
Four Selections from NATURE OF THE COMMUNITY 

Merger
He was 39 (for 5 years), his mother lived in Ponce de Leon 
West Second Life Community just south of Riverdale (Calif
ornia) . Entrance requirements: white, over sixty, pre- 
second-life income minimum of $32,000.00 (adjusted to cost 
of living) —  ten years before it had been $25,000.00.
They'd gone to visit Doctor Borzoi whose wife was a veg
etable with a good heart. Borzoi had the hots for Mom,
79 but still eager and —  as Mom put it —  "I don't think 
all his sex is just in his head either ... not, of course, 
that I know from experience...."
"I was just talking to a doctor in Karachi last night," he 
explained, taking the son out to his radio shack, "this is 
the same short wave system the Vatican has ...” waited for 
the son to 000H, then moved out to his nectarine and fig 
trees, "Take um off by the bushelful," stood looking over 
the palms and oleanders in through the glass patio door 
into the house where Mom was sitting talking to Borzoi's 
brother, Randolph, the brilliant criminal lawyer who had 
turned vegetable the year before ... just sat there, star
ing and drooling.
"It's wonderful," said Borzoi, "I've got everything I want, 
the Niggers can't get me out here in the desert. I'm just 
afraid that I'll end up like Randolph ... my god!"
And he started to cry. Cool breeze, birds in the bushes, 
a rabbit sneaking around over by the fig tree. Just kept 
crying. Funny thought the son ... until this year, this 
minute, he'd always been a Spectator, but suddenly now he 
was vegetable himself sitting looking at Borzoi crying.
Mind blank, staring, drooling, not even wondering why 
Borzoi was or wasn't crying and not even wondering about 
wondering ... or not.

Promises
Talk-Time Area 14 at Ponce de Leon West —  which means 
benches under plastic palms. Two second lifers sitting 
talking, 2:00 PM, the streets around them deserted. It 
was an almost universal practice for Deleonians to drink 
their Spa Water at noon, then siesta until three. Re
commendation C —  at the front of the Second Life Handbook.
"I don't see where anyone's right," said the pinched, pale, 
puny one, "the Right's really a bunch of Neo-Dogmatists. 
ex-Trotskyites and ex-Catholics. The Left's Anarchy. The
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Drippies want hamburgers without cows and French fries 
without potatoes. The vast majority middle-of-the-roaders 
don’t worry about cows, potatoes or anything else as long 
as they get their steak and fries
"Someone's gotta be right anyhow," answered his fat-faced 
perpetually-dieting friend, sucking on a can of Smacky 
Strawberry Balanced-Diet Formula.
"Momento Mori," answered Puny, "it was the time of the 
Black Death. Everywhere you went there was the smoke of 
burning bodies; everyone breathed, ate, slept with, dream
ed about DEATH. There was no other reality. Death was 
Emperor, King, Pope, Mistress, Old Friend. The only order 
was the order of the naked skull ... and them came Enlight
enment, science, vaccines and everyone mis-thought that the 
short postponement was actually a reprieve."

All of the People All of the Time
"Look," he said, bald, bristley-moustached and eye
browed, "this country was OK as long as it was PURE. 
It could have been the perfect melding of Machine and 
Racial Purity .. in fact, it'll still be, you wait 
and see . . . . "
"But if they're already here?" queried his wife. She 
was a former nurse, still wore white (albeit super
sheer) stockings.
"Who?" asked the Big (former) Surgeon attacking steak 
with ferocious dexterity.
"Whoever you're talking about," she said, "I don't 
know, the ones that aren't pure."
"When you've got your energy," he answered, "you've 
got it all ..." and walked over to the window and 
stared out at the scorched umber landscape in front 
of him stretching to, then curving off over, the 
horizon. Temperature outside: 125 degrees; inside —  
69.

No Solicitors
She put the Lock-Tite pins into the front and back door
frames, double-locked the door between the study and the 
kitchen, then the one between the living room and kitchen, 
three doors down the length of the hall, into her bedroom, 
locked three doors there. No windows. The walls three 
thicknesses thick. Sat on the bed staring at the locked

84



doors, willing to but not feeling sleep.
We float up over the house, a white stone dot in the middle 
of a dry landscape of dead yellow weeds. Breathing and an 
irregular, erratic Heartbeat.

—  Hugh Fox
East Lansing MI

THE LIPSTICK GRANDMOTHER
The Lipstick Grandmother puts lipstick on all her grand
children when they come to see her.
With red mouths agape, they listen to her read The Three 
Bears.
When they kiss each other goodbye, the imprint of their 
lips is all over them for the world to see.
When they get home they put polish on their toes and 
fingers, rouge on their cheeks.
For Christ's sake, say their parents.
They order the little boys to take off their lipstick 
and fingernail polish. You can keep the toe polish, 
they say, but wear your socks. Your rouge we can explain 
as natural coloring inherited from your parents.
But the little girls are allowed to wear everything: lip
stick, rouge and polish. They can go to visit their Lip
stick Grandmother as often as they wish.
Here they come now, says their Lipstick Grandmother. The 
little whores.

—  Joseph Nicholson 
Flemington PA
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