decrease in the student/teacher ratio, how
can we make parental involvement mandatory? The parents, so important for academic success, are so often
missing from the equation. They’re too busy, or don’t care, or too wrapped up in themselves to spend time
helping their kids learn.

My last pet peeve is losing the arts from the school curriculum. Studies have shown that kids involved
in arts are better motivated, perform better academically, and progress further in school. And yet, the arts are
the first to fall to budget cuts.

So have I solved all our problems? Smaller schools, more magnet schools, required parental
involvement, and emphasis on the arts. In a nutshell, I think that would solve the problem with our students.

Janet Larson is a physician and a long time veteran of Southern fandom. This page first appeared in
Passages %1 in the Southern Fandom Press Alliance.
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PAINTING MRS.
PORTER’'S CASKET

Joe Mayhew

My mother and Katharine Anne Porter became
buddies (if that’s the right word) when they lived in the
same high-rise on the edge of Greenbelt Park.

One day Mom told me, “Mrs. Porter would like you
to paint something for her. Could you go up and talk to
her?”

Well, certainly. I would like to meet the author of
Flowering Judas, Pale Horse, Pale Rider, and Ship of
Fools, whose short stories and poetry I had studied in high
school. “What does she want me to paint?”

“I think you’d better let her tell you herself”

So Mom took me upstairs to Mrs. Porter’s aerie, a
huge double apartment on the top floor, introduced me and
went back down, smiling wistfully.

Mrs. Porter was around 80 at the time, but was the
soul of charm and rather attractive for all her years. Imagine
\rk Sian Phillips in the role.

\OQ“ “Mom told me you wanted me to paint something
58%5\\ Q DS’ for you.”

c-8-99 “Yes,” said Mrs. Porter. “It’s right here in the
closet.” She opened the door and pointed to a large wooden
box. “It’s a Mexican casket,” she explained. “I’d love it if
you could paint it up bright and cheerful .”

“What’s it for?”

“Me. T'll probably need it soon.” She smiled gracefully (I suspect she enjoyed how I fumbled with
my shock at what she had just said. “Do you think you could decorate it for me?”

“Bright and cheerful?”

“Something for a party.”

“Like a pinata?”

“Exactly.”

“Well, I could paint it bright yellow and cover it with flowers like you see on Mexican folk art.”

“No. Not yellow. I’ve never looked good in yellow. But the flowers would be nice. Don’t gotoa
lot of trouble, as [ plan on being cremated in it.”

And so | came back the next day and began to cover it with bright sloppy flowers. It was the first
casket | had ever decorated.

Mrs. Porter was as charming a Southern Belle as | had ever met. She was rather awesome in her
graceful, world-wise way.

As [ painted, she told me, “Yes, [’m rather curious about death. I want to be awake and alert when
it happens so | can fully experience it.”

She told me she was working on a novel about Joan of Arc, and hoped to finish it before she died.
It was to be her final philosophical statement.

“Your mother told me youy are studying to become a Catholic priest, even though your family is
Protestant. You know, my family sent me to a convent school in New Orleans. It was very strict and it gave
me something to push against, I guess. The Church is good for that. [’m still a Catholic. That wasn’t easy.



[ was excommunicated for my involvement with the Cruzeros in Yucatan, and had to do public penance when
I got back to New Orleans. Sack cloth and ashes, so to speak.”

I said, “Last summer I lived in a church down in Yucatan. We had a couple Mayan villages called
Dzilam de Gonzalez, and Dzilam de Bravo on the gulf coast.”

“I don’t think I know them.” '

“Not surprising. The only fame Dzilam has is that Jean Lafitte, the pirate, is buried there.”

“It must have been interesting.”

“Yes, ma’am. [ saw my first murders there.”

“So did I'” she smiled. .

“I saw them gun down two pentecostal ‘Alleluias’ from Mexico in Bravo’s town square. They’d been
preaching against pirating — still a current problem. The fisherman often came back with two boats, one with
Cuban markings. Well, these Mexican evangelicals objected to the Catholic priest blessing those stolen boats
at the annual Regatta, which was when it happened. Just as Father Noh’s ancient Jeep toddled into the square,
we heard two shots and saw two men fall. Later we learned that the bullets had come from a Guarda Costal
rifle. When the Mayas talk about ‘Mexicans,’ they mean people from Mexico City. They don’t much care
for them, particularly government types.”

She nodded sympathetically, “They felt the same way back in the Twenties. I lost a lot of good
friends in that war. 1 was so young and idealistic, it all seemed so important. That’s what got me in trouble
with the Church.”

“Perhaps it was.”

She told me stories of working with the great Mexican Muralist, Diego Rivera, and of many of her
famous colleagues. She had translated Rivera’s “The Guild Spirit in Mexican Art”. 1had seen some of his
artwork at Chapultepec.

She was living in two apartments with a piece of an adjoining wall removed for a passageway. They
were filled with mementoes of her long career: a hand-made harpsichord, photos of her literary playmates,
a collection of rather extraordinary decorated eggs, curoius antique furniture, and of course, an impressive
library. She enjoyed giving the tour. Each item had a story.

I was utterly captivated. Mother told me, “Joe, i think she really enjoys men. She doesn’t have many
women friends.”

“What about you? How did you meet her?”

“Mary heard that Mrs. Porter’s nurse was going to be away and that she needed someone to give her
shots.” Mom had been an RN, and my aunt, who was working part-time at the reception desk, had told Mrs.
Porter, “I have a sister who could do it, she lives here, on the 6™ floor.”

So, Mom started giving Mrs. Porter her shots. Mom was a good listener, and so they became friends.
Mom had all the cunning of a Virginia belle, tempered by the good manners of her Pennsylvania mother, so
she never introduced her to Dad. Southern Women are a people apart. It’s safer that way.

Years later, when 1 was working at the Library of Congress, some of my friends in the Hispanic
Division had Katharine Anne Porter memories of their own. They had gossip about her scandalous
“gentlemen friends.” Diplomats, noblemen and even librarians. Like Mom said, she enjoyed the company
of men.

I was saddened to learn that Mrs. Porter died after a gradual decline into coma, that she hadn’t been
“present” at her death, as she had hoped. She left a lot of her memorabilia to the University of Maryland,
which had established a Katharine Anne Porter room in its graduate library in nearby College Park. She told
me that she was rather fond of College Park. One night, standing on her balcony facing the town she had said,
“Look at those lights! It’s as fine a sight as Paris at night!” She didn’t say what she thought of the daytime
view.

A few years ago [ saw a photo of her casket in the local paper. It hadn’t been used to cremate her after
all, and it now had a place of honor in the Katharine Anne Porter room. So I got in touch with the McKeldin
Library to let them know how it had come to be made.

It was a jarring experience. The officious academic in charge wanted any correspondence I might
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have had with Mrs. Porter, but otherwise, insisted that practically everything she had told me were lies. “For
starters, she grew up on a farm in Texas, and never went to school in Texas.”

But, by God, she was a great storyteller. [ don’t think the Academics could know the real Katharine
Anne Porter. Their minds are too besieged in academic politics. I think I knew a real lady, while all they
know is facts.

r

A FEW WORDS ABOUT (OLUMBINE

Nola Frame-Gray

Frankly, my heart goes out to the two boys who did the shooting. I say this because I worked part time for
years as a movie extra. Since I worked on sets, I was able to see first hand how movies and music videos
glorify death and violence to such a degree that it looks less like the real thing and more like a “dance
macabre”,

If you take into account that even the violence and bloodshed caught the shooters by surprise I think this helps
explain a lot of their subsequent actions — including their own deaths.

In addition, I have a deep-seated resentment towards the news media and the way they chose to cover this
event. Had these two killers been from any other marginalized segment of society, this would have been gone
into ad nauseum. But it was this group that media was silent about — suspiciously so.

These two kids grew up in a prison mentality — that it’s the Jocks and the strong who make up the rules of
the cliques. Worse, high school clique rules say that it’s okay to torment geeks ... to the point that it’s
practically their duty to do so. Until the media, and we as a society face up to these facts, or at least talk about
them, these simmering hatreds are going to continue.

I ought to know. Iwas a geek. My high school years were days of hell, an experience that I pray never to
endure again.
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GROWING UP WRONG

Sabina Becker

Once upon a time, there was a princess.

Only she didn’t know she was a princess; her parents never told her so. They sent her to a normal
public school, in the hope that she would grow up the same as everyone else.

But she wasn’t the same as everyone else; she was highly intelligent, and she couldn’t help it. Still,
she tried very hard, and in a perverse way, she succeeded: her schoolmates (who all fancied themselves to
be nobles) took her for a peon because she was so quiet and humble. So, when it turned out that the “peon”’
was brighter by far than they, and made them all look like the ninnies they were, they vowed revenge.

They didn't beat her up in the schoolyard; that would have been too much trouble. If she squealed
on them for that, there would be too much proof in the Jorm of cuts, scrapes and bruises. No, their revenge
would have to be more subtle. Invisible ...

I didn’t ask to be smart. 1 did not go up to the Gods before I was born and demand an inordinately
large share of the brains they were handing out; I did not storm and tantrum until it was given me. [ gotto
be this way without asking, with conscious effort on my part. Is that so wrong? All right, so I didn’t “earn”
my high marks at school with the sweat-on-the-brow most kids are supposed to experience. Whose fault is
that? I simply answered the questions as I had learned to do. It’s not my fault that I was quicker on the uptake
than just about everybody else.

And it’s not my fault that I wasn’t much to look at, either. It’s not as if I didn’t try, but somehow my
efforts all turned out wrong. If I wore lipstick, however subtle, 1 got ragged on; my eyeshadow was always
the wrong color, although how they saw it from behind my glasses (since they didn’t look me in the eye) was
amystery. Ireally did wish I was pretty, back then; it would have made life so much easier. [ said I wanted
to be a doctor, a writer, but those were secondary wishes. I really just wanted to be liked.

But ugly ducklings aren’t liked, even if they’re smart and nice, as I surely was. Ugly ducklings are
shunned for the stupidest reasons: for scrawniness, for frizzy curls, for being “four-eyed,” for walking around
with their shoulders slumped and their heads ducked in anticipation of the blows they feel are sure to come.
Wanting to minimize their ugliness, they hide, but the hiding only draws attention to them. People saw by
my Quasimodo posture that I was a ready victim, and they took advantage.

The miller’s daughter looked at the princess, and got an idea. “I know, " she said. “Let’s go down
to my father's mill.” So she and a gaggle of her girlfriends went down to the mill. There, they plotted their
revenge against the princess.

They had never been inside the mill itself: they preferred to hang out in the bushes by the mill stream
itstead, drinking and smoking and fucking with their boyfviends. (T hey were early starters, just as the
princess was a late one.) They had scant idea how the mill worked, being only moderately intelligent and
incurious to boot. But the miller's daughter knew one thing: If you poured something in the funnel at the top
of the mill, it would come out all different, in a fine powder, at the other end. So she and her girlfriends
climbed to the 10p of the mill, one by one, then gathered around the funnel,

They could see the big water wheel turning, could hear the slow crunch and grind of the great gears,
could feel the ponderous rumble of the millstones below. They were a little scared — the miller would whip
them all if knew what they were up to — but because they were so many of them, not one of them dared
suggest that they back out.

Besides, they were determined to get back at that princess, that ugly litile snob! They 'd show her for
thinking herself so much better than they were!

Orne by one, they shouted things they hated about her into the Junnel: I hat