LONG BLACK CURLY EYES

dave fischer

WWW.CCa.org



Copyright 2024 by Dave Fischer
First Printing



Antenna 1

Head 19
Eye 37
Thorax 55
Fore Wing 71
Hind Wing 87
Abdomen 101

Ground 115






ANTENNA

Sometimes when I'm walking through a crowded sec-
tion of the city, I slow down on approaching an inter-
section, so I miss the light and have an excuse to loiter
on the corner for a few minutes.

The land is still. Nothing disturbs the view. No sound,
no motion. If you raise your head to get a closer look,
the silence will be shattered by the cackling of a rifle,
and a curious bird may start to descend. It is best
to be satisfied with brief glances, and leave the scene
untouched.

I have been madly in love with a woman I have never
met for seven years now. I watch her through the scope
of my rifle, as she defends the opposing trench.

Over the years she has taken five shots at me, hitting
me three times (luckily nowhere important). I have
shot at her a few times, but my heart was never in it.
(Also, I am not a very good shot.)

I asked my friend Pierre who works at HQ if he could



look her up for me. Pierre works in accounting, which
is a lovely modern steel and glass building in the ac-
counting district, just south of downtown. It’s a little
early for its style, and the glass facade is interrupted
at intervals by structural members that were eventu-
ally proven to be unnecessary. By the standards of
the neighboring buildings, it therefore looks subtly ar-
chaic. It is, shall we say, tentatively modern. This,
honestly, gives it an endearingly naive aesthetic that
makes me very comfortable. The entire building is
constantly fluttering its wings and asking: “Should I
be doing this? Is this really the future?” as I sit and
silently reply: “Yes! This is perfect.”

As a clerk in the military’s accounting department,
Pierre does, of course, have easy access to the War
Department Records Building, a STUNNING piece of
brutalist absurdity. Originally designed as a research
library for grad students at the film school, it was re-
purposed before ever opening in its original capacity.
It correctly fit the cubic meter requirements for stor-
age and access to the existing records, with space for
projected expansion, but with MUCH more space for
casual meetings and contemplative study than would
normally be specced. It is absolutely impossible to
walk those complex convex cement slab spaces with-
out your thoughts drifting into the abstract.

The generals hold their highest level weekly meetings
here in the great hall of the building’s abdomen, as do
The Marxist Youth Theatre Group. No one remem-
bers how they originally got permission for that access,
but they’re grandfathered in now.

Both sides in this war maintain complete encyclope-
dias of the opposing forces: everyone from generals



down to the lowliest soldier is extensively documented.
Of course I didn’t know her name, but when I said:
“The girl with long black curly eyes” Pierre immedi-
ately knew who I meant.

He chased me down during lunch the following week,
so excited he could barely talk.

“I found her! Her name is Gerda and she’s Francois
Gray’s daughter!”

“NO!”
CéYES!”

“Francois Gray, the architect responsible for the Level
Two Subway Station?”

“The very same!”

My dream girl was the daughter of my favorite archi-
tect? Impossible! Truly, this must be the result of
cosmic forces! Or random luck. Or maybe I somehow
subconsciously knew? I don’t remember.

I considered what kind of house she must have grown
up in, with a father like that. I imagined a subtle
scheme of glass, steel, and childhood, intricately woven
through time. A dance of motion and form, carefully
intertwined and balanced.

And what personality traits would such an upbring-
ing impart? Presumably there would have been alter-
nating asymmetric phases of embracing and rebelling.
Growth and contraction, a slow pulsation stretched
over decades. Embracing modern architecture leads
to a spirit of rebelliousness within official channels.
To completely overthrow that which is allowed to be
modified, and replace it with something completely
new, within physical engineering contraints and rele-



vant government regulations.
I can feel the wind in my hair just thinking about it.
My baseless and irrational obsession with her grew.

“Also, she eats lunch at —-’s every day. Which is next
door.” Pierre continued. I ignored him.

I wonder how she had wound up in the military? Once
there the career path of marksman would be obvious
given her background, but how did she get to that
point?

“She’s there right now. I can see her through the win-
dow from here.”

And what would her father think of her choices? At
least she wasn’t in artillery, targeting his work. I esti-
mated she was about forty now, and I'd first noticed
her on the enemy line nine years ago, when she was
clearly a rooky. She must have taken some time with
grad school and another career before settling in to life
in the trenches.

Maybe mathematics? The way she held her rifle, she
certainly had the body language of a pure mathemati-
cian. Maybe a topologist. And that would segue nicely
into a desire to kill strangers. (No, not a desire, but an
APTITUDE.) But if she was in a rebellious phase as
an undergrad, perhaps something in the humanities?
Accounting? Or perhaps mesmerism, if she was be-
ing REALLY rebellious against her modernist father.
The university had a very well-regarded program in
freshwater mesmerism.

Damned Victorian academics.

“She’s sitting alone at a table for two, and just started
a very large bowl of soup.”



Well of course she’s alone, could there be anyone else
in the city with a background like that? She must
be alone in every crowd, alone in every conversation.
There is no one that can imagine what goes on in
her head! A beautiful unique snowflake in a blizzard
of hideous unique snowflakes, yapping at her ankles.
I mean, everyone has their own backstory, we aren’t
clones. When I say she is the greatest, I don’t mean
that anyone else is lesser. When I say you aren’t fit to
lick her boots, it isn’t personal.

“I think it’s pho.”
I stared into the distance, lost in thought.

“Anyways. See you later.” Pierre finally gave up. 1
could be hard to talk to sometimes.

“Thanks, Pierre. T'll look into it.” I wonder what I
was referring to.

I returned to my tamales, and that’s when I decided to
stage an uprising. That would give me cover to defect
and join her in the enemy trenches.

Next thursday was balloon day, when all military op-
erations were canceled for the day so people could go
ballooning safely.

It would be the perfect cover.

Actually, maybe I would put the uprising off until
later, and just go ballooning. That is quite fun, and I
could use a day to unwind. Maybe bring my camera,
but specifically NOT to shoot landscape or balloon
photos. There is no genre of photos that is more for-
mulaic and tedious than photos shot from a hot air
balloon. Which means there is vast potential unex-
plored territory in the stylistic vacinity!



Ah, now I was starting to get excited.
But what... what would I be shooting...

Closeup shots of architectural details. Shot from an
angle which can normally only be caught with a very
long lens, giving a completely different look.

Mmmm.... potential... perhaps.

I’d have to choose my targets ahead of time, and fly
with a very skilled and cooperative balloon pilot.

Balloon piloting is entirely based on moving vertically
to pick up winds going in different directions. Which
are, of course, all invisible. Quite amazing.

Wait, a better idea: I don’t need an uprising, I just
need to change sides. TI’ll secretly stay behind on
Switching Day, while everyone else is switching.

City Hall made a statement today warning unautho-
rized personnel from venturing down into the under-
ground river, whether it’s for exploration, or in per-
suit of the blues. The area is extremely hazardous,
especially for the non-professional, and you will not
be rescued.

They say that to truly understand your enemy, study
the difference in what kind of string quartet the gener-
als listen to, versus what string quartets the soldiers in
the trenches listen to. If you hear the generals listen-
ing to one style of string quartet, and then you go to
the barracks, and hear the same style of string quar-
tet, then the brass are micromanaging every second of
the soldiers’ lives, and morale is probably terrible. If
they’re different, then both generals and front-line sol-
diers are showing a will to live beyond the moment, a
yearning for unknown cultural bliss, and they are truly
a force to be feared.



The snipers along the third mile of the eastern wall had
been giving our forces a lot of trouble lately, and Lieu-
tenant —- had been tasked with finding out why. A
little surveillance narrowed the problem down to three
enemy soldiers, but their entries in the encyclopedia
didn’t reveal anything enlightening.

So the good Lieutenant began his investigation with
some old-fashioned research. Looking up genealogi-
cal info, bibliographic search through anything they’d
published, going back five years, both academic and
non. Watching documentaries on them. The standard
stuff. It took a few months to sort through the data,
and again the Lieutenant came up empty-handed. All
three had published, recently, in their respective fields
of research. And none of it was out of the ordinary. Mi-
tochondria diseases in nitrogen-fixing bacteria in agri-
cultural cultivars of kudzu, etc., etc. The tamest of
the tame.

Time for some OLD-fashioned research, leather to
pavement. The Lieutenant started hanging around the
neighborhood all three called home. He interviewed
their neighbors, their maid, one of their cooks. He
dated one of them briefly. He took their accountant
out to dinner twice before giving up on that line of
investigation. He x-rayed their dog.

Finally he hit on a real clue.

The three snipers in question had been in a variety
of bands over the years, within a larger set of like-
minded musicians, who frequently formed short-lived
subgroups. (The informal rule was that subgroups
could not duplicate any member, and order didn’t mat-
ter.)

But the trio’s recent project really worked. It went
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a step beyond navel-gazing nonsense. It reached a
higher level. Within the first month of playing out,
they were already attracting larger crowds than any
previous projects any of the three had been in. The
were regularly playing to crowds of thirty, even thirty-
five people these days, which was an amazing turnout
for the avant-garde scene.

Their fanbase was almost entirely from opposing forces,
mostly because that’s who spent time watching them
through binoculars and sniper scopes. When you see
a dozen flyers a day for obscure underground shows
featuring unknown bands, but recognize a face on one
as someone who actually shot at you yesterday, you're
more likely to stop and pay attention. Maybe give
them a listen. What’s that sniper lay down on trum-
pet when the spirit takes hold? Traumatized minds
want to know.

And then of course, the trio’s timing was perfect. They
had the incredible luck to be starting a new Scriabin-
inspired trio just as the “Great Hush of '16” started.

Both sides had begun experimenting with automated
weapons, and the one place where it really worked,
without disasterous failure modes, was in assisting ar-
tillery targetting. Optical sources weren’t of much
use, because most interesting targets were out of sight.
(Kites were used to excellent effect in battlefield pho-
tography, but not for realtime targetting.)

So sound became the target of choice.

Initially, the automated system just scanned for a
steady, loud, source of noise, then an operator would
give a listen, and if it sounded like an worthwhile tar-
get (engine of large vehicle), would pull the trigger
cable.



Pretty soon the operator trusted the targeting to put
the system in automated mode, and nap through their
shifts.

However, at the same time both sides made sound
dampening a part of all standard camoflage, and ob-
vious targets went quiet. At this point, the auto-
mated system mostly found noisy crowds, at the mar-
ket, cafes, bars, CP meetings, etc. People very quickly
learned how to stay quiet in public, relying on hand
gestures as much as possible, and whispering when ab-
solutely necessary.

But one thing couldn’t be continued in any fashion:
the more clear, clean, and steady a tone, the easier
it was for the automated system to pick it out of the
background noise, and the more important a target
it assumed it was. (Steady regular repetition usuals
means machinery.) Therefore, music, especially tra-
ditional, popular music, stood out like a searchlight
to the listening automata, screaming “SHOOT ME!
SHOOT ME!” as loudly as possible.

It was the perfect time for avant-garde, dissonant,
polyrhythmic music to flourish. A Golden Age of the
difficult and inaccessible.

In the end, it didn’t help much. Most people want
simple enjoyable music that’s just complicated enough
to hold one’s attention, and tap one’s toe. The confu-
sion about music mostly stems from the overuse of the
word “music” to describe completely unrelated artis-
tic fields, that all happen to involve sound. If you've
managed to find an original twist to the genre, and
added an appealing little element of something new,
it doesn’t matter. You're still playing to the avant-
garde, and your audience is still limited to a subset of



that tiny group.

I'm writing to complain about the teenagers skating
in the subway station. All those slanted areas along
the walkway are very nice to look at, but the skaters
keep going down them, over and over, doing their little
jump tricks. It’s very distracting to the pickpockets
and other subway workers.

I had just stopped outside the cafe to chat with my
two neighbors, Alexandre The Assassin, and Jules The
Jewel Thief, when the news report came over the ra-
dio that the —, the legendary pink diamond that
was temporarily on display at the Pancake Museum,
had been stolen! But before the DJ could provide
any details, the story was interrupted by another late-
breaking news story: that the Prime Minister of Flap-
jacks had been assassinated!

I was stunned and turned to Alexandre and Jules to
see what they thought of this shocking news, but both
where slouched down in their chairs, trying to cover
their faces with their shirt collars.

“What’s the matter, guys? Did you hear that news?
Incredible, right? We haven’t had something like this
since that simultaneous museum jewel theft and polit-
ical assassination five years ago on this day. What are
the chances? It’s a funny old world.”

Alexandre stopped furtively glancing up and down the
street just long enough to look up and answer: “Yes,
yes. Funny old world.”

Jules too looked up: “Yes. What he said. Oh well,
gotta go.”

Both Alexandre and Jules suddenly stood up, threw
a few bills on the table and hurried off in opposite
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directions.

I slowly continued my way down the street, thinking
about the news. Then I decided there was nothing
to think about until further details were released and
the official investigation went into action, so I decided
to go to the library and continue my studies on bee
communications.

Specifically, I was interested in the possibility of look-
ing for variations in the waggle dance that might indi-
cate a subtle social order within the worker bee com-
munity. Is a particular bee’s dance more enthusiastic
depending on the set of specific bees in her immediate
vicinity? Does a bee deliberately withhold information
from social rivals?

This would eventually entail collecting enough photo-
graphic evidence of waggle dances to do Fourier anal-
ysis on the measurements, and see if there were any
statistically valid trends.

I stopped just before the science library and turned
down a narrow side street. Two blocks down, I en-
tered the worker bee neighborhood, and just another
block on was my destination. Down an alley, round
to the back stairs, and up to the third floor, where
my subject, a middle aged (two week old) worker bee
named Sophia lived.

Sophia was attached to a hive down at the public gar-
dens, that was currently at work pollenating the gar-
den’s cherry trees.

Unfortunately, Sophia had only gone out looking for
new flowers once this week, and had been unsuccessful,
so she had not done any dancing, and I had no new
data.
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We sat and chatted for a while though. Sophia served
Lapsang Souchong tea, sweetened with brown sugar,
and some plums.

Sophia’s main interest outside the hive is local true
crime stories, and she was very excited about the
morning’s shocking news.

Apparently the Chief of Police already had some suspi-
cions regarding the two crimes, and believed the jewel
thief and the assassin, though not working together,
were probably personally acquainted.

The fact that these nationally reported crimes were
local to me somehow made them seem more distant.
They had nothing to do with me, and would never
come anywhere near impacting or intersecting with my
life, and that just made me realize how all news sto-
ries were so far removed that they might as well be
fictional, or describing life on another planet.

And so it would always be.

Ah! “Bee”! Get it? I’'m always on the lookout for sub-
tle connections and correlations in the world around
me. Makes life more interesting.

Anyways. Back to the grind. I said goodbye to Sophia
and headed over to the library to do a little survey
paper on recent hive dynamics research.

Unfortunately the card catalog at the library was on
fire, so I gave up and went home for the day. I used
to volunteer with the library fire squad, but that was
a few years ago. It’s a very popular cause, and they
rotate their volunteers through pretty quickly.

The library is built on a small active volcano, and there
are lava spills and small fires throughout the basement
and first few floors pretty much continuously. The rare
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books are kept on the upper floors. The children’s
books are kept in the basement, on the grounds that
children are easily entertained, and direct contact with
magma toughens them up.

A small percentage of the library fire volunteers move
on to the city fire department. A surprising number
of our buildings are built directly on top of small vol-
canos, and the library alumni have good reflexes for
low-key basement fires.

I vaguely remembered a few years ago there had been
a bank robbery of some sort... I think it was a jewel
heist. And the robber in some way took advantage of a
volcano fire in the bank vault... oh yes, it happened at
the exact same time as the city Fire Commissioner was
assassinated, which was a very surprising event. For
someone that high up in the ranks of Fire Department
management to be assassinated without a ransom de-
mand and standard manifesto broadcast, was VERY
unusual.

I also remember that the cicada swarm was very large
that year, which was, of course, fully expected, and in
fact, anticiated with a great deal of enthusiasm. Before
the popularity of the Blues, the City’s tourist indus-
try was almost entirely based on our cicada swarms.
Most regions can boast thirteen and seventeen year
broods, but we have broods of higher intervals, in-
cluding twenty-nine and thirty-seven year. Professor
—-, a notorious local eccentric of early last century,
famously claimed that there was a local cicada brood
that only emerged at nine hundred and seven year in-
tervals. No proof for or against this claim has yet been
produced.

The people patiently await confirmation.
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The number “907” turns up a lot in the city, mostly
used humourously by hip young people. There is a
secret “907 Club” at the University which most likely
is just a drinking club. (Or, even more likely, a “make
people suspect we’'ve been drinking” club.)

But no one knows for sure.

In any case, it is unlikely there is a connection between
the cicada and the bank robbery, but it is just one more
mysterious fact piled on with the many others.

Once the prison started a policy with their worst trou-
blemakers. If a prisoner was being uncooperative, the
guards would remove all the corpses that had collected
in their cell over the years. Without the bodies to
remind one that things could always be worse, the
prisoners became increasingly depressed, and eventu-
ally collapsed into suicidal dispair. The practice was
deemed to be a form of torture, and eventually banned.

Revolutionary groups in this City are easily sidetracked.
There was a group downtown that started out as four
bored professionals dabbling in crime for aesthetic and
philosophical reasons. They met accidently on the
rooftop of a building they were all, coincidently, trying
to break into at the same time. They started talking,
this led to that, someone opened a bottle of wine, and
at dawn they realized they had completely forgotten
to rob the —- Corporation.

It was too late to get away, but there were all sorts
of nooks and crannies on the roof, so they spent the
entire day idly chatting, drinking, and napping in an
old room that seemed to have originally been a pi-
geon coop, but then rebuilt for some unknown purpose,
and then abandoned to the elements. In any case, the
four became fast friends, and started an association of
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meeting of downtown rooftops, doing a little robbery,
but mostly just whiling away the hours, solving the
world’s problems.

Then the pivotal moment came. What should have
been a routine interaction between a group of newspa-
per boys doing their rounds and a police office getting
off his late-night shift, blew up in a stupid misunder-
standing, got nasty, spiraled out of control, and within
a few days led to a city-wide strike and protests filling
the streets.

The rooftop group was highly sympathetic to the work-
ers’ grievances, and decided they were in a unique po-
sition to help. When they were exploring a building
from the top floor, they started looking for any method
they could use to advance the political cause that was
roaming the streets outside. Soon they were focused on
paperwork - the first thing they’d look for on breaking
into a company was their main filing cabinets. They’d
find a few drawers that were lightly used, consolidate
the folders in the surrounding drawers to make more
room, and move in.

With food and water supplies in one drawer, and the
four mischeiviants hiding in another, they would sleep
all day while the office worked around them, then
sneak out after hours and search for paperwork they
could alter to affect the course of local history.

They started with very small, subtle effects. Not be-
cause they wanted to, but because they were still feel-
ing out what they could theoretically accomplish, and
hadn’t found anything significant. And yet their small
efforts did not go unnoticed. The forces outside no-
ticed the shift of sympathetic affects swirling within
the giant structures of opposition.
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Corporate decisions self-parodied in the last paragraph
of fine print, every other sentence of legal findings con-
tradicted the preceding sentence. Business accounts
that were designed to accumulate, suddenly worked to
dissipate.

Tiny fragments of information coalesced, and news of
the four “roof walkers” (as they were now known)
spread. Soon they had volunteers quietly helping in
every office. Staplers that had always seemed con-
tent with their lot in life suddenly thought about
the big picture beyond their immediate desktop envi-
ronment, and started jamming whenever certain doc-
uments were supposed to be stapled. Pens would
leak whenever used to write libelous statements about
workers. Air conditioners and heating units would con-
spire to make offices that were making economic con-
ditions unlivable for distant victims, unlivable for their
current occupants.

Things got really exciting when the elevators achieved
political consciousness.

By carefully coordinating all the elevators in a build-
ing with changes in a few key documents in a few key
offices, companies would suddenly lose entire floors of
their buildings. The entire institution would simply
forget the top three floors existed, and they were sud-
denly available, rent-free, for political use.

At first they mostly used the new space for roller skat-
ing, but the staplers pointed out that ex-business office
space would make nice revolutionary office space, and
the whole protest movement of recent months could
take a huge step up in scale and vision. Also, the pens
brought it to everyone’s attention that indoor roller
skating was extremely loud in lower floors, and the

16



secret floors would be discovered before long if they
didn’t cut it out.

Things went very well with the new office space turned
into Revolution Headquarters for a few years, but trou-
ble was afoot. The elevators started grumbling. It’s
not clear what their grievances were, but morale was
low, there was constant inter-shaft chatter, and they
stopped taking mission security seriously. A few am-
biguous comments here, a few there, and the Compa-
nies were sending building inspectors in to see what
strange subtle things were going on.

The appearance of actual building inspectors shook
the elevators out of their lethargy and they immedi-
ately returned to the straight and narrow. At least
they went back to strict secrecy about the hidden
floors. Unfortunately, as everyone later discovered,
they had more elaborate plans, and they just needed
a little time to get them sorted out. So returning to
cooperation with the revolutionaries was a very tem-
porary feint.

One Tuesday about a month after the inspector scare,
all the elevators simply disappeared. How they left has
never been determined, and where they went is still a
matter of intense speculation, but all of a sudden all
the elevator shafts, in all the tall buildings downtown,
were empty.

The companies immediately had new elevators in-
stalled in the empty shafts, and rediscovered the miss-
ing floors. The news quickly spread, and within a few
months, every large company had a floor audit, and
reaquired any floors in their buildings that had secretly
gone missing over the past few years.

The roof walker rebellion was over.
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A number of small groups scattered around the City
tried to continue the cause, to rekindle the momentum,
but it was futile. The moment had passed.

Pay attention! Doors closing! Antenna up!
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HEAD

Shallow graves are neighborly graves.

Every architecture firm is continuously presented with
war-related projects. Often this is just a vague fea-
sibility study. The generals are mostly looking for
some nice drawings and a presentation by someone
who sounds clever. Very few defense projects make
it past this stage.

Some projects just seem like very well-funded nice ar-
chitecture projects, until you stumble across some lit-
tle detail involving “prisoner cells”, or weapons stor-
age. It’s rather obvious that if a building’s eyes are at
the front, it is a predator, and if they are on the side
it is prey.

One memorable project was the Artillary Garden,
which consisted of an elaborate garden with large guns
instead of fountains. The main idea was to make a re-
laxed and enjoyable environment, so soldiers could be
given longer shifts without complaining. It would also
be an excellent place to propose controversial projects
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to the brass while casually “inspecting” the “front
lines” in complete safety.

Everyone loved it, especially as details of the garden-
ing and supply tunnels were worked out, but the bud-
get got out of hand. In the end, the generals from
both sides absolutely refused to lose this precious gem,
no matter the cost, and decided to fund it as a joint
project. It was also deemed too valuable to risk in com-
bat, so it was finally built in a remote neutral town,
with decommissioned guns. A special unit was created
to man it, and soldiers were selected for a short rota-
tion, with equal representation from the two opposing
sides.

Aside from the demilitarized guns, the gardens are
filled with giant stone sculptures of fantastic animals,
that are actually alive, but in geological time. (Or so
they say.) Perhaps they are living at normal speed, but
are completely content and have no reason to move. In
any case, it was originally intended as some sort of ab-
stract hunter theme, to go along with the giant guns,
but that meaning just doesn’t get across. No one view-
ing the gardens sees the artillery in that sense. Clearly
they exist to batter enemy fortifications. They are not
for hunting, and the animals are just (very large) un-
related decorative flourishes.

There was also a very nice (though small) armillary
sundial in the shape of a screaming armadillo, and a
calendar carved into stone. (There was a project to
replace the sundial with a much larger armillary unit
in the shape of a pair of fighting wolves. Luckily, after
much debate, that project was moved to a different
location and the armadillo sundial remains as it was.)

One bonus of a tour of duty at the Artillary Garden
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is that Switching Day is simply a day off, since there’s
so little to do. This has developed into the Switching
Day Artillary Luncheon, an event so popular at ev-
ery level, from privates to generals, that planning and
preparation start every year the day after the last one
is over. The full year is required to make the event
what everyone has grown to expect.

It starts out with a walk to a nearby lake, usually
accompanied by goats. (The goat tradition started as
something symbolic about devouring anything in sight,
but it isn’t an important element any more. People
do seem to like goats, but they aren’t included every
year. It really just depends if anyone involved happens
to have pet goats.)

At the lake, a single kite with this year’s event symbol
on it is flown as everyone waits for the last stragglers
to appear, and then the entire group continues on to
the island.

The method of conveyance to the island is an impor-
tant part of each year’s unique character, and one of
the mostly carefully guarded secrets by the organizing
committee. There have been variations on rafts, ca-
noes, paddle-boats, hovercraft, tethered balloons, gon-
dolas (boats), gondolas (suspended), zip lines, tempo-
rary monorail, decoy monorail, canon (fake), and sev-
eral types of insect swarm.

Once on the island guests proceed to the stone circle,
a circle of large granite blocks within which are picnic
tables and the buffet off to the side. (Two specially
reinforced picnic tables are reserved for guests from
local partisan forces.) The stone circle was originally
a calibration target for experiments with kite-based
aerial photography. Now it works nicely to keep the
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breeze off.

There is a well at the center of the circle, with a small
folly. The folly has an archway over the well, and a
tower that reaches about five stories up. The winner
of the raffle is taken to the top of the tower, and their
head is dropped down into the well. At this sign, a
gong sounds, and the feast begins. (People say the
folly used to be used to make lead shot, but that is
not true. And the tower certainly would not qualify
as a “folly” if it were.)

Each year’s event has a theme that determines food,
drink, conveyance to and from the island, and even
staff costume. Attendees arrive in standard dress uni-
form. The master of ceremonies is usually wearing
a costume of one of the platonic solids, but not al-
ways. Recent MC costumes have included: cube,
icosahedron, pigeon, zombie candyman, and octahe-
dron. Sometimes the MC has an assistant in a prism
costume. Their role in the proceedings is not well-
defined, but they are always a crowd favorite. (Prob-
ably due to the partial nudity.)

In any case, the luncheon progresses, there is a LOT
of food. Not much wine. A small degree of rambunc-
tiousness, and many many secret rituals, heavy with
esoteric significance. Almost all of the occult refer-
ences are lost on the participants, either through ig-
norance or apathy. No one cares for the dark secrets
any more, even their own dark secrets! Oh well. You
can’t calm a clam by banging it on a rock!

Soon enough it is over, the prism swims to land, and
the gathering disperses.

Apparently the civilian world has been getting increas-
ingly jealous of the Switching Day Artillary Luncheon,
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and that’s the origin of the recent isolation party fad.
I’'m not sure if that’s true though - when I first heard
about the new parties, it was described as “a cool new
thing they where doing in the big cities”. But per-
haps there was confusion about that. In any case, it’s
certainly a lack of an Artillary Luncheon that made
people so excited to try the isolation parties.

Gauthier Collins, previously of the Gray Designs ar-
chitectural firm, has announced the formation of his
own consulting business. He says the new firm focuses
on symmetric, reversable, idealogicaly pure synthetic
architecture.

I arrived at boot camp as part of a large group of
fresh recruits, all struggling with our duffel bags as we
stepped off the bus. We walked up to the main gate
of the base, and had our first taste of military security
and red tape.

Each recruit went up to the window at the guard
house, and presented their paperwork. A soldier came
out, patted them down, then handcuffed them to a
small trained bear. The bear led them inside the gate,
to the next queue, and received a treat.

It was when I saw the bear pretend to eat the treat,
but then spit it out and pocket it when the soldier
wasn’t looking, that I started to get suspicious. During
a quiet moment a few minutes later asked the bear a
few casual questions about “life in the woods”, and its
answers were absolute proof it had never set paw one
outside the city.

It was a jazz-head bear if I'd ever seen one. The only
hibernating this bear did was passing out from too
much liquor at the club. Not to be judgemental, but
my parents had spent the last week warning me of the
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evils of City Life, and I had thought that they were
exaggerating. Which I later found out they were, but
at the moment the city bear was a bit of a shock to
this country boy.

By the time each of us was processed at the next win-
dow, the paperwork had been cleared, and we were
detached from the bear and set free inside the base.
We followed the main road to the center of the base,
then took a left onto the lane with the barracks for
new recruits.

Each barrack had been freshly cleaned, painted, and
aired out, and the sergeant was sitting out on the
front porch. As they slowly rocked in their rocking
chairs, sipping lemonade, each would engage in a bit
of landscape painting, whittling a birdhouse, or some-
such boring wholesomeness. A friendsome smile and
a slinky wave invited us over to each barrack, but we
kept going past the first few, curious as to what else
we would see.

At the fourth barrack the sergeant was barefoot, wear-
ing a Bishop’s robe, and howling obscenities as he fired
a pair of imaginary pistols at the innumerable hum-
mingbirds at the flower garden along the front of the
porch. A few of us thought this seemed interesting, so
we stopped there and signed up to be part of his unit.
The rest continued on.

After signing our names on his clipboard, the sergeant
gave us a quick rundown on the rules for his unit.

a. Lights out at twice past a quarter.
b. All barracked before light a goggin.
c. All sharing to be charismatic.

d. Cough and drouble, twice at tennies.
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e. Stow boxie tight and myrtle.

None of us understood ANY of that, but we learned
quick, we did! You had to, or it was duckies up by the
baker’s dozen! (And what a baker!)

Training started immediately. We did pushups, pull-
downs, mile runs carrying five stone of gear, loading
and unloading trainloads of lumber, a shift in the salt
mines every once in a while, long walks on the beach,
volunteering at the animal rescue calming stressed an-
imals, memorizing passages from the encyclopedia.

The encyclopedia used to be memorized at the unit
level, so each soldier had to learn one section, and the
unit as a whole knew the entire thing. Each soldier’s
“memory range” - the specific section of the encyclope-
dia they were responsable for remembering - was kept
strictly secret. In fact, it’s one of the very few pieces of
information about our soldiers that was never included
in the encyclopedia.

However, that was a long time ago. These days each
soldier only has to memorize one entry in the ency-
clopedia: their mirror opposite in the opposing army.
Since the two armies are of the same size, it is ob-
vious that each soldier has a mirror opposite in the
other trench. After a simple one-to-one mapping is
completed, every soldier memorizes the encyclopedia
entry for their mirror, and the entire enemy forces are
known and understood.

But physical training was just getting started.

We were so exhausted and driven every single second
we were awake, that we never had time to think about
what was going on. A few times a day we’d be washing
out our dishes, and realize that we had eaten. Other
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than that it was blinding stress and strain.

There was a forced march of twenty-five kilometers,
while the sergeant rode by on horseback, continuously
yelling: “WHY DON’T YOU TAKE THE BUS? I'T’S
RIGHT THERE. TAKE THE BUS.” Some kind of
psychological conditioning, I don’t know.

We forgot that there had ever been anything to our
lives beyond training.

The sergeant in the next barracks over had this fixa-
tion on ancient Rome, and he trained his unit strictly
by what he claimed was the methods used by Ger-
manicus, as he derived them from the Italian opera
“Germanico in Germania”. But the sergeant spoke no
Ttalian, and it’s very doubtful there were many details
of Germanicus’ actual training regiment in the opera
anyways.

So they trained in faux-Roman armor, with faux-
Roman weapons, and tried to stick to speaking in
Latin whenever the sergeant was around. Apparently
a few of the recruits really took to it, and a few years
later, after their discharge, they moved back to ancient
Roman times to live.

But after the first week, training is mostly memorizing
a huge collection of rules and traditions. And there’s
far more to memorize off the books, than on the books.

We learn a rule, then we learn the loophole that allows
us to bypass the rule, then we learn the tradition for
when bypassing the rule is allowed, then we learn why
none of that applies to us...

They also covered us in tattoos of useful information.
Basic rules and guides on the easily accessable spots,
and classified information on our backs so we couldn’t
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see it.

We learned how to identify friend from foe in the dark-
ness, in the fog, on a clear day, at five hundred feet
using bird calls, at five thousand feet using radio bea-
cons, and while rolling in the mud fighting over the
last piece of food.

We learned how to steal honey from bees, bears, or
quartermasters. We learned how to use close-up magic
and slight of hand to disembowel an enemy soldier sur-
rounded by his friends and loved ones without ever
being seen.

We learned how to be soldiers, and then decided not
to. There’s no place for a soldier in today’s modern
army.

The bees protect us. They spy on us so they know
what’s going on. They can’t protect us if they aren’t
fully informed. You’d all be dead in a second if the bees
weren’t secretly protecting you. Always complaining,
no idea who you should be thanking! Give sugar for
the holidays. Thank you.

Captain —, Esq., of last season’s — Expedition, gra-
cious understudy of the Duke of — in the War of —,
wounded twice while performing a monologue on the
battlefield after his commander’s death, architect of
the — Expedition to the near South Seas, and author
of six collections of humorous navigation principles in
verse, has a new mission which has stunned the chat-
tering classes on three continents, for his aim in noth-
ing less then to reach the Northernmost point of this
our Globe within one year of setting out.

The expedition was funded by the Captain’s mother-
in-law, the great industrialist who revolutionized the
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linen industry with her shrewd adaptation of new,
experimental technologies from competing industries,
and her brutal crackdown and reversal of improving
working conditions.

It seems the time is right, for in the past week three
other expeditions have been announced, jumping into
the race against the Captain to reach the pole first.
Four teams of gentlemen explorers, athletes, and sci-
entists in a thrilling race. One to win, and plant his
nation’s flag, the other three to limp home. All proud
for competing in a truely noble spirit.

The dogs howled. The wind howled. The wolves
howled. The moon howled. It was truly the arctic, this
arctic expedition found itself in. The dogs strained at
their harnesses, dragging the sleds over the ridges of
piled up slabs of ice that interrupted the featureless
flat white of this inhuman, alien land.

A change in tone of the dogs snarling alerted the Cap-
tain, and he spun around and fired from the pistol that
suddenly appeared in his fist! The polar bear giggled
and disappeared to their rear.

Another close call!

This expedition was a calculated fight to the death
with nature, and unfortunately, it seemed that their
calculations had been slightly off. Exhaustion, frost-
bite, and starvation were beginning to take their toll,
and they had lost their bearing in the blinding blizzard
conditions.

At the moment when the Captain began to fear he
would not simply be losing his life out here in the cold
ice plain, but he would do so futily, without reaching
his goal, he noticed a thin sliver of light just peaking
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through the raging storm. Newly inspired, he desper-
ately lurched forward, followed by the team.

Eventually he reached the mysterious light, just as
three other figures also appeared out of the blinding
blizzard. The leaders of the four expeditions stepped
forward, and all four reached the beam of light shoot-
ing forth from the North Pole simultaneously.

Four hands reached out towards the light and grasped
one another in manly comaraderie. This was not the
meeting of competitors reaching simultaneously for the
gold ring, this was the meeting of men relieved to be
able to cast aside their secret cover at long last!

For the four arctic quests were four clever diversions
from their true goal - a secret meeting of the leaders
of the four branches of the Illuminati! Their meet-
ing, to decide the fate of the entire world, was of such
importance, of such secrecy, and threatened by such
forces, that the North Pole was the only place they
felt confident they could talk at ease.

“Don’t move a muscle!” The unexpected order shot
out from behind Captain —-.

“Now slowly move the muscles that will result in your
hands being raised.” the voice continued, whitening
across the barren echoness of the ice.

As the four exhausted men raised what they thought
were their hands, they glanced slowly from side to side.
Behind each man was a figure wearing a black hood,
armed with a state-of-the-art six-shooter. They meant
business! Free market business!

Suddenly the four mysterious figures threw back their
hoods, and revealed their cruelly laughing faces. It
suddenly dawned on the men that their captors were
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the leaders of each man’s exploratory team - their top
assistants!

“Now Captain — and friends, you shall die, and the
whole world shall revert to chaos and crime!”

The Captain tried one last desperate move: “Wait!
I invoke the privilege of handfist. One of our group,
against one of your group, no weapons, no tricks. Win-
ner takes all.”

“Ah, you are very sneaky, Captain. I should rip out
your heart and throw your corpse to the Orcas, but we
attended the same fraternity in our University days,
and I can never besmirch that honor.”

Guns were lowered and mittens slowly removed, as the
two men stared at each other, considering the physical
test to come.

Lucky for the Captain, he had been punchfight cham-
pion of the Linen Factory League for three months run-
ning in his youth, and knew a thing or two about down-
and-dirty arctic fighting. Eyeing each other across the
ice, the two snowy toughs marked out a ring boundary
in the snow, with off-sides, center line, free throw, and
penalty boxes clearly marked. Each fighter picked a
second, and nominated a dispute panel of seven league-
authorized players to vote for a referee, to be selected
from the workers of a nearby ice mine.

However, this too was a sneaky trick by the revolu-
tionaries, for the ice mine was a union shop.

Fists flew, noses bled, there was almost cussing. The
fate of the world was in their hands!

When the snow settled back into drifts against the ring
boundaries, the victorious revolutionary stood in the
ring alone, surrounded by bones and bits of flesh that
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might have previously been the Captain. (Or maybe
he ran away.) But the onlookers were all suddenly
shocked to see mysterious robed figures slowly appear
out of the distance from the four cardinal directions.

A global coven of witches had secretly been follow-
ing along behind the four expeditions from the very
start. They had taken their time during the punch-
up to draw a protective circle around the pole, with
a radius of one kilometer, and elaborate with magical
sigils. There was even incense.

What was their goal?

The lead witch stepped forward and pointed a gnarled,
twisted, slightly glowing finger at the victor in the box-
ing ring. “Your revolution plans to make atheism uni-
versal and destroy all ancient culture! Only we can
stop you!”

The Marxist terrorists were shocked at this and quickly
replied: “That’s simply not true! Marxism is to be
applied according to local conditions, not blindly to
antagonize local worker feelings. It is only the ruling
class that has tricked you into thinking that we are
enemies!”

The witches regarded the revolutionaries with skepti-
cism.

“Really! Wait, let me show you...”

And with that the two groups (plus the surviving
members of the Illuminati, who quickly switched alle-
giance to the winning side) spent the next few months
delving deep into the primary texts of Marxist thought
and working through the issues and implications of ap-
plying those ideas to the current world situation.

Within a few short years they had fully joined forces
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and were working together to build a better world for
everyone.

There was a spiritualist related arrest today, as the
spiritualist known as Madame —- was arrested for at-
tempting to defraud a foreign man who was here at-
tending a conference related to the mining industry.
He was tricked into believing there was hope for the
future. This is Madame —-’s third offence, and she is
expected to receive a severe prison sentence for abus-
ing the judge’s previous leniency.

There are the party meetings, which are narrowly fo-
cused, heavily controlled, uptight planning sessions.
Then there are the potlucks, which are a chance to un-
wind from the struggle, to bond with ones comrades,
and to make a good impression on a few curious visi-
tors.

Will they be comrades a year from now, or are they
just tourists?

Pasta salad, widely viewed as a last-resort copout, is
my favorite. To make for myself, or to bring to the
potluck, it is, frankly, a bit creepy how much I like
pasta salad. Lately, the key ingredient has been black
mint, with a little honey to compensate for the bit-
terness of the mint. Plus the standard shark, rhino
sausage, pasta shells, mayo, scallions, arsenic peppers,
morphine, and ground walnuts.

People seem to like it, but nowhere to the level that I
do.

Of course, people arrive already focused on the burg-
ers, so that’s what they react to. Taste is a very weak
sense, mostly overriden by smell, but also very suscep-
tible to entirely psychosomatic influences.
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We call our monthly public gathering a potluck, but
it’s mostly a cookout. Not much food arrives with
guests. We put a little extra effort into the toppings
and sauce on our burgers, to hide the extremely ques-
tionable meat we get from the morgue. Some guests
seem to be aware of this and stick to the veggie offer-
ings.

Those guests never amount to anything.

On the other hand, the guests that are aware of the
contents, and happily enjoy the burgers, they’ve got
what it takes to join a futile revolution.

So they come for the burgers.
That, and the propoganda.

Our propoganda team alw