As the morning alarm sounded, some four days before the fabled millenium, he kept hearing "on the side" going about and about his mind. As he struggled through the conscious and subconscious auras that were flowing through his early morning fog, he wanted to find out what this "on the side" was about.

The quote kept going about his mind as he held his bladder full of morning lather until he could decode this message going through his mind. He kept hitting the snooze alarm, readily knowing that he had to go to work, as he searched for the answer. Though, he never received a definitive through the haze of his early

morning slumber and succumbed to the alarm growl and went into the bathroom for a swim in the showers. As he climbed into the shower, thoughts of having to go to work following a nice holiday that passed was less than measurable.

Thinking, there has to be so many other ways to wake-up in the morning to crack the ethereal egg of pleasure. He was in corporate America and has been there for some three years now in various capacities. As we go back in time somewhat, his jaunt into this "test experiment" of getting some solid life experience, with Corporate America as a necessary means to monetary existence, was thus beginning. Now, as the years has flown by, he has come to the conclusion that if not corporate America, then an alternative form

of sustenance that will indeed imbue contentment and a stable source of income.

So, as the steamroller continues to smash the pavement and the birds lazily fly overhead going to and fro the place I call "work", we return to the shower and the beginning of the day ..

As the climbed into the shower, he looked down at the plunger lazily hanging low with the thick remnants of what looked like a tasty milk shake and some hair coming out. He bent down, grabbed the end of that tongue of hair hanging out and began pulling. Pulling and tugging at the comedic end of a child's fairy tale for nearly 2 minutes, he pulled to be a strand of hair long enough and thick enough to cover the pubic region of 4-6 beautiful, brazen women.

Christ, he presumed, there has to be some serious cleaning that goes down some time soon in the place. The neglect, coupled with this newly found copious string of hair that no doubt came mostly from his scalp was

scalding enough to be traded in for the morning coffee. After climbing out of the shower and back in for his watered pleasure, the hot water pelted his scalp erasing all thoughts, those of corporations and "on the side" voices that were careening through a hypnagogic slumber. Following the shower, he knew he had to get some initial soap scum off the shower floor before he could fly off to that immaculate tower of steel and

glass. Reaching for the can with moving soap bubbles speeding about with video game eyes, he shook the can and began spraying down the floor of the dark and defeated floor. Following the wipe-up, he headed back to his room for a stiff change of clothes with the smell of coffee wafting about the place. Grabbing the clothes that looked "pressed", for he didn't have the stamina to pull out the iron and take heat to the clothes, the phone rang.

He turned on a dime, tripped over a wet painting on the ground and grabbed the phone off the electric stand. "Hello," he says slowly, as he cupped his feet protecting the carpet from an onslaught of wet oils, the voice on the other end is his sister. "Al, we caught a glimpse of that harvest moon last night," she tells him. "What," he responds. "Well, after you left the house last night, the girl's curiosity got the best of them. They took the telescope outside and zeroed in on the three-quarters moon in the sky," she continues. "Yea, how was it? Did you do the 20, 30 and 40 times magnification?" I ask. "We tried them all. It worked well. The girl's stayed up until about 2 in the morning sparkling with wonder. Thanks again for coming out," she tells me in a smooth stream of words. "My pleasure. I'll try to make it out there some time this week to take a first-hand look with the girls," he continues. "Sorry for calling so early, but Al I wanted to tell you something else .. " she says. "Yes .. what's goin' on?" I ask with silence deepening in the question. "Well, I'm asking you first because you have a pretty good handle of technology. You know, computers and the like.

Well, Caleb and me set the clock on the new computer forward 5 days. Which would make today January 1," she tells me with concern. "What happened? Have you given the system a good ride? Is everything cool?" I ask. "Not exactly. It's almost as though a prank is being played out on us. When we turned the computer on first thing this morning, the system appears to boot up. Yet, just before the clouds of the 'Microsoft 98' comes onto the screen, a big yellow smiley face with a zipped closed on its mouth comes flashing on screen. Immediately after it appears on screen, the zipper slides back on the mouth and a screen follows with three pictures in a triangle as the words "click one" appeared in the center," she tells me. "What were the graphics of?" I ask. "Once rock, a pair of scissors and a piece of paper," she continues. "Did you pick one?" I ask. "Yes," then silence. "Which one did you pick?" I ask. "We picked the 'rock'. Now, all power went out in just that one room. I tried to flick the breaker switch to get power back in ..

nothing is happening. What have we done?" she asks. "Look sis, I'm not sure. That's pretty wacky. Tell you what, I'm going to call into work and head over there in about 5 minutes," I tell her. "O.K. Should I move the computer to a room with another electrical switch that works and give it another boot to see what happens?" she says. "NO. I will take care of it when I get over there. But do this, call the electrical company and tell them what happened.

They may have had some reports along the same lines that have gone down around the city. Or, they could send someone out to give the room some juice and rejuvenate the whole operation," I continue. "Alright, I'll just hang tight until you come by. You don't have to call into work, though. Just come by after work," she says. "No sweat, sis. This gives me a way to get out of that place for a day," I tell her. "All right. We'll see you soon," she tells me. Al hangs up the phone and clicks on over for a new dial tone to tell the

job he can't make it in for the day. Calling his supervisor, he gets the jingled managerie of voice mail. "Yes, good morning. I'm not going to make it in today. It's a long story. I'll fill you in on the details tomorrow. Hey, have a nice day," He says quick and succinctly. Continue ..

**

A forensic scientist in Vermont unveils the discovery of the year. After a long and dubious exploratory journey into the cause of 'curiosity' in cats, he finds an actual chemical compound in a feline's spine that pin points the reasoning for their curious nature. Following test after test with extracted 'curiosity' fluid from the spine of an average Siamese cat, the scientist injects the fluid in the blood stream of a variety of other species. Among those species were: rats, mice, birds, monkeys, armadillos, ring tailed lemurs, alligators, kiwis, hyenas, wilder beasts and humans. In grueling trials measuring brain activity and increased curiosity in behavior, the scientist concluded beyond a shadow of a doubt that the feline world indeed holds an immaculate 'curiosity' fluid that can be transposed into other mammals to induce a marked increase in 'curious' behavior. Mr. Vamerley's discovery, which was announced and published in the AMA and a variety of other trade journals, is being hailed as one of the most ingenious, if not curious, discoveries heading into the new millenium. As a result of his thorough and conclusive research, the US Federal government and the FDA are rushing plans to replicated the chemical compounds of the feline fluid and

market it as a cure to a variety of neurological disorders in humans. Currently, Switzerland, France and Canada have taken the lead in weaving it into the national prescription repertoire. Initial results have been

promising particularly amongst the elderly and hypochondriacs. 

**

it came down to this

because you 

have

requested it to turn out this way .. 

they told her.

I didn't request anything though,

she retorted .. 

We have reason to believe that you

have .. 

they told her in a finality .. 
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The mysterious sound

resonating over and

about the buildings and into the 

cut hairs on the floor of the barber

shop nearby .. 

as the cats on the streets

run like the cats in the woods,

the retreat

is still seen as a joke,

while

the

women on the land in labor 

pull on their long lost 

dresses

hanging in

solitary closets

and

dream

of

a

time

when wine

will

make

more time.
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