














































































































































































































FUGUE #13, Spring/Summer 1996

educated, independent, successful—kids of these mothers
should grow into perfect members of society. “So what hap-
pened to me?” I shouted at the tv psychiatrist, her fingers
laced and wrapped confidently around one knee. I even di-
aled the toll-free number displayed on the screen but all I got
was a busy signal. I settled for tossing a beer can at her and
flipping to the Smurfs, who made a hell of a lot more sense.
There is something in kids’ shows, like kids themselves, that
cuts through the bull and gets straight at what’s real. None
of this endless hair splitting.

I was thinking this when I felt something wet on my knee.
I squeezed the hand Erma had placed there, telling her what
a wonderful cook she was. I told her how much I admired sin-
gle mothers who worked full-time and yet were able to raise
healthy, well-adjusted children. It wasn’t easy, I assured her.
Erma sighed and nodded as she returned my squeeze and
leaned toward me. I offered my lips for a quick peck. Erma,
however, sought a wet passionate kiss. While our tongues
sloshed around, I opened one eye, trying to get a glimpse of
Victoria seated there watching us.

That’s when the phone rang. Dishes rattled and the floor
shook as Erma rose and waddled into the livingroom. I
watched her retreating buttocks quiver like jello. “There’s al-
ways room for Jello,” my mother used to say in a high lilting
voice. My mother was head nurse at a psychiatric hospital.
And a feminist long before the word was fashionable. She
hated to cook, and her meals proved it, but she had her Jello
down to a science, complete with fruit and walnuts sus-
pended in the center. She crammed my life with educational
toys, interviewed my babysitters extensively, bought me my
first copy of Playboy after she caught me probing what she
called my private parts. My teen years were filled with
mother-to-son talks on things I thought trivial yet she was
convinced were pivotal moments in my development. She
knew better than I did what was best for me—or so she al-
ways insisted.

As Erma left the kitchen, Victoria’s doll doubled over like
it had been shot by a sniper. It tumbled to the floor in a per-
fect somersault, the way stuntmen do in movies. I looked
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over at Victoria and a voice inside dared me to reach over
and put a hand on her knee.

“What'’s your doll’s name?” I asked.

Victoria eyed me. “Jessica,” she said, hesitantly.

“Jessica,” I repeated. “What a pretty name. Did you name
her that?”

She didn’t answer.

“You’re very pretty too, but I bet you already know that.”

Her expression changed to one of almost fright and I won-
dered if maybe she had guessed my intention. I scratched the
back of my neck, took a healthy gulp of coffee and finally
stood up, walking over to retrieve her doll.

“Why Jessica,” I said, “What are you doing lying on the
floor? Are you hungry? You are! Well, come on over and have
some breakfast.” I carried the doll to my seat, in the back of
my mind thinking that should Erma walk in I'd get yelled at
just as Victoria had. I placed Jessica on my knee. “You know,
Jessica, you're a very pretty doll. I was, ah, I was wondering
if you're not doing anything tonight maybe you would, you
know, go out with me.” I winked at Victoria who, if not
amused, was at least intrigued. “We could maybe have dinner
and then go see a movie.” Here Victoria giggled. “What? Ask
your mother? I don’t know. Do you think she’ll say okay?” I
heaved a deep sigh. “Okay, I'll ask her.” I turned to Victoria.
“Ah, um . . . Jessica wants to know if it’s okay if she goes out
with me tonight I, ah, I promise I won’t keep her out too ter-
ribly late.”

Victoria turned to face me. “No,” she said with an air of au-
thority no doubt modeled after her mother. “Jessica is too
young. And besides, she’s not allowed to go out with strange
men!”

“Strange men!” I said. “Who are you calling strange?” As I
said this [ made sudden jerks of my neck as if seized by an
uncontrollable tic. Victoria’s laughter was like music. “I'm
not strange!” I repeated, slipping into my best Igor imitation,
dangling my tongue from the side of my mouth. I rose and
limped around the table in the manner of a lopsided hunch-
back. “How dare you call me strange,” I slobbered, moving
closer, bending low as if getting ready to gobble her up.
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Victoria cringed playfully and I settled for tickling her, my
hands excited as they dug into her warm, accepting flesh.
The smell of herbal shampoo filled my nostrils as her arms
and legs flailed in a feeble attempt to escape tickling. She
giggled uncontrollably. “I'm not strange,” I kept saying. “Do
you think I’m strange?”

“Yes, yes,” she laughed. Every time she said yes I tickled
her more.

“Hey, you two! Keep it down in there!” The voice came
from the adjoining room. It could have come down from God
the way we both cowered. We froze for a moment. Then I
placed a finger to my lips. “Shh,” I whispered. I tiptoed
around the table and back to my chair in long, exaggerated
steps. Victoria watched me in delight as I set Jessica back on
my knee.

“Well, Jessica. Since your mom won’t let me take you to
dinner, at least have breakfast with me. Okay?” I began feed-
ing Jessica, or pretending to, part of me sorry the doll
couldn’t actually chew. Erma seemed to have this thing for
pepper. Even the coffee tasted like it was peppered.

“What kind of games does Jessica like to play?” I asked.

“She’s not allowed to play today.”

“Not allowed to play. Boy, what a mean mom you are! And
what has my client done to deserve such cruel and unusual
punishment?”

Victoria hesitated. Perhaps my slipping into lawyer jargon
threw her off a second. Then she stood and leaned close to my
ear, cupping her hands around her mouth. I bent lower as
she stood on tiptoe, my face flushing when she wrapped her
small, soft hands around my ear. “She wet the bed,” Victoria
whispered.

“Nooo!” I said in mock disbelief. “Why, you nasty little
baby. Get, off my lap!” and I suddenly rose, pretending to
check my lap for wet spots. Victoria was not amused. A
shadow of sadness passed over her face. I quickly changed
tactics. “That’s okay, Jessica,” I said, returning the doll to my
lap. “When I was little I used to wet the bed, too. In fact did
you know there once was a great prince who used to wet his
bed every night?”
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Victoria’s face was inches away and I fought off the urge to
bend lower and kiss her. I strained to hear Erma’s voice, to
determine if she were still on the phone or possibly heading
back to the kitchen. A thought flashed through my mind and
I began to fear what might happen if I were left too long
alone with this girl.

“This prince lived a long long time ago,” I began, looking
deep into Victoria’s eyes, eyes hungry to hear more. I could
see my reflection in her brown irises. “In a land of seven
kingdoms that were always at war with each other,” I went
on. “Then one day a queen whose name was Victoria had a
son. Now the night before, the king had this dream where a
fairy angel with a wand with a star on the end of it told the
king that he should name the prince Jerome and that one
day Jerome would bring peace to all the land. Now the king
didn’t really believe the dream but he liked the name Jerome
so that’s what he named the prince. Only as Prince Jerome
grew older he kept wetting his bed and all the servants used
to laugh and giggle but only in secret, ‘cause if the king
caught them laughing he’d have had their heads cut off.”

I continued the story, motioning to Victoria to climb in my
lap. She did so, picking up Jessica and resting the doll in her
own lap. Soon my sophisticated lady dissolved into a child,
placing a thumb in her mouth and resting her head on my
chest. I pressed my nose in her thick curly hair. I kissed her
forehead and stroked her arm, lacing a few of my fingers be-
tween hers. She gripped them tightly. So intoxicated was I
with her warm head wedged under my chin, I failed to note
the rattle of dishes. I was unprepared for Erma’s sudden
voice booming out: “What the hell are you doing?”

I flushed, barely aware of Victoria’s rapid retreat to her
own chair. My face felt hot, my hands were shaking. [
reached for my coffee cup to steady them but, nearly spilling
what little coffee remained, I set the cup down and instead
clutched the edge of the table.

Erma’s angry glare challenged me. “What were you doing?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I was just telling her a story.” The
words came out by themselves but once they were out I real-
ized they were true. I hadn’t done anything.
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Erma’s eyes fell on Victoria. “Victoria, are you done eat-
ing?”

“Yes.” Victoria looked down, her hands clasped between
her knees, her voice sounding as guilty as I felt.

“Then put on some shoes and go out and play.”

Without looking at me, Victoria grabbed her doll and left
the kitchen. Erma moved towards the table, her face still an-
gry. “Don’t ever put your hands on that child without asking
my permission. I catch you touching her again and I'll break
your knuckles and stuff them down your throat. Do you un-
derstand me?”

I apologized, swallowing some of my words as I explained I
was simply telling Victoria a story and hadn’t even realized
she had climbed in my lap.

“You wouldn'’t be the first pervert who tried to slip his
hands up her dress,” Erma went on as she yanked dishes
from the table and stuffed them in the sink.

I rose and stood behind her, wrapping my arms around her
and nuzzling my nose against her ear as I apologized pro-
fusely. Soon she was apologizing to me. I took the opportu-
nity to change the subject. “Who was that on the phone?” I
asked.

“My friend, Gloria. You met her last night at the party.”

I nodded though I remembered no one.

“Her boyfriend got in a fight. She was calling from the hos-
pital.”

Erma turned to face me as she began unfolding a soap
opera scenario that could rival anything on daytime televi-
sion. Gloria and her boyfriend Ron had this off-again on-
again relationship which was mostly off-again, except it was
kinda on-again last night till Ron pissed Gloria off and Gloria
started flirting with some other guy. Ron tried to pick a fight
with the guy but some people broke it up, so Ron jumped the
guy later when the guy was going to his car. Only this guy
had a blackbelt in some kind of karate and proceeded to kick
the shit out of Gloria’s boyfriend.

I let Erma ramble on, figuring the further her thoughts
meandered from me and Victoria, the better. When she was
done I pulled her closer, covering her face with kisses. She
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responded in kind, suggesting we move to the bedroom.

A while later, I was on my back studying the cracks and
cobwebs lining the bedroom ceiling. Erma cuddled close to
me, one finger making figure 8’s through my chest hair.
Somewhere out there is Victoria, I thought—maybe in the
house, but probably in the backyard. I alternately kissed
Erma’s sweaty forehead, thought of Victoria, and studied the
cracks on the ceiling . . . till I heard Erma begin to snore.
Slipping from under her, I began to dress. Shaking Erma to
see if she would awaken, I then stood awhile looking around
her room, which was as cluttered as her kitchen and smelled
of sweat and dirty clothes. A leather purse lay in a corner
chair. Cheap pictures like the kind they sell in Tijuana hung
on the walls. Framed photos of Erma and Victoria rested on a
night stand. In the corner of Victoria’s photo were two
smaller baby pictures. I moved closer, picking up the picture
frame. She was a happy baby. And a gorgeous child. Too gor-
geous to ever be safe. Even if she made it through adoles-
cence untouched, some teenage hoodlum, long on looks but
short on integrity would get her. My mother used to say it
was a curse for a girl to be born beautiful. She said such
things as she cried and blew her nose and cursed the male
gender for being a bunch of libido-driven louses. “Present
company excluded,” she eventually added. “Promise me you’ll
never be like the rest of them.” “Yes, mother. I promise.”

I set the picture of Victoria down and turned away. I
picked up Erma’s purse and rifled through it. In her wallet
was eighteen dollars, some department store credit cards,
and more photos. I almost took a photo of Victoria but settled
for the money before I tiptoed out the room.

As I made my way through the house, I kept a lookout for
Victoria. I wasn’t sure what I wanted most: to find her and
say goodbye; or to avoid her and slip away before I did some-
thing I'd regret. I slipped out the front door, closing it behind
me like a cat burglar making a silent getaway.

I was a few feet from my car when Victoria ran up from be-
hind.

“Are you leaving?” she asked.

“Yeah, I'm afraid so.” I stared deeply into her pleading eyes
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as I fumbled with the bangs of her hair.

“Will you be back?”

“Maybe. Would you like me to come back?”

“Yes. So does Jessica. We wanna hear what happened to
Prince Jerome.”

I crouched low, coming almost eye level to her. “I'll tell you
what. I'll come back if you give me a big fat kiss.”

“Like they do on tv?” she asked.

“Like they do on tv,” I responded, hardly expecting the kiss
she gave me. She threw her arms around my neck like an ex-
perienced seductress. She puckered her lips and pressed
them hard against mine, holding them there for several sec-
onds.

“Listen Victoria,” I said, “How would you like to go for a
ride with me?”

“Where?”

“Well, we can go to Dairy Queen. And I'll finish telling you
about Prince Jerome.”

“Can Jessica come?”

“Sure Jessica can come. [t wouldn’t be the same without
Jessica.”

“T'll go get her.” Victoria ran before I could stop her.

“Don’t wake your mom,” I called, aware of my heart’s sud-
den pounding. [ scanned the neighborhood, wondering if any-
one had seen us kiss. A few kids down the block were practic-
ing on skateboards. Someone across the street was mowing
his lawn, his head only slightly visible over the high hedges.
I hurried to my car, keeping my head low and my face turned
away, all the while thinking what was the point? Erma knew
my name. I'd never get way with this. I'd have to leave the
state. Change my identity.

I fingered the eighteen dollars in my breast pocket. She
probably wouldn't call the cops over eighteen dollars, I
thought. I had stolen more than that from women and always
got away without too much hassle. But this was different.
This was stupid. Just go, I thought. Turn on the ignition and
peel out. Or I could return the money so I could come back. If
I played it cool, I could see Victoria all I wanted.

In the rearview mirror I saw an orange Mustang pull up

74



FUGUE #13, Spring/Summer 1996

behind me, the left headlight smashed in, making me think
of an eye socket with the eyeball missing and a few nerve
endings dangling out. A skinny blonde got out, her face look-
ing like it had seen better days. Something about her looked
familiar.

“Hi, Aunt Gloria!” Victoria called out. She waved the hand
that held Jessica.

“Hi baby,” the woman said. “Where’s your mom?”

“Inside. I think she’s sleeping.”

I recognized the woman from last night’s party.

“Hi, you must be Sam,” the woman said, leaning in the
window on the passenger side of my car. “I'm Gloria.” She
reached in to shake my hand.

“Pleased to meet you,” I lied.

“We're going to Dairy Queen,” Victoria announced.

“Oh? Did your momma say it was okay?”

“No.” Victoria’s high spirits collapsed.

“T’ll tell you what,” I cut in, “let your Aunt Gloria take
you.” I pulled a couple of singles from my shirt pocket and
handed them to Gloria. “I promised Erma I would take her
while she slept,” I explained, “but I really need to go, so it you
wouldn’t mind . ..” I shot Gloria a fake smile which she prob-
ably saw through, but what could she say?

I started the car, said goodbye to Victoria, said goodbye to
Jessica, and told Gloria it was really nice to meet her. As I
pulled away, I watched them in the mirror. Gloria was
crouched low, apparently lecturing Victoria. Then she stood
up, took Victoria’s hand and led her toward the house. Victo-
ria watched my car round a curve in the road.

I turned at the first corner even though it was out of my
way. My heart continued to pound. I even took one hand off
the steering wheel to see how hard I was shaking. I had
barely escaped and knew it. Victoria had barely escaped. I
wondered what Gloria had told her. I wondered if Victoria
would pay heed. I wondered when the next son-of-a-bitch
would try what I had almost gotten away with.

Maybe, I thought, when Erma wakes and finds her money
missing, she might learn her lesson and swear off strange
men. “Strange men,” I mused, recalling Victoria in the
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kitchen, doubled over as I tickled her, her flesh soft and pli-
ant like baking dough. “I'm not strange,” I had insisted then.
I repeated the phrase. I repeated the phrase several times
before a cop pulled me over. All I could do was smile as he
wrote out a ticket. According to him, I had just run a stop

sign.
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Edward Haworth Hoeppner

The Devil's Imp

There is blood in my daughter's hair
like this firelight where we kneel,
a crescent moon floating on the lake.

I've twisted a woodtick poorly from her scalp
and she brings her hand toward me as if it were
a word she cannot read or something rooted up.
Her finger's smeared. Melville's cook

preaching to the sharks shipside, she asks
why God made ticks, staring toward me
through the smoke. She's got the bug

in Western thought that tore through Europe
centuries ago in theologians’ tracts.

A wasp they called the devil's imp,

it pumps its eggs in caterpillars, live,

so that tiny larvae eat from inside out,
and save the vital organs while the host lives
long enough to serve. An English cleric

caught the whole show in a jar.

and put to rest the whirlwind of denial:
the worm, he wrote, is surely cognizant
of pain. So the imp became a lesson.

Blake's tiger with a nasty twist.
Ecology has given us more sophistication,
and I tell her move your point of view,

we all dine together. But bite my tongue,
I cannot keep from moralizing. The stars
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turn slowly, the fire snaps out planes
of light. What creatures will we imitate,

how mollify our sympathies? After this,

I only have a father’s automatic flattery:
sweetheart, it’s just that you taste good.

78



FUGUE #13, Spring/Summer 1996

R. E. Alatee

Five Minutes in the Hypertext Hotel
with Lance Olsen

Lance Olsen, cyberpoetprophetphile, Idaho's current Writer-
In-Residence, prognosticator of four novels, five books of crit-
icism, garbage trucks-full of articles, and a collection of po-
etry, ventured into Brown University's Hypertext Hotel (via
the World Wide Web), a Multi-User Dungeon (MUD) where
cannibals, thieves, and English professors gather to exploit
art, anxiety, and, ultimately, themselves. I found him toying
with an on-line version of Jane Eyre (boredom also reigns
free here) before pulling him into chat. . .

R. E. ALATEE: Lancelot! Good to see you made it back from
the grip of your satellite dish . . . what's on tonight?

LANCE OLSEN: There're 250 channels, R. E., and every-
thing's on. That's what makes this moment so interesting as
we careen toward the millennium. We've moved at every
level—televisual, literary, theoretical, you name it—from a
this-ism or that-ism toward an any-ism, an all-ism, a kaleido-
scopic hypertext hotel, a high-tech garden of forking paths.
Down one you might find gay fiction, down another neohu-
manist or regionalist or metafictionist or feminist or politi-
cally incorrect or Asian American or, better yet, all of them
at some web-work once. Diversity, whether subatomic or cul-
tural, may well be old news from an old front from an old
war. We're moving toward a Unified Field Theory of culture,
a gesture that open-armedly INCLUDES, gobbles up, ter-
mites along, without ever homogenizing. It's a multimedia
moment, and really exciting to be a part of unless, I imagine,
your name's Pat Buchanan, whose speeches always did sound
better in the original German.

AL: Diversity(™) through Unity(©)? Are we really that close
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to the Shining House on the Hill or has Reagan's 80s day-
dreaming finally caught up with us and completely skewed
the way we view the world? We all seem to suffer from a sort
of selective Alzheimer's where the past becomes buried in a
vault sealed with the capital T we lost from truth a long time
ago.

LO: No, no. Unity through Diversity, sans trendy cynicism.
One television with many channels. It’s happening more and
more. Emblematic of the impulse is a text like Alan Moore
and Dave Gibbon’s Watchmen (1986), a graphic fiction,
pomo's analog of the medieval illuminated manuscript,
which, looking back to Max Ernst's collage-text La Femme
100 Tetes (1929), and others, welds magnificent drawings
with fake autobiographies, a pseudo-history of superheroes, a
novel within the novel, notes, police reports, ornithological
articles, letters, reviews, interviews, toy brochures, photos,
and more, while alluding to everything from Francis Bacon's
paintings to William Burroughs's anti-novels. Or, a more re-
cent example, David Foster Wallace's mega-opus, Infinite
Jest (1996), which comes to us with a Pynchonesque plethora
of plots and about a hundred pages of footnotes you have to
read because most of the important narraturgical info is
niched in them. Casting such terrific texts in maudlin
metaphors involving shining houses and grassy hills misses
the very real hope embodied in the act of said terrifically tex-
tured texts. But you're right, of course. We do live in the
United States of Amnesia. Most Americans have virtually no
sense of the past. Their attention spans are shorter than an
MTV rotation schedule. Hence our tendency to blame the 90s
on Clinton or the 80s on Reagan.

AL: Yeah, Watchmen is a nostalgia trip that takes your head
off if you're not careful with it. The idea of stuffing text
within text within text(s) really blurs the idea of what a
novel should be, doesn't it? And if we’re to believe Jacques
Derrida or, better yet, Roland Barthes, this technique tends
to unravel the Novel, Language, Realatee itself much like a
narcissistic cat left alone with the world's largest ball of
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twine.

LO: Here's a secret. Derrida & Co. didn't invent the decon-
structed novel. The deconstructed novel invented Derrida &
Co. If you look back at the history of the Novel with a capital
N, you'll notice at least one twist in its genetic helix involves
questioning exactly what it is, unraveling its perhaps slightly
more conventional counterpart. Long before the idea of de-
construction, which in many ways raised its carbuncular (if
kinda cute and cuddly) head in the mid-sixties, there was
Laurence Sterne’s Tristram Shandy, Melville's Moby-Dick
and Confidence Man, Joyce’s Ulysses and Finnegans Wake,
Burroughs's Naked Lunch, Nabokov's Lolita. And as
Vladimir Nabokov himself once pointed out, every novel ex-
cept the most generic (pink-covered romances, let's say, or
the copulation of clichés called pornography) is an experi-
mental novel. And every novel carries a theoretical depth-
charge of consciously crafted deconstruction in its narrato-
logical ocean. It just took most so-called hip theorists about
two hundred years to catch on to what had always already
been there, a space where language and what it might or
might not reflect is troubled, pardon my passive.

AL: Okay, if what you’re saying is true, that the decon-
structed novel invented the school of Deconstruction, where
does your own work seep into the mixture? You're dropping
names like Burroughs, Pynchon, Joyce, Nabokov, Melville,
Sterne. How have these writers in particular informed your
cyberspace cowboy cutting-up that's at play in something like
Tonguing the Zeitgeist or the new stuff, Burnt and Time
Famine?

LO: Well, Melville and Sterne not at all, or only to the extent
that every fiction you read informs your work in some
ghostly way, perhaps in their case by reminding me that nov-
els are all about taking chances, aesthetic and otherwise.

But Pynchon's a very strong influence on me. I remember
reading The Crying of Lot 49 for the first time back in college
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and being transformed. I responded so deeply to Pynchon’s
tangled prose, paranoid vision, and avant-pop sensibility,
where he could begin one sentence talking about the second
law of thermodynamics and end it talking about Magilla Go-
rilla. His presence is all over Tonguing the Zeitgeist and its
forthcoming companion novel, Time Famine. Ditto with
William Burroughs, whom I came to relatively late in life. I
instantly connected with his sense of hallucinatory plotless-
ness and critique of our culture as one comprised of various
addictions, from drugs to television. Time Famine explores a
distantly Burroughsian idea, in fact: America as atrocity
theme park where cannibalism isn't just another ride. The
Joyce of Ulysses, and his disciple, the Nabokov of Lolita and
Pale Fire, taught me to care about every comma, as well as to
understand that fiction can be an exciting allusive literary
chess game at the very same moment it can be a moving ex-
ploration of what it means to be human. Some writers write
chapter by chapter, or maybe paragraph by paragraph. Be-
cause of Joyce and Nabokov, I write clause by clause, often
word by word, hence the frequent busyness of my sentences,
which, unlike the glassy ones by those two, are extremely
aware that in the late twentieth century they're competing
against Sly Stallone's latest movie and Green Day's latest al-
bum.

I feel like a cultural switching station. Other influences:
writers like Don Delillo (who's all over Burnt, an academen-
tic satire about a prof who kills a student because of his bad
prose style) and books like William Gibson's Neuromancer
(Tonguing the Zeitgeist wouldn't exist without it) and move-
ments like avant-pop (ditto) and genres like science fiction
(double ditto). But my fiction wouldn't be what it is either
without my few years coming to consciousness in Venezuela,
my childhood among the shopping malls of northern New
Jersey (I take a certain amount of unhinged reality for
granted), my love of rock'n'roll (which forms the basic
metaphor for Tonguing's investigation of the commodifica-
tion of the arts in the late twentieth century), London (which
forms the setting for the novel I'm now working on), and Sci-
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entific American (no household should be without it), my si-
multaneous adoration and repugnance of various manifesta-
tions of pop culture, from television (recently I'm hooked on
the X-Files) and film (Twelve Monkeys is the best I've seen in
a long time) and cyberspace (where I spend a fairly large
chunk of each day) to those neat little Batman mugs McDon-
ald’s was selling last summer (I have the whole set).

Like Barthes says, every writer (and, by implication, every
artist) is a nexus where a huge number of previous texts
come together and clash in seemingly original ways.

AL: Wow, it all seems to hit you at once, doesn't it? I get the
sense that imagination and innovation (god knows we need it
out here on the Net with Big Brother moving in next door)
are crucial to any ars poetica you hold for yourself, that the
only limits of terrain an artist can explore are the ones self-
imposed, that everything is fully dilated and ready for the big
sync.

LO: Exactly. In the workshops I teach here and elsewhere,
diversity's the treasure. If you want to write a romance or ro-
man a clef, I tell my students, well, that's great. The only
rule I urge upon them is the rule of generosity: to take work-
shopped fiction on its own terms and ask whether or not it's
succeeded in those terms. Fiction, I explain, is the Mall of
America, and there are loads of shops to visit. We need to
have space in our imaginations to enjoy each and every one.

When I sit down to my own word processor, though, I some-
how find myself less intrigued in photographing what's out-
side my window than with what's inside the window of my
imagination. That and with trying not to do the same narra-
tive trick twice. I want my writing to wake us in the midst of
our dreaming.

AL: God, it must be strange being Writer-in-Residence, be-
cause the entire notion of residency seems to contradict your
hypertextual approach to the multiverse! What's that like?
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LO: Oh, gosh, I love it. Part of the writer's job, it seems to
me, is, at a certain stage in her or his career, to give back
something to other writers who're just starting out. That's
why I teach. And that's why I enjoy Writer-in-Residencing.
Plus the WIR gives me an opportunity to explore the literary
geography of a state that's in the middle of a manifold flour-
ishing that's unprecedented in its history. (Idaho gets to
boast of hosting Clay Morgan, Mary Blew, Robert Wrigley,
Margaret Aho, John Rember, Kim Barnes, Diane Raptosh,
Leslie Leek, Richard Ardinger, Joy Passanante, Ron McFar-
land, Neidy Messer, Maria Maggi, Lesa Luders, Claire Davis,
Marti Mihalyi, Susan Baumgartner, Gary Gildner, Dennis
Held, and Harald Wyndam, just to mention the first twenty
talented writers who come to mind among many more, which
ain’t bad.) Plus I really do love experience the way cock-
roaches love spilled cereal, and the WIR gives me an excuse
to meet all sorts of new people and visit all sorts of new
places. What's not to adore, you know?

AL: Let's mine this teaching vein a little. I read an interview
in ZipZap where you seemed a little burned out on academics
as a whole and were considering stepping out of it at the
time. First of all, was I reading that correctly, and second, if
so, what's changed your mind?

LO: I really cherish teaching. I can't get enough of it. I cher-
ish my students and their energy, sweetness, and talent.
There's nothing like being part of a good classroom discus-
sion, when all cylinders are firing. I really don't cherish ad-
ministration. Pushing papers and talking departmental poli-
tics and attending dreary meetings high in verbiage and low
in results—the stuff they never told you about in grad school
—isn't my idea of a good time. And I'm less than fond of the
University of Idaho's long and undistinguished tradition of
underpaying its faculty for work done, success achieved. Let
me hasten to add that impulse isn’t particular to Ul. It's part
of a national embarrassment, a global joke, that includes the
impulse to undervalue education generally, and it harmo-
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nizes well with what all those pinheads in Washington are
doing when they spend more on military marching bands
than serious arts, forgetting those serious arts are the heart
and soul of our culture, any culture. Britain spends the
equivalent of five dollars per person per year on the arts,
Germany twenty-seven, France over thirty . . . and there's
the US gimping along somewhere in the neighborhood of
thirty-eight cents, just a little more than a postage stamp.
What a disgrace.

Anyway, so . . . there are lots of ways to be poor, and one of
them is to teach, and another is to write, and I get more free-
dom and less hassle doing the latter, so I imagine, things con-
tinuing along their present trajectory, I'll be moving out of
academia within the next couple of years, though hope al-
ways to visit for the sake of the teaching. In fact, my forth-
coming sabbatical is a stab at leaving the mothership while
still cozy in a spacesuit. Of course, Mick Jagger swore he’d
never be singing "Satisfaction” when he was fifty, and, well,
there he is. Things change. And sometimes they don't.

AL: Unfortunately, what you say is completely true, espe-
cially in terms of academics. I spent my fair share around a
certain English department where the most important dis-
cussions concern where to get another toner cartridge for the
decrepit copy machine. Education is just another business in
the U.S. There's billions to be made off liberal arts majors
who will be no better suited to find a job in a university than
they would at the fry station at Mickey D's, where the pay is
always better anyway. Isn't that sort of what your forthcom-
ing novel, Burnt, is all about?

LO: You bet, and yet there's also so much to enjoy about
many universities, including Ul . . . the good feeling in the
halls, the colleagiality, the sometimes-sense of community,
the ability to talk and think and write about what you want
to, the summers and other vacations to focus on your own
projects, and, again, those discussions (usually with stu-
dents) when everything's right with the world. You'd have to
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be pretty myopic not to see what a pleasant way to live that
is. Except it's all a tradeoff, a risk-versus-benefit chart. And
sometimes some people outlive the benefit column, never
leave, just because they don't have anywhere else they can
go, anything else they can do. I don’t want to be one of them.
When it's time to vamoose, and the wings have fallen off the
707 called academia, I don’t want to find myself belted in
without a parachute. Here's a theory: people who can't func-
tion well in society move into sanitariums and universities.

Burnt, in any case, is less about any English department in
particular than about the university of the imagination. And
while it certainly satirically kisses many of the points we've
been making, it also uses academentia to explore various
kinds of pollution—psychological, ethical, cultural, linguistic,
environmental. In that sense, it's an eco-novel in which the
academy is one more metaphorical oil spill among myriad
others.

An idea, by the way, I also pick up at a much greater distance
in forthcoming Time Famine, a science fiction which in-
volves, on the one hand, the ill-fated nineteenth-century
Donner Party, the infamous pioneer group that got snowed in
near Lake Tahoe on their westward journey and ended up re-
sorting to cannibalism among other unpleasant practices,
and, on the other, the proliferation of twenty-first century
theme parks dedicated to the great atrocities of history
(BelsenLand, The Iron Curtain, you get the picture), while
asking the question: How far have we really come as a cul-
ture in the last hundred or hundred and fifty years or so?
The answer is an intricate Chinese design.

AL: In a lot of ways, we're still living in the wild wild west,
only it's been commodified and sold abroad as the typical
American experience. Obviously, brutality has to manifest
itself somewhere when spaghetti westerns are taking home
Academy Awards™.

This is completely off the subject, but I recently started read-
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ing Samuel Delany's Hogg, which is the epitome of shock-talk
with its brutal realism and coarse sexual explicitness. What
books, films, art in general have outright disturbed you and
brought the world, so to speak, to the foot of your bed?

LO: Most of the fiction, film, and art I find truly engaging
these days has an element of the really disturbing in it, an
element of trespass, that late-millennium twinge of disorien-
tation. I find the renaissance of the warm fuzzies we're expe-
riencing in the rediscovery of Jane Austen's fluffy stuff,
eighteenth- and early-nineteenth-century analog of Friends
and Frazier, with a dash of Dallas and Dynasty, thin and va-
pid and ultimately disappointing, if utterly understandable
in terms of what our culture needs to repress as it spirals to-
ward the twenty-first century through shockwave after
shockwave: AIDS, the increasing fear of nuclear and biologic
terrorism, genetic manipulation. Imagine how a farmer in
1165 lived his life in a village a hundred miles north of Lon-
don. He was born, plowed, and was planted having experi-
enced the same existence, the same beliefs, as his great-
great-great-great grandfather. Now imagine how most people
in 1996 live their lives anywhere in the world. Everything is
movement, change, data-overload, media links, global net-
working. Ecclesiastes was wrong. Everything's new under
the sun. No wonder we need our Jane Austens and guardian
angels and kooky crystals to tell us everything's going to be
okay in the end.

But, again, what I respond to is art that tells us everything
isn't going to be okay in the end, that we're living in a time of
crisis, where everything from identity to political geography
must remain fluid.

So the pseudo-documentary Faces of Death, which I'm embar-
rassed to admit I've seen, shook me to my core in a very
ninja-kick-to-the-solar-plexis sort of way. In a more aesthetic
vein, lately I'm rumbled and rumpled by the performances of
Survival Research Laboratories down in San Francisco, with
their self-destructing robots and torn animal parts, Stephen
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Wright's superb exploration of unbalance in a televisual cul-
ture in his unnerving novel Going Native, Hal Jaffe's sudden-
fictional forays into cultural unspeakables in the Straight
Razor collection, Irvine Welsh's uncovering of the Edinburgh
most tourists never see in his head-bangingly powerful play
(and soon-to-be film) Trainspotting, and Terry Gilliam's
darkly imaginative investigation of what the failed future
will be like if we're not careful in his moving movie Twelve
Monkeys.

AL: Some would say that your adherence to this kind of art
is exercising a sort of self-defeating nihilism, that the art we
should be concerning ourselves with at the fin de millennium
should be somehow more positive and uplifting—in essence, a
transcendence.

LO: I'd disagree . . . mostly because they're wrong, at least
from my myopia. Interesting art for me should remind us
where we are—and where we're going if we don't watch our-
selves. Hence my affinities for science fiction, which is a
future-thinking mode.

To read, or hear, or see nihilistic art isn't nihilistic, though.
It's an invitation to contemplate what it means to be human
at the cusp of a new century, a challenge to figure us though
one way of seeing into others. Of course, that's granting that
most of the artists I've mentioned are nihilists, and I don't
grant that. Their relationship to the world is much more
complex than such a simple label implies. Does Gibson em-
brace or eschew technology? Both and neither. Is Survival
Research Laboratories just adolescent male blood and guts?
Oh, puh-leese. Only to viewers who aren't really looking,
who've judged before they've understood.

AL: Imagine yourself engaged in a panel discussion with Bob
Dole, Pat Robertson, and Tipper Gore where you are present-
ing your views and tastes of art. What would you say in re-
sponse to Dole's flaming criticism of something like Natural
Born Killers? Robertson's condemnation of cyberporn? Gore's
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advocacy of age restrictions on purchasing the latest Dr. Dre
or Tupac Shakur CD?

LO: First I’d point out the irony of Bob's and Pat's position,
since most of the really violent actors in American film to-
day—Stallone, Schwarzenagger, Willis—are staunch Repub-
lican fundraisers. Hyeugh, hyeugh. I adore blatant hypocrisy.

Next I'd suggest that art is the product of the culture that
produced it, and hence a reflection of that culture. Any an-
thropologist will tell you as much. The Venus of Willendorf
didn't create the cult of the earth goddess. The cult of the
earth goddess created the Venus of Willendorf. Natural Born
Killers, a brilliant social satire, didn't create the commodifi-
cation of violence and pain that's late-millennium reality.
Late-millennium reality created Natural Born Killers, which
in turn comments on its cultural creators. Ditto Dr. Dre,
whom I find pretty interesting, and Tupac Shakur, whom I
don't. Art doesn't change culture. (Though it probably can, in
the right circumstances, very infrequently, change a few in-
dividuals in a culture, sometimes for the worse, usually I
imagine for the better.) Only a bad reader could think other-
wise. And, it goes without saying, the world is filled with bad
readers, some of whom can't distinguish between a film or
song and life in East LA, or their own censorial political
agendas.

The cyberporn business is a different issue. I simply don't un-
derstand why Americans disregard the First Amendment in
cyberspace but would die for it—have died for it—in the
newsrack at the corner 7-11. The more captivating question,
though, is what to do at a global level (the level cyberspace
inhabits), where the First Amendment is just one local ordi-
nance among many others.

The answer in dealing with violence in film, or porn on the
Net, is simple: education. At the risk of the fife and drums
starting up, we need to talk about why these things exist,
what they tell about us as a culture, and what we're prepared
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to do about that. Every age gets the art it deserves. Why do
we deserve the art we're getting?

And then parents need to educate their kids about the impli-
cations of these discoveries. If parents don't want their kids
seeing Natural Born Killers because those parents can't tell
satire from seriousness, or can't explain the difference to
their kids, fine. Let them prevent their kids from seeing it.
And if those parents don’t want their kids to surf porn on the
Net, then let those parents install software, which is free and
easy to use, that allows them to block said porn. But, um,
let's remember the First Amendment is a fairly large corner-
stone of the American construction. Are we all honestly will-
ing to start picking up those German accents this late in the

century?

AL: Free Speech has never really existed, though, Lance.
See, that's where the problem is. People are acting as if they
have something they never really had to begin with. It's a
very Baudrillardian idea, actually. The government has al-
ways, is now, and will always censor speech, be it pooled
news footage on CNN or Robert Maplethorpe's exhibit at the
Corcoran Gallery in Washington DC. It's not a question of
fighting for the First Amendment® because that very thing
has always been qualified, enforced, and "guaranteed” by the
government, of the government, and for the government.

To play devil's advocate, Pat Buchanan’s views are, in a lot of
ways, more realistic than yours and mine. To me, that's the
Big Joke of living in Amerika. People aren't laughing because
they take what they have to say too seriously, placing their
faith in something that never was nor ever will be. Art can
only reflect its society because governments won't allow it to
work its magic. Serious art has to be discussed in dark base-
ments or commodified and mass-marketed to the point that
it's not dangerous anymore.

LO: I understand what you're saying, but I feel a little less
Baudrillardian about it than you do. I mean, I certainly think
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a sort of Chomskian manufactured consent exists here, a sub-
tle manipulation of will, mind, and information. We're all, ev-
erywhere, constructed through and by the media. We speak
—at least in certain ways—what the media wants us to
speak. At the same time, there are various levels and intrica-
cies to this notion. To suggest, for instance, that the lack of
free speech in America is somehow equivalent to the lack of
free speech in, say, Iraq or Iran, seems just plain preposter-
ous to me. Just try writing a book attacking Saddam in Iragq,
or one satirizing the Moslem faith in Iran, and see how far it
gets you. Salman Rushdie knows all about these subtleties
and differences, poor guy.

AlL: This, I think, draws us into the realm of the so-called
"avant-pop.” Since I see that my connection timer's ticking on
the modem, one last request. How do you see the "avant-pop"
shaping Amerikan consciousness? Can it? How will authors
like Kathy Acker, Mark Leyner; and Harold Jaffe, critics like
yourself and Larry McCaffery, be ultimately remembered
ten, twenty years from now?

LO: I still worry about the label "avant-pop,” even though I'm
often referred to as part of that gang. In the introduction to
In Memoriam to Postmodernism: Essays on the Avant-Pop,
which I edited with Mark Amerika, I make the point that if
we define avant-pop as a frame of mind that evinces the
avant-garde’s impulse toward pushing the envelope of art
fused and confused with a rabidly—if ambivalently—pop cul-
tural sensibility, well, then, all we're doing is redefining post-
modernism, trying to dust it off and make it look new, trying
to remarket it. Leyner, when everything's said and done,
looks back to Warhol, Acker to Burroughs, Wallace to Pyn-
chon, and so forth. I'm not sure any of the former are produc-
ing anything so drastically different that it can’t fall under
the rubric of the postmodern, even with the telltale televisual
consciousnesses, whose trademark Pynchon holds. That isn’t,
though, in any way to demean their (our?) projects. Leyner,
Acker, Wallace, Wright, Jaffe—many of the people associated
with the so-called avant-pop—are among my favorite writers
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and are doing some of the most fascinating work around
these days. Long live the A&P, if it actually exists.

To the second and final part of your question. I don't think
any of us writers or critics are going to be remembered in
twenty years, let alone a hundred. All right. Maybe Stephen
King, Michael Crichton, and Danielle Steele, sad to say,
though less because of craft or imagination (hardly: that
trios' books ache for a good editor) than sheer pervasiveness.
I mean, the first thing to appear after the Big One will be
cockroaches; the next will be reprints of Stephen King novels.
But the arts in the late twentieth century have become so
commercialized, and so many artists have bustled onto the
scene (an irony: everyone wants to be a writer, but fewer and
fewer want to be good readers), that I can't imagine most of
this decade's flavors, let alone most of the devilishly
cholesterol-rich canonized offerings of the last couple hun-
dred years, holding much sway over anyone's tastebuds ex-
cept for some monkish scholars in future monesterial English
departments who try to believe they're holding off the elec-
tronic barbarians.

But I doubt many of us write with such things in mind. I cer-
tainly don't. Who cares whether I'll be remembered in a cen-
tury? Not me. After all, it's not going to do me a whole heck
of a lot of good, is it?

What's important for me, now, what makes me happy, here,
is knowing I've written some good-looking sentences this
morning about stuff that interests me, and that some people
in some places are reading some of my books some of the
time. It's one of the most intense highs you can experience as
a writer. That and realizing you possess the complete collec-
tion of Batman mugs from McDonald’s. What could possibly
rival such golden information?
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J. Robert Daubs

A Mortal Arraignment of Holy
Hypocrisy:
And How Jesus Saw the Light.

I. Arrest

<My father?

God . ..

Arrested?

Where. . ..

“It don't matter, your father's under arrest.
<I'm right in assuming . .. >

“No. You're not.

Your father assumed, and look where it got him.”
<No, but...>

“Just forget this assumption bullshit.

The arrest has been made.”

<So ... no more?>

“N o,

no more frolics in the sun,

no more grazing on the weak,

no more Sunday services,

no more fondling in the rectum,

er, rectory.

Either way, it’s the dawning of a new age.
We've arrested your God,

in all of his petulant waste.”

<God...>

“God,

father,

single powerful being of beings . . .
yeah.

We put him away for good.
Crimes against humanity,
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defamation of character,

contributing to the delinquency of minors,
illicit use of controlled substances . . .
We're throwin’ the book at ‘im,

so to speak.”

<So, what ... >

“Look, just simmer down,

or we'll throw you in, too.”

<No, really, I just wanted to know . .. >
“No, he sez. I just wanted to know, he sez.
yeah, well we wanna know, too,

but nobody gave ever gave us the answers.
So maybe we should haul your ass in, too.
Yeah, Son of God, let’s see what you got to say
when you're up there in front of the judge
and you gotta explain this bullshit.

Yeah, let’s see what you gotta say.

II. Interrogation

“Listen up, wise guy,

we've had it!

Spill yer guts or O’'Brien’s gonna
open you up.”

Eye ... swelled shut.

<I don’t understand.>

“Of course you don’t,

you haven’t been taught to.”
Lip . . . throbbing.

<No, it’s not that, I ... >
“Yknow there’s lots

smarter

guys than you,

sez we gotta case.”

<What?>

“Yeah.

We got

Voltaire, Twain, Whitman,
Longfellow, Madison, Jefferson,
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Freud, Dickens, Beckett,

Asimov, Burroughs,

A couple Allens and a load of Adams.’
Eye . .. stings,

Blood of Christ.

<But what's he got to do with me?>
“What’s he got to do with me? he asks.
Seems to us like yer

what we like to call an

accessory.

Yer ass is in a sling,

just like pops.”

<No, but...>

“But what?”

<But I didn’t mean it.>

Defiance.

“Oh, yeah?”

<[ guess...>

Resignation.

“That’s what we thought.

We all were taken in,

one time or another.

It’s why we gotta stop him.

He’s a maniac.”

<He's a killer.>

Resolution.

“Hauser, get the chief on the horn.
He’s ready to sing . . .

we got our star witness.”

III. Trial
“Place yer right hand
here
And repeat after me.”
<I swear to tell the truth,
the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth,

so help me. . . >
“G’Od."
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<Yeah. .. God.>

“Just a formality,

son.”

<Oh.>

So I spilled my guts,

everything.

The lies,

the abuse of power,

the abuse . ..

And the DA,

Well, he summed it up

real nice . . .

real tasty-like.

Real Ingersolian,

“When I speak of God,

I mean that god who prevented
man

from putting forth his hand

and taking also

the fruit of the tree of life

that he might live forever;

of that god who multiplied

the agonies of women,

increased the weary toil of man,
and in his anger drowned a world—
of that god whose altars reeked with human blood,
who butchered babes,

violated maidens,

enslaved men

and fined the earth with cruelty and crime;
of that god who made heaven for the few,
and who will gloat forever

and ever

upon the writhings

of the lost

and damned.”

And that was it.

The jury,

they found my father
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Judge ordered him put to death.

I hid for a time,
witness protection.
Now I'm a

lieutenant detective,
with the easiest beat
ever,

seein’s how I used to be
son of god and all.
There’s lots of gods,
running around loose,
needin’ a shake down
to get ‘em off the streets.
There’s lot’s of gods.
They all gotta get
brought

down.
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Jim Gardiner

P. Chem. of Literary Ciriticism

“If it isn’t quantifiable, it isn’t worth knowing.”
—Goeffrey Lord Esterbridge

It is not sufficient to speak of thus-and-such an author as a
“literary great,” or the exemplar of a particular school, style,
or tradition. Not until we can say, at least in relative, but
preferably in absolute, terms, precisely how great the author
in question is, do we have any real grasp of the matter.

To take one example among many possible, von Leben-
sraum (1888) demonstrated that in the works of any given
author, the use of onomotopeia (m) varies directly with allit-
eration (a), but inversely with irony (i) and the square of
wordiness (w). The relationship of these variables is given in
the von Lebensraum equation:

m = (aR / w’i)(Cp)

In which R is the gas constant, C is a constant unique to a
particular author; and 11 is left unexplained to confuse and
irritate the reader.

The above equation is most useful for comparing the vari-
ous works of a single author. If comparison is desired be-
tween diverse authors, however, or even between later and
earlier works of the same author, the equation loses validity.
This is principally because the value of C, the von Leben-
sraum constant, becomes problematical. The unfortunate fact
is that C does not remain constant during the life of the au-
thor, but tends to increase with age. It is, on this account, of-
ten preferable to use the approach of Chang, Guzman, and
Mukerjee (1948), who first defined a Literary Constant(i):

™ 2.
A=aR/wim
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(Note: The n in this equation should not be confused with the
1 of the von Lebensraum equation.)

M is, of course, equal to unity in the case of the Ideal Au-
thor. Actual authors may be evaluated according to the de-
gree in which they depart from this ideal. To this end Chang
et al. (1948) employed a Taylor expansion:

A = Ru(1+ a(A / w’im) + (A / w’im )* + (A / w'im)’+
.+ (A/Wim)")

Much effort has been devoted to assigning numerical val-
ues to the coefficients of this expansion, and to giving them
literary meaning. The first coefficient, o, is commonly called
the “redundancy factor,” and is sometimes designated R, r, p,
or with the Cyrillic w. The second coefficient, B, has been
identified by Aubergine and Pomme de Terre (1977) as the
“facteur de bullshitisme,” and assumes a magnitude of impor-
tance only in analyses of French works of the Romantic and
Naturalist schools, e.g. and especially, “Le Grand Meaulnes.”

Gamma, the third coefficient, is related to logical incoher-
ence, and becomes significant when considering works of the
Theatre of the Absurd. Fartov and Belcher (1961) showed
that if the third coefficient is ignored, unacceptably high val-
ues are obtained for all the works of Samuel Beckett. They
proposed defining the third coefficient as:

Y=RFInnp,/n,

(This p should not be confused with the von Lebensraum p,
or the Chang-Guzman-Mukerjee p.)

Here R is, once again, the gas constant, and F, the minimal
force required to compel an author to produce. F is generally
taken as 6.7 dickenses (1 d being equal to 1 literary atmo-
sphere (AL) per faulkner-squared per day), and is remark-
ably constant for all authors and literatures, an important
exception being Dostoevsky, for whom F must be reckoned at
48.8 d, otherwise unacceptable A values result.
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Literary Entropy

Literary entropy (S) is defined by Sheikh and Alegg (1971)
as:

AS = AH-AG/T

Where G is Garcia-Mdrquez free energy, H is the combined
density of nouns and verbs per mole of words, and T is the
mean annual temperature of the author’s homeland. It can be
seen, then, that entropy varies inversely with the use of mod-
ifiers, Garcia-Marquez free energy, and meteorological
warmth. Near maximal entropy is found in the Reykjavik
telephone book, which is sometimes used as a standard (SR).

Empirical Verification

Stupanovich, Stevens, and Krishnaswamy (1988) employed
the Sheikh-Alegg and Chang-Guzman-Mukerjee equations to
analyze J.D. Salinger’s Catcher in the Rye They found this
work to have an A-value of 1.087 x 10"° poes, a pW (pW=-In
W) of 9.4 conrads, and a complete absence of irony. By way of
companson the Reykjavik phonebook has an A value of 6.8 x
10° poes, a pW of 0. 88 conrads, and an I of 8.43 dickens-
tolstoys/hugo™ (dth™). Evidently something is amiss. Stu-
panovich et al. (1988) further tested the Chechenko-Piarelli-
Abdurrahman Model of Protagonist Validation (for a thor-
ough discussion of this method see O'Reilly and Schwanzs-
tucker, 1982) and determined that Holden Caulfield should
have been a 55-year old carpet installer with an extensive
criminal record. The blame for the evident discrepancies lies
squarely with the author. Most of our modern techniques for
literary analysis had been developed by the time he was writ-
ing, but Salinger apparently did not trouble himself to learn
about them.

The utility of the techniques discussed in this paper is
most severely limited by the dearth of reliable values. Eluci-
dation of values for various schools and authors would
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greatly advance the science of literary criticism. Further re-
search in this area is clearly called for.
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Graffifi

Editorial Comments, Etc.

And welcome to the dance. Again.You hold in your hands
the premier issue of Fugue. “Huh?” you say. “But this is issue
#13.” True. But it’s a new, improved Fugue—better, stronger,
thicker. Gone are the days of a mere 44 pages. Gone is the
saddle stapling and minimal to no graphics. With a little help
from the ASUI Senate and the Fine Arts Committee, Fugue
is in its new format—one, if I have my way about it, which
will stick around a while. I don’t know what the future will
bring this magazine still undergoing evolution, but I hope the
change will be good; join us, won’t you?

® K ¥

A warning. If you care for the arts in general and litera-
ture in particular, please be aware that there is a growing
trend in politics (whether it be at the national, local, or uni-
versity level) to cut funding for the arts. We are represented
and judged as a society by our art; don’t let narrow-minded
bureaucrats continue our society’s slow death. Make your
concerns known to those who think they have the power to

decide things for us.
E B

Some thank yous. Fugue’s second premier issue couldn’t
have succeeded without the tireless efforts of not a few peo-
ple: the Fugue associate editors—in particular Trevor Dodge,
Shawn Rider, Brandon Hall, and Matt Baldwin; student sen-
ators Annie Averitt and Jay Feldman; everyone who came to
those senate meetings and spoke out or held signs; Kitra
Isaacson; the faculty and staff of the UI English Department;
the folks at Printing & Design; all the contributors; and you.

Eric P. Isaacson
Executive Editor
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Contributors

R. E. ALATEE manages a sixteen-hour convenience store some-
where north-south of Normal, IL. Stop in for a squishy when
you're passing through.

MARY CLEARMAN BLEW’s story “Anchorage” is from her
forthcoming novel, Ruby Dreams of Janis Joplin. She is the au-
thor of All But the Waltz.

J. ROBERT DAUBS spends most of his time striving to achieve
the highest level of Slack. When he’s not busy with that he
writes poetry.

JIM GARDINER is a doctoral student in soil science at the Uni-
versity of Idaho. While he currently resides in Moscow, he has
lived in various parts of the U.S. and Canada.

BRANDON HALL, a University of Idaho student, is busy with
unemployment.

GREGORY SETH HARRIS's fiction has appeared in Potpourri,
Genre, and AIM Magazine. He lives in Denver, CO.

KARNEY HATCH just received his B.A. in Creative Writing at
the University of Idaho. He plans to move to Portland, OR, to
begin the work of unlearning everything he was taught in the
last five years.

BRENDA HILLMAN, author of Bright Existence and four other
books of poetry, was the Ul English Department’s Distinguished
Visiting Writer during the Fall. She teaches at St. Mary’s Col-
lege in Moraga, CA.

EDWARD HAWORTH HOEPPNER's poetry comes from an un-
finished manuscript entitled Surrender. His works have ap-
peared in The North American Review, The Ohio Review, and
Prairie Schooner.
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JOE M. O'CONNELL received the Louzelle Rose Barclay Award
for his short fiction. Half of his family is staid Irish immigrants
escaped to Texas, and half is errant Baptists from Louisiana;
he’s caught somewhere in between.

SARAH A. ODISHOO is a professor of English at Columbia Col-
lege Chicago. Her story, “Notes From the Flat Earth Society,” is
forthcoming in Berkeley Fiction Review.

ANDI OLSEN’s assemblages and computer-generated collages
have appeared in shows and journals across the country, most
recently in Los Angeles and Fiction International. Andi
(http://www.uidaho.edu/~lolsen/andi.html) has collaborated
with Lance Olsen on a number of projects.

LANCE OLSEN (http:/www.uidaho.edu/~lolsen/) has published
ten books of or about postmodern fiction, including Tonguing
the Zeitgeist. His latest novels, Burnt and Time Famine, will
see print this summer.

JOY PASSANANTE teaches literature and writing at the Uni-
versity of Idaho. She has published in journals around the coun-

try.

ALOYSHA SIPP has published material under the name Mae
Guidry in North Atlantic Review and Leo Partz in Feh!.
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