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Bill Bowers

Someday again I'll put together a tightly kerned, lavishly illus-
trated, graphically slick package -- if only to prove to Andy Porter
that those '70s OUTWORLDS weren't an aberration generated by Some
Other Bill Bowers.

Soon.

In the meantime, herewith is an even more cut-'n-pasted issue
than has been the recent norm. But then...I've been cut-'n-stapled
a bit myself, since we last "spoke"!

Foolish me. I'd thought that with the divorce finally finalized,
with what was destined to be returned of the marriage spoils col-
lected, and with my back seemingly on the mend.... I thought that
things were Looking Up to such an extent that, on Saturday the 2nd
of January, I "ended" the mini-editorial of OWES5 on this (for me)
blatantly optimistic note:

"For now: I've all sorts of grandiose plans/hopes/dreams for
1993. My Life Goes On. May yours be equally hopefull"

Foolish me. My life did indeed go...after a fashion...beginning
“that very same day.

No, I didn't make it to Confusion this year, but had I...the
"speech" I was scheduled to "deliver" would have inevitably been
titled something along the lines of "...I Know I Backed Into This
World -- [I was a breech baby] -- And I've Certainl¥ Never Hesitated
In Giving My All For My Fanzine ... But Somehow My 'Life Manual' Has
Recently Been Turned Bassakwards...."

Or: Those who speculated on my lack of "backbone" when I re-
mained determinedly "neutral" in fannish feuds past...were more
"right" than they gf¢ I could ever have imagined.

I'd left the Sims' New Year's Eve party pre-midnight because of an
asthma attack and I skipped the Friday night party, to recoup and to
continue the final prep on OWSS. By Saturday morning, when in a mad
rush I wrote a one-column "editorial” and final-printed the Contents
Page, before dropping off the issue's "masters" at the copy shop
pre-noon (on my way to the POBox & Perkins) -- I was mainly just
Tired. But with a sense of satisfaction at having, indeed, Pubbed
My Ish. The one precious moment in the "process" of fanzine pub-
lishing, BowerStyle.

Foolish me. By the time I picked up the print run at six that
evening, the (almost forgotten) back pain had returned (albeit high-
er up than previously) with such vehemence that I was barely able to
carry the carton into the house. But I did. And I made it to the
Parsleigh's New Year's End Party that evening--after all, I'd prom-
ised Dave Rowe his_contributor's copy--on sheer will-power. [Trans-
Tation: Stupidity.]
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[...and, yes, the bacover was not innovative Bowers Layout, but
a copy-shop fuck-up: had I been at all capable of driving back up to
have it re-run.... Instead, I cried, ranted, moaned...and decided
to live with it. It wasn't the first time.... So. There. Truth
in Publishing 101.]

I took off work early the following Monday to go to the doctor.
but waited until the following Saturday (to avoid missing more work)
before going to the lab for x-rays. Early the following week they
were deciphered, and it turned out that I had not one, but two com-
pression-fractures in two different vertebrae. The one was essen-
tially "healed"; obviously it was then end-result of lifting the
ditto...back at Ditto, in October (even though it hadn't been de-
tected on the initial, November, set of x-rays). The second frac-
ture, though.... lUell, the first made sense, at least in retro-
spect: I knew as soon as it happened that I'd lifted something too
heavy...but I'd been "careful" (all right; totally paranoid) there-
after. So what caused the second fracture?

Nothing so easily definable, but as nearly as can be determined
it was the culmination of spending the better part of five days
during the Christmas "break" and then three more over New Year's...
hunched over the dining room table...cutting & pasting-up my ish.

BOLLIVALE o6 Widded Folr PUTVORLEE TALELYL411T

There was an underlying "reason", it seems. On the 19th of January
I went in for a "bone density" scan (interesting, that, in that I
was positioned so that I could watch...over my shoulder...as my
skeletal infrastructure appeared--line by line--on a monitor).
"loss" of density in my spine. This, apparently, the direct result
of 10 years on Prednisone--a multi-use drug initially prescribed by
a dermatologist, but continued because it is the most effective
I#dd1l control on the asthma I'd found.

Now, I find out there are, apparently, other "options" availa-
ble...but I (foolishly) continue on the Prednisone: It works, and
shortness of breath is oft-times a more immediate concern than non-
visible (no matter how painful) lack of backbone. I am not always
as logical as I might self-delude.

In the meantime, as January progressed, I went to work, and
gimped around. The doctor put me on a three-month medication ($118.
outlay) that was/is supposed to at least stop, if not reverse, the
spinal degeneration. And I was religiously (if unenthusiastically)
following that regime -- even going out and buying a pill-crusher to
deal with the mother-sized suckers -- laced with liberal doses of
Voltaren to control the (I self-diagnosed) continuing back pains.

I maintained. I "skipped" Rubicon, even though it is close and I'd
"promised" Jodie...because of Saturday overtime at work: The New
Improved Fiscally Responsible Bowers. Yes.

On Saturday, February 13th, even though I still "owe" friends
#dd LHé IH3, I finally felt financially "secure" enmough to purchase
a compact disc player. [Neither of the two previously in residence
here had been "returned"...but I had a hundred discs, that had been,
sitting on a shelf...] I set it up that afternoon, played Tlapton's
"Unplugged" and a couple of others, had a bowl of tomato soup as
supper while tv-watching...took a Voltaren...and went to bed about
midnight.

About 2 a.m.--here things get hazy and, almost three months
later time-clarity is even more nebulous--I was up, in the bathroom

««.doubled over.

Yes, I've had P®*A*I#*N before... Having to literally take five
minutes getting out of bed in late October to mid-November was not
fun. I'd even had an "upset" stomach or a dozen before...but never,
ever...anything this intense before. Somewhere between 2:30 and
3:00 (time didn't stand still; it was an eternity Ididér fWar oy
tdét rédéit dAftiddd), still reluctant to make a total fool out of
myself (and "aware" that no matter what going to the Emergency Room
would entail a $75. co-pay).... But: ...uhen none of the home reme-
dies had made even the slightest dent in the pain and I was totall
incapable of straightening to a vertical position...I (reluctantly{
woke Art up and had him call 911. I wasn't even capable of that
simple task. The wait seemed interminable, but the paramedics were
here in perhaps five minutes, half-carried me downstairs, and hoist-
ed me ("...please, please be careful of my back...!) onto a stretch-
er...and trundled me across the snow-covered front yard into the
ambulance and off to the Emergency Room.
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I remember snatches...but mostly just the Pain. Laying in a
curtained alcove in the hospital...waiting for "them" to make it all
Go Away. Again, an (even longer) Eternity...but they contacted my
Primary Care Physician...and I was toted (IV, frigid cold & all) to
his base hospital about, I'd guess, 7:30 a.m. There I was bundled
into a bed, poked and prodded, until mid-afternoon that wonderful
Valentine's Day. The surgeon assigned to me showed up and said “You
can't Y4y stay here. ...we're transferring you to another hospital.”

Integral Sidebar: I pay Vast Sums monthly’ to belong to an HMO
that "contracts" with less than half the local hospitals to provide
care to its members. I knew I wouldn't be permitted to stay at the
closest hospital...the one with the Emergency Room. I was even con-
scious enough to know that the initial transfer was to a "non-cover-
ed" hospital...but, Heyl...I was just along for the ride.

Another Very Cold ride in a Very Cold ambulance...another room,
another bed. In less than twelve hours.

Continued poking, prodding, blood tests, x-rays...and constant
pain, phasing in and out. I was finally operated on Monday night the
15th. I'd been told it was scheduled for Four, but it was Six-
Thirty before they came for me; that didn't help. But they were
Good: I remember being wheeled into the operating room and the
painful transfer to the table...but nothing thereafter until I awoke
a couple of hours later, in "my" room, in "my" bed. ...with varying
diameter tubes intruding into and out of my body, in numbers and
locations we won't talk of here.

It was only then that I was told that what I'd "experienced",
in layman's terms, was a "perforated duodenal ulcer".

.s.and it was only after I'd been "out" a couple of weeks that
one of my plenitude of doctor's told me that the mortality rate for
thgse with as a severe a case as I'd had...is in the neighborhood of
50%.

And here I'd initially thought it was food-poisoning, from the
tomato soup.

[In retrospect, a.k.a. Self-Diagnosis 101, it seems that much
of the January pain I attributed to the back was more internalized

«s.and I have no doubt that the Voltaren--not a play drug--was what
kicked the ulcer into over-drive.]

.I spent ten days in the hospital(s), before the surgeon came by
at noon on the 23rd, and said he was "releasing" me. But he had the
last laugh. "

I had been complaining about being sent home with the silly-
assed drainage tube sill protruding from my mid-valley, but he as-
sured me--removing two staples, that it would "come out" in a week
or two, in its Own Good Time. He left. I called Roger. I got up
and started to get dressed. ...and the damned tube popped out, and
a gush of appetizingly-colored fluid spewed out of my mid-section,

I panicked. 1 shoved the tube back in, and when the call button
didn't magically produce a nurse, I went out into the hall, clutch-
ing my suddenly precious tube, until a nurse came and put me back to
bed, took my tube, gave me a towel to hold over the opening, and
told me to Stay There...until they could get ahold of the Doctor.
Who'd left the hospital. Eventually Contact: His diagnosis -- "It
must have been time...". They slapped a massive pressure bandage on
me and told me I was still released. Despite my sudden lack of
interest in leaving....

I've had pain, yes, but I honestly can't recall having been so
bloody scared at any point since I almost drowned in basic, back in
'64. In retrospect (something I specialize in) it has its amusing
side, but by the time I was home I was still so hyper that, despite
my best intent. I lit up a cigarette. It's an excuse, but fanzine
publishing isn't the only "crutch" I seem to be afflicted with.

Roger showed up while I was in bed with my security towel, and
toted me home. Or what was left of me: the first time I was weigh-
ed, later that week, I discovered I'd "lost" thirty-five pounds!
(And yes, despite the skeptics, I had (again, courtesy of the Pred-
nisone) built up an "excess" of waist-poundage. ...but not thirty-
five pounds wortht)

As of a doctor's visit on May 7th, I'd only gained back 2&1/2
pounds. I like fitting into clothes again, but this is ridiculous.

The Fannish "Network" is, truly, awe-inspiring. Art came to the
emergency room and later he, Tanya & Don tracked me through the
sundry hospitals to deliver essentials. Art also called the Pars-
leigh's, and Denise contacted my sister, as well as setting in
motion a rather incredible phone chain: She called Mike...who called
Linda & Joe...who called Sheryl...who called Peggy...who called
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« HIS GIRL FRIDAY [’40]

CAPE FEAR [’91]

BELOVED INFIDEL [°59]

THE UNSUSPECTED [’471

THE CRUEL SEA [’331]

BILLY BATHGATE

HIAMI BLUES

STAR TREK 4: THE UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY
THE SILENCE OF THE LAMBS
BASIC INSTINCT
BOYZ N THE HOOD

BLADE RUNNER (Director’s Cut)
THE BRIFTERS

’92 BOOKS/NDVELS REARD [391]

*F* IS FOR FUBITIVE: Sue Grafton
DEADLOCK: Sara Paretsky
A GIFT UPON THE SHORE: M.K. Wren

"FORT PRIVILEGE: Kit Reed

THE ENGINES OF THE NIGHT: Barrl Halzberg
HEROVIT’S MDRLD: Barry N. Mal: erg
THE DEVIL MEARS WINGS: Harry Whittington
BLOOD SHOT: Sara Paretsky
COYOTE: Linda Barnes
EARTHERIP: Harry Turtledove
THE SNAKE TATT0O0: Linda Barnes
"6" IS FOR BUMSHOE: Sue Grafton
EDWIN OF THE IRON SHDES: Marcia Muller
DREANING OF BABYLON (A Private Eye

Novel 1942): Richard Brautigan
A TROUBLE OF FOOLS: Linda Barnes
NORE 600D OLD STUFF: John D. MacDonald
THE DIFFERENCE ENGINE: Bibson/Sterling
ASK THE CARDS A BUESTION: Marcia Muller
MIAMI BLUES: Charles Willeford
THE CHESHIRE CAT’S EYE: Marcia Muller
THROUGH THE HEART: Richard brant
KEW HOPE FOR THE DEAD: Charles Willeford
GAMES TD KEEP THE DARK AWAY: M. Muller
*H" IS FOR HONICIDE: Sue Grafton
STOPPING AT SLDWYEAR: Frederik Pohl
HURDER FOR THE BRIDE: John D. MacDonald
JUDGE ME NOT: John D. MacDonald
RED HARVEST: Dashiell Hammett
STEEL BUITAR: Linda Barnes
LEAVE A MESSAGE FOR MILLIE: M. Huller
THE DAMNED: John D. MacDonald
THE BLACK MASK BOYS: ed. #s. F. Nolan
DRACLE: Mike Resnick
THE STALKING MAN: Wilson Tucker
DAYS OF ATONEMENT: Malter Jon Williams
BURNNARKS: Sara Paretsk‘
THE MOTION OF LIGHT IN WATER:

Samuel R. Delany

SIDESRIPE: Charles Willeford
FUGITIVE NIGHTS: Joseph Wambaugh
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'92 SHORT FICTION READ [211]

"At the D1d Swiaming Hole®: Sara
Paretsky; MURDER % MYSTERY IN CHICAGO
*Schwartz Between the Galaxies®:
Robert Silverberg; STELLAR 1 (741
*The Bhirligig of Tiee": Vernor Vinge;
STELLAR |
*The Translator®: Kis Stanley Robinson;
UNIVERSE 1
*The Broken Men": Marcia Kuller;
MAMMOTH BOOK OF PRIVATE EVYE
"The Science Fiction Hall of Faae®":
Robert Silverber%; INFINITY FIVE [’73]
*Lucky Penny®: Linda Barnesj
SISTERS IN CRINE 1
"Falling Dff the Roo#": Sue Braftonj
SISTERS...1
"Nater®: Vance Aandahl} FSF 4/92
‘Bootstrap Enterprise®: Victor Koean;
F&SF 2/92
"Smart Guys Don’t Snore®: Joe Bores;
A KATTER OF CRIME 2
*Three-Dot Po"t Sara Paretskz;
THE EYES HAVE IT
*Rild Mustard®: Marcia Kuller;
THE EYES HAVE IT
*Incident in Hell’s Kitchen®:
Lawrence Treat; EQNM 3/92
*The Brothers®: Lawrence Treat; EGHN7/92
"An Excuse For Shooting Earl®:
Jose?h Hansenj AHMN 9/92
*In Concert®t Michael Swanwickj IASFNM /9
"Death of Reason®: Tony Danielj IASFH /9
"6raves”: Joe Haldemanj F&SF 10-11/92
*The Night Ke Buried Road Dog"t
Jack Cady; F&SF 1/93
"Once A Writer...": Robert Cenedella;
EONM 1/93
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...0NCe again, siaply a 'listin?' of 2
few of the Lists I afflict syself with.
Presented here for your asuseeent and
wonderment -- but prisarily as a Meeory
Jogger for some once and future Bill
Bowers, as a few of the more definable
"influences" that define what is I....

Next tisme, rerhaps, a listing of ay 1993
sedical fosts...? Nahj well, maybe!

Paula-Ann...wuho sent me a packet of New Orleans jép§ trinkets ad-
dressed to "Mr. Ulcer"....

To all those who called & sent cards--my eternal thanks.

In particular, inadequately, I wouldn't have made it through
without Art, who not only remembered to let my cat out of the oven
before I got home, but who proved to be a much better #fd ddr¢ Eiis
¢#1 "nurse than the one I'd been married to.

«s.nor without the unstinting friendship of Dave Locke who not
only took me to endless doctor's appointments but who, on his first
visit here after I Got Out...completely rearranged my living room
(at my direction)...so that he could have a place to sit & chat. (I
was *Impressed®; he's not all that much younger than I....)

I "lost" three weeks of work. In the nine I've been "back"...I've

managed to put in one "full" week of all the available hours. The
remainder have been foreshortened, by the inevitable "recover¥"

grogess...and by a new succession of doctor's visits & out-patient
ests.

For, you see, there is (always!) more....

[My predilections in fanzine layout might make more sense if
you realize that sometimes I view my life as a sidebar....]

One side effect of the surgery & cuf stomach nerves is that my
digestive system is completely outta whack...and once home I devel-
oped what some of my more less-diplomatic women friends refer to as

morning sickness": the first thing I did on arising every morning

«..was to throw up. As a result of this I was sent to a Gastro-
enterologist, who placed me on a new (Very Expensive) regime of
pills...that does seem to be doing the job.

But early on in the process this guy talked me (he's smooth!)
into something that made me long for my drainage tube: an arcane
form of torture called an "endoscopy".

Those who have shared meals with me over the years know that I
have had a predisposition for "choking" frequently. I always blamed
the hiatial hernia. (I owe it an apology.) Some of you can vaguely
imagine how thrilled I was with the mere concept of having a tube
shoved down my throat.

It wasn't "supposed" to...but it hurt like bloody hell, even
after the doctor switched to the smallest scope he had. As usual,
there was a "reason". I have a stricture, apparently congenital, in
my upper esophagus...and that was further constricted by a web.
#*sigh* I've had the procedure twice now, and I'll probably require
it periodically the remainder of my life...but at least, knock on
Kaypro...I'm not choking anymore.

.soabout that dinner, now...

[You should be able to swallow pills, now, he said. Right, I
said. I still chew or crush them; a fifty year "block" isn't over-
come by mere facts...]

I still "tire" easily. "They" say it will take time. I think it
is, indeed, "time"--but my body doesn't seem to listen to me much...

I've done little other than work, watch too much tv, read...and
feel regret at my seeming inability to return communications to
those who care...and whom I care about. These few mirco-elite words
buried in a generally-circulated fanzine are woefully inadequate but
I do cherish my friends...more than I can ever convey.

I've spent every bit of "spare" energy I've been given over the past
month--carefully spreading-out the paste-up sessions--on this issue.
It is of necessity the most graphically "simple" of the current run,
and it has been "work" -- but there is some really neat material,
commencing on the next page...and I think you'll enjoy it....

I'd really hoped to include the LoCs on OWSS, and I still have
on hand material for a very substantial issue. ...as soon as I can!

I mentioned, earlier, "all sorts of grandiose plans/hopes/dreams for
1993." One was to attend Corflu and that, car & body willing, is at
least probable, as of the moment.

«+.another was to spend at least a week pre-Worldcon visiting
friends in the Bay Area. That has, suddenly, become very unlikely.

A third was to have my friends paid off, and be out of debt by
the end of the year. Possible, still...but not a sure bet.

...and a Fourth Goal was to publish an issue of OUTWORLDS sans
any'mention of personal "trauma".

Did someone say something about "---the ever dreaming Bowers"?
That I are.

Bill; 5/10/93
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........ weeeessseeee TE Really Secret Masters.

:::.olu.lt'.oo-oon'.o.o-.oo..o-ooc.oouo-oll-0.oooon-o.a---.--o'ocooou-.o-oo.--.ooo.oolol..noou-o-..--oo-..oo--.-.ooo.oby Skela

It didn't start in the toilet. These things rarely do, but that's where I was when I
happened to notice a small battery on the floor, down behind the bowl. It wasn't
a rechargeable one, the sort we normally use. Cas must have been carrying it and
placed it on the windowsill whilst attending to more pressing matters. Then, her
mind already dwelling on the next phase of her woman's-work-that-is-never-done,
she'd hurried off and forgotten it. Or more probably them, because the things that
are powered by these farting little batteries invariably require more than one. In
fact the only way she'd have been carrying a single battery is if she'd recently put
put three into some device, and had one left over from the pack of four in which
they are invariably sold. If you don't use rechargeables the leftover battery on
such occasions is invariably lost. There ought to be a special circle of Hell for
the inconsiderate bastards who design appliances that require odd numbers of
batteries. That couldn't have been the case though because the only device we
have that needs three such batteries is the 'Super Splasher' water pistol which I
bought in an attempt to discourage the zillions of neighbours' cats from setting up
permanent residence in our garden....and that, to my intense annoyance, is
mysteriously non-functional. 1 suspect sabotage, but have no proof, and secretly
blame a woman I dare not name because of the potential for a possible libel action
on her part.

Anyway, it couldn't have been a single battery. It must have been one of a pair,
though the other “was nowhere in evidence. 1 suspect that one of the cats, who
when not engaged in the activity of sending Christmas cards to Sponse spend a
significant portion of their lives sitting in the nearest available windowsill, must
have inadvertently (if Tommy) or deliberately (if the mishievous Jessica) knocked
one onto the floor, and it had rolled into its present position. Between then and
now Cas had obviously passed by again and removed the one that lhad remained in
unsightly untidyness upon the windowsill. It's obvious, Watson, if you just think
about ‘it. ~ It's also amazing the lengths to which your mind will go in attempting
to figure out what on earth a battery is doing on the floor of the toilet.

Still looking at it, after having figured out the foregoing, I realised what a perfect
metaphor the battery was for my life just at the moment - all unknowing and
unwitting, but still the Power behind the Throne.

Unknowing and unwitting, because at the moment I just don't know what's going
on. 1 feel like one of those science fiction heroes, the kind where they dare not
or cannot destroy him so they cloud his mind and plant false and misleading
memories and then give him a fake identity so that he can live out his new life in
mundane ignorance of his true powers and importance, Generally on some
backwater planet off in some obscure spiral arm of the galaxy. They usually have
an agent in place, close to him, to report back in case his real memories begin to
surface. I think this is the case too. I suspect a woman whose name I have
already not mentioned, and which I shall not mention again for similar reasons.
But it hasn't worked because I've found out, through sheer chance, how
staggeringly important I really am. '

Now all I have to do is keep tugging away at any loose threads and their cover
will soon be unravelled.
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It was actually the Government who gave the game away. Well, we all know their
track record for keeping secrets, but I suppose they had to be informed. I should
have gotten an inkling back in 1990, but I treated it then as some gift of fortune.
The $ had been running at about 1.65 to the £ for about a year. Then, when I
came to buy the dollars for our US visit I discovered the ratio was up to 1.87, and
even better the Access/Mastercard bills we ran up whilst in the US were converted
at £1.92., At the time I thought this was, as I said, simply good fortune, but with
hindsight I realise it was down to the machinations of the UK Government ensuring
I was kept distracted by an affordable holiday. It worked. Boy, was I ever
distracted! After we returned the rate settled down again in the 1.60-1.70 range.

Then the Powers That Be learned that we intended going back to the USA in 1993,
but obviously with the $ at only 1.65 to the £ we'd be struggling to afford a
decent holiday. So the Government paniced and joined the ERM - the European
Exchange rate Mechanism - effectively tying the struggling £ to the Deutschmark's
coattails. This worked a treat, and as the DM climbed against the $ it dragged
the £ up with it, though in order to maintain the resulting exchange levels the
Government had to raise interest rates to an amazing 15%, in the process squeezing
industry until even the pips squeaked. But you have to remember that that was of
relatively minor moment to the Government. If UK industry failed and went to
the wall, with millions thrown out of work, that was as nothing against the
requirement that I be kept sweet by being granted another affordable US holiday.

And you thought I was kidding when I wrote about how important I was?

By God, the British Government must have been sweating. At about this time
though I singlehandedly changed Government policy. The E.had reached the giddy
heights of $2.00, and the newspapers were full of serious articles on the financial
pages about how ludicrously overpriced the £ was, and more trivial pieces about
how you should save money by flying over to New York to do your weekly shopping
and have your hair done. I was worried. The Government was insisting that it
wouldn't devalue, but the newspapers were hinting otherwise. Little did either the
press or I suspect that the Government was actually desperate to davalue but was
prevented from doing so because of its committment to my holiday.

" The thing is, I work at the head office of a major international company (over 30
production sites in the US alone) based in Manchester, and there is a department
whose sole purpose is to buy and sell foreign currencies, ideally at a profit. The
company permits its staff to take advantage of these facilities and buy foreign
currencies 'ahead'. Because this means the company has to buy dollars, and hold
them at a nominal US interest rate of say 3%, rather than hold its money in
sterling at a UK interest rate of 15%, it discounts the exchange rate 1¢ for every
month between them making the purchase on your behalf and you giving them the
money. In my case that would be thirteen months, so with the pound then at
almost $2.00 it meant I'd be guaranteed them at nearly $1.87, and wouldn't have
to pay for over a year. Bad news if the £ stayed at the same rate, and worse if
it continued to climb. Good news though if it turned out the Government was
lying through its teeth about devaluation., But would the Government lie to it's
people? Would a brick sink? Get Reall We'd had enough of gambling and decided
to play safe and cover the pot. $1.87 was good enough, it guaranteed the holiday.

Word quickly got back to the Chancellor of the Exchequer and the Prime Minister
who immediately heaved a sigh of relief and hauled the pound back out of the
ERM, causing it to drop drastically against the dollar. This also meant they could
take more action to facilitate our holiday. The absurdly high interest rate of 15%
had served its purpose in maintaining the £ against the $ until after I'd made my
'purchase’, but now it was counterproductive. Obviously in order to pay for the
dollars, and other elements of the trip, I was going to have to take out a loan, and
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there was no way I could aford the repayments on such a loan at 15% interest. So
almost overnight the Government changed the whole thrust of its economic policy
from a strong pound to low interest rates. As [ write they're down to 6%, and
may even drop another point before I take out my loan. I've gained enormously on
the swings and then I've gained enormously on the roundabouts. Life just doesn't
work like that, unless somebody is watching over you.

So I finally figured it out. I am obviously more important to the Government than
any element of its publicly stated policy. But don't let that worry you. If we
meet in the States on my next visit, feel free to treat me as just plain 'folks’.
Especially do not throw yourself onto the floor and prostrate yourself before me.
It would embarass me. I may well deserve such respect, but I don't know why, so
let's just play it cool, OK?

Unfortunately, if I can figure it out, so too can others. Now I know how Salman
Rushdie feels, being on somebody's death list.

Because the IRA are out to get me. They've found out somehow and figure if I'm
that important to the UK Government, then priority should be given to wiping me
out. You doubt this? OK, against which family are some of their most recent
outrages directed. The Royal Family? Nope, the Skeltons. The IRA knows who's
more important to the British Government. Fortunately for me the letters in the
IRA's name seem to stand for 'Incompetent' and 'Wankers' (they can't spell,
either), because they made a total hash of it. Here's how the events unfolded....

It was at 09.30 in the morning of Thursday 3rd. December, and I was at my desk
in conference with the other members of the Group Payroll Support team when Cas
rang up. She'd heard the news on local radio. "Have you heard about the bomb
at the Parsonage?". I moved the -phone aside and asked the others "Has anyone
heard of a bomb at the Parsonage?" Nope, so I cupped my hand over the
mouthpiece and repeated,-somewhat louder to the office at large "Has anyone
heard of a bomb at the Parsonage?" Nobody had. Thus was the news brought
from Aix to Ghent. 'The Parsonage' was St. Mary's Parsonage in Manchester, on
which are situated both Parsonage Gardens and Cardinal House which is the building
housing our Group Computer Centre, or at least the hardware -and immediate
support personnel. The less immediate support personnel, those who design business
systems, or write the programs to support them, had been moved from there to our
Trafford Park Head Office some three years ago. Us. You can say this about the
IRA - they're good at making bombs, but their intelligence is shit and at least
three years out of date. I'd been gone from that building at least three years
before they bombed it. Of course my daughter Deborah still works there, and this
may have confused them.....but she works nights and this bomb went off at about
0840 a.m.

Anyway, Cas informed us that all buildings had been evacuated, which explained
why the Operations personnel weren't answering their phones that morning. The
next news we heard was when our boss came into the office and announced
'"There's been a bomb at the Parsonage, but the computer's OK. You can carry on
working but remember if it goes down later you may lose the work you've done
today." "Was anybody hurt?" somebody asked him. "Oh, I've no idea." he said,
rushing out to form a Crisis Management Team. He hadn't asked. The computer
was OK, that's what counted.

Fortunately our switchboard operator had overheard a message that nobody was
seriously injured in the blast (one guy had minor cuts on a couple of fingers), and
once this information was generally circulated we all began to stop worrying and
enjoy the excitement. Meanwhile the computor continued to operate and everyone
up and down the country, and across Europe was none the wiser. The computer
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room itself had been fitted with bomb-proof windows, and other than light fixtures
being dislodged by the blast, had suffered no damage. In fact the computer
continued to run perfectly, without human support or intervention, until late
afternoon when the number of jobs submitted that required human intervention
(mounting archive tapes etc.) filled up the system logs with unanswered messages,
and the system butted its head against this wall for the rest of the day until the
police allowed a couple of operators in to power things down later that night.

Being computer people, and knowing that nobody was injured, we were all now
treating the incident as a computer problem. Long before the mainframe ceased
responding Operations personnel were rushing down to our Disaster Recovery site in
London with archive tapes of our previous night's operations. On Friday we'd be
operating as if Thursday had never happened. That's the joy about computers. If
you have a bad day you can go back as if it had never happened and then rerun it
without the problems. We're one of the few companies in the world to have had a
genuine tryout of our Disaster Recovery procedures. Not that they were used
because everyone opted to wait until the police let us power the mainframe back
up on Friday morning rather than lose or redo the work they'd done on the
Thursday. We were also lucky because UK insurance companies had already agreed
to suspend their insurance coverage in relation to terrorist activities as from the
first of January 1993, so we were lucky the IRA hit us when they did. One month
later and it would have cost the company a bomb as well as the IRA.

Initial newspaper reports identified the building outside which the bomb had
exploded incorrectly (as Albertson House rather than Cardinal House) and whilst the
TV news coverage corrected this all subsequent newspaper reports perpetuated the
original press mistake. One wonders why they each employ zillions of reporters
when all they do is rework earlier reports. It was an understandable mistake on
their part though because Albertson House is a Government building, and hence a
sensible IRA target. The press obviously doesn't know about me.

Cas rang Deborah up at work the-next night. "What's it look like there?" she
asked. "Like a bomb's hit it!" Deborah replied.

We also subsequently learned that they were stone lucky. The bomb exploded
directly’ in front of two windows, which buckled and shattered. They weren't
bombproof because they weren't protecting the computer, just people. The
Operations Manager would have been behind one. He would have been in at that
time, but was taking a day's holiday. Several Operators would have been seated at
their VDU terminals facing the other one, except that at that time they were on
shift handover and watching TV or getting cups of coffee in the rest room. With
the glass fragments being blown in from the shattered window, if there'd been
anybody in that room they wouldnt have had to evacuate them, they'd have had to
hose their remains down off the walls.

So remember, please, the next time you're in an Irish bar anywhere in America,
and somebody rattles a collecting box under your nose, if you put your small
change, your shrapnel into it, they could very well end up picking that shrapnel out
of somebody over here. The IRA is in the business of killing ordinary people. Any
ordinary people who don't agree with its aims, which basically means any ordinary
people.

I sometimes think I know better than the next man. So do you. So does the IRA.
I don't think this entitles me to kill the next man. Neither do you. Neither does
any sane person.

Unfortunately the IRA thinks it does.
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Hania Wojtowicz=z

Shots Fired...Pause...Reality Sets In

Shots Fired...

It was Friday night at midnight as we drove to the grocery store. A quiet night in Chicago not
too long ago. We sat in the car at the corner, waiting for the light. There wasn’t any traffic,
but the local bar was hot that night. There were people in the doorway and on the sidewalk too.
Kris pointed at the motorcycles cluttering the street.

The light turned green, the sign blinked go, and then we heard the sound. We thought it was
a motorcycle, shattering the silence. Rob made the turn into the street and suddenly I knew.
It was a gunshot that we’d heard. A soundtrack to the picture through the windshield straight
ahead.

I"d never felt time stop before. Or forgotten how to breathe.

They were struggling in the street, away from the sidewalk, at least ten feet. The black man
looked so surprised, his face turned toward us. His eyes reached out to the man on the
sidewalk. The biker’s pale hand struck twice. The knife blade shone in the headlight beam.
The black man fell at the biker’s feet.

The car got closer. Too close. Rob was watching the action. He hadn’t noticed that this show
had no commercials. My mind struggled to switch to cop mode. Stop the damn car! 1Idon’t
have a radio!" No weapons, no protection! Stop the damn car!

The biker kicked the body, bent down and took away the black man’s gun. The biker kicked
again. The body rolled over, beside the parked car. The man on the sidewalk shouted. The
biker raised the gun and fired . . .

Rob blinked and reality set in. He stopped the car. He backed it up. He turned left down a
side street.

. . . at the third man on the sidewalk. The bullet hit the parked car. The third man raised his
gun and fired at the biker. As we sped down the side street, I turned my head. The biker was
down. His hand was empty. The silver coloured gun grated across the road, coming to rest
beside the black man’s body. There was a lot of blood.

The biker died immediately. The black man had been stabbed in the heart. He died at the
hospital. He was 28 years old. He was a cop.

Pause... ' Rl - ek

The events described above took place in 25 seconds. The ripples are still spreading.
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Reality Sets In...

A Chicago police officer was stabbed to death on July 24, 1992 outside a biker bar on Irving
Park Road. The assailant was then shot and killed by the officer’s white partner. Witnesses
reported that the assailant and his brother, who were white, had accosted the black officer with
racial slurs after he and his partner entered the bar just before midnight. Both officers were off
duty and were apparently picking up a set of keys one of them had left there earlier in the day.
The officers left the bar to avoid any further confrontation. The biker followed them out to their
car, where he approached the black officer and stabbed him twice in the chest. The biker had
no criminal record and did not know the officer. Friends and family cannot explain what made
him do it.

I was the primary witness to this apparently pointless death. In six years of duty with the Metro
Toronto Police, I've never faced a gun or had anyone die before my eyes. Having this happen
while off duty, especially while on vacation, made it somehow harder to handle. I'd let my
guard down, I wasn’t paying attention the way I always do when I'm at home. In this case, it
wouldn’t have made any difference, but I can’t stop thinking about it.

It takes a lot of energy to really see what’s around you, all the time. I memorize licence plates
and vehicle descriptions. I check out the doorways and alleys when I drive down the street.
Everyone around me in convenience stores and banks is a possible suspect. I sit with my back
to the wall in restaurants. I look at my watch when I hear a loud noise, just in case. It’s a
constant state of yellow alert.

I’'m very tired.

Jodie Offutt MY LIFE IN PRISON

"Would you like to teach two Freshman Composition classes at Eastern Kentucky Correctional Complex
in West Liberty?"

The woman on the phone was with Lees College in Jackson, Kentucky. Lees has programs in
several Kentucky prisons, including two two-year associate degree programs at EKCC, one in small
business and one in addiction counseling, and they needed English teachers for the 12-week summer
quarter.

I received my MA in English a year and a half ago after taking classes for 21 years. Despite
the recession, I've been employed ever since. I've taught freshman composition the last two fall
semesters at the local university.

"How safe is it, teaching in a prison?" Andy wanted to know.

"Uell, hell, surely they wouldn't offer me a job if it wasn't safe."

My officemates, Laura and Teresa, and I decided to take the jobs and Laura suggested that we
visit the prison before we start teaching. Laura's worked on the ﬂsychiatric floor at the hospital
and said it can be disconcerting when doors clang shut and lock behind you. We didn't want to go in
the first night rubbernecking.

A few days before the quarter began we made the 35-minute, S50-mile trip to West Liberty. UWe
drove through the small town and saw the prison atop a high hill. The prison is less than three
miles from the county high school and a grade school. UWe spotted a sign warning drivers against
Bicking up hitchhikers. From the road, all that shows is a dome that Laura suggested looks like a

FO. The gray and Mary Kay-pink buildings come into view looking like a modern school or hospital.
Then there's the tower, the small slitted rectangular windows and the razor wire coiled on top of
the chainlink fences and roofs. The razor wire shines in the sun and I wonder what the place looks
like at night.

We give our names to the guard at the gate, show him our licenses, assured him we have no
knives, guns or drugs, and he gave us a visitor's parking sign that warns to OBEY ALL SIGNS. We take
only our driver's licenses inside, which we surrender to the guard--a woman--in the reception area
in exchange for visitor's tags that we clip to our clothing. The sterile lobby contains long, white
metal mesh benches that one might see in a park, a few ashtrays, a pay phone and a round, raised
guard's desk. We could be in the lobby of a large office building. The outside wall is all glass,
floor to ceiling. Our supervisor, Carla, meets us in the lobby and escorts us through a door behind’
the guard's station; the upper part of the door is glass. We walk down a corridor with offices on
each side, all with windows on the corridor side. These are the prison's business offices. They
look like offices anywhere: workers are typing, working at computers, conferring, working at filing
cabinets. They all wear ID tags.
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At the end of the corridor is another round raised guard station, this one higher and behind
glass. This is Central Control where everything in the complex is controlled and can be seen on
monitors. Carla leads us to the right to a metal gate. It clanks open, we go through, and it
clangs closed behind us. The corridors are wide, the walls are concrete and the gates are painted
white. Carla points out a man in an orange jumpsuit who is sweeping the floor. Minimum security

inmates have jobs throughout the prison. We go through two more metal gates that form an airlock --
the second doesn't open until the first one closes -- and enter the Academic wing of the Eastern
Kentucky Correctional Complex.

Men are everywhere standing in the hall smoking and/or talking; sitting on the benches that
line the corridor. Some of them have books and as I realize that they are all inmates, I receive my
first surprise. Prisoners don't wear uniforms. They wear jeans, chinos, slacks with T-shirts or
sports shirts. A prisoner later told me that the state is too cheap to furnish uniforms and they
have to bring their own clothes. Some inmates sometimes wear state issue -- khaki pants and shirts.

Carla points out the library, the multi-denominational chapel and classrooms, all with windows
on the corridor, as well as on the outside. Everything is very open; I never felt closed in. Some
inmates call this place a glass prison. Carla leads us to her classroom where we sit down to talk.
She introduces us to two teacher's aids, Joe and Eric, who look like college students. They are
working with student forms for the classes, and ask Carla questions from time to time. One of them
wears a gray Lees College T-shirt. We ask about copying, books, supplies--new-teacher questions.
Carla says something that makes me realize that Joe and Eric are not young college students from
town hired as TA's, but inmates. Surprise number two. They look so collegiate, so mormal. In
answer to a guestion, Carla says many inmates are from Louisville and Lexington. Joe tells us he's
from Louisville and six guys from his high school are at EKCC. "We could have a class reunion
here," he says proudly.

Before we leave, Carla tells us not to bring anything in that we can't keep in our pockets,
nothing that shows phone number and address, or to leave anything around that we don't want stolen.
Inmates aren't allowed money, but plenty of it is around and they'll take things to sell. Eric and
Joe confirm this. Five minutes later she tells us that she thinks of her students as students
first, as inmates second. She's sure security would disapprove.

On the way home I decide not to wear my gold chains, or take my Cross pen and pencil, a gift
from my daughter Missy, to the prison.

After we'd been teaching two weeks we toured the complex. The whole place is computer-controlled.
Central Control contains a bank of computers and TV screens that could have come straight out of a
Bond movie. The first thing I saw on the monitor was my car in the parking lot. (lWle reminded
ourselves not to do anything we wouldn't want anybody to witness when we think we're alone.)

Central Control can call up any corridor on the monitors. The computer is about eight feet long and
each door and gate is represented by a light. The guards in CC push soft buttons to open doors and
gates to let people in and out. The prisoners live in dorms, each of which has its own control and
bank of computers. This is a medium security prison, which means that it has a maximum unit, and
minimum security prisoners who clean offices and cut grass outside the fence. The gquys I dealt with
are medium security inmates.

. We climb up the narrow metal stairwell--240 steps--to the tower where we can see all the dorms,
the yard--everything--including Tower Two, which has a view of the back of some dorms. The dorms
are all concrete. Each cell is 6x9 and has two cots, two chairs, a desk and a small locker.

Inmates can have TVUs (they bring their own) and each cell has a radio. The prison has a gym and a
well-equipped weight room. Many inmates spend their time building muscles and working out.

The only time I felt creepy was in the segregation unit. The doors of the solitary cells have
slitted windows and drawers through which food is passed. We could hear a guy singing and since
they can say whatever they want, we were warned that may say anything to to us. We didn't stay in
the hall long enough to hear anything. The guard in seg control is behind a locked door and qate.
One is locked before the other is opened.

"There is no animal in the world more dangerous than a caged human," the segregation officer
said. I think it was his way of telling us not to forget, no matter how nice our students are or
how normal they seem to be, that we are teaching criminals.

And they are nice. My students were respectful and polite. My classes were made up of
students much like the classes I teach "on the street". Most of my students were under thirty, and
I had a sprinkling of older men. Each class had about 20 to 25 students. As they began to know and
trust me, they were more open about prison life, the lingo, the routine. I learned in the classroom
as well as from their papers. These men were motivated students.

For some that means that attending classes looks good to a parole board; others may sincerely
intend to continue their education. The more we were together, the more I learned about why they
were incarcerated. The first night of classes I told them that I did not care why they were there,
that it was none of my business, that our relationship was teacher-student, and I didn't want them
to put their prison numbers on any papers. I was curious about some, and became more so the longer
I knew them. I learned that one man killed his wife, several were jailed for burglary, and quite a
few had trafficked in drugs. I picked this up from conversations and/or papers. Most of the young
quys are probably in on drug charges. Most of the black guys are from the cities--Lexington,
Louisville. Nearly all of them are from Kentucky.

The things I found most surprising: inmates wear their own clothes (except black so they don't
look like guards, and camouflage); the cafeteria has tables that seat four (tables and chairs are
bolted to the floor) and looks like a student cafeteria; the only gun I saw was a rifle in the
tower. Guns and other crowd control devices are in Central Control for easy access, if necessary.
The guards are armed with radios. Very reassuring. When I walked into the library the first time,
the first book I saw was Joe Haldeman's THE HEMINGWAY HOAX. EKCC's library has a lot of science
fiction. I didn't<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>