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Random Scribblings

I've written for most of my life, but nothing was made
public until I was able to get on the internet in 1997. None of
what I wrote before then has been published, and most likely
won't be. Most are lost, paper notebooks left behind in moves.

I was online in 1983, but there was no World Wide Web.
I was on bulletin boards later, which got close to the web but
wasn’t quite it.

I was pretty poor back in 1997, but got a huge
promotion and raise a couple of years later. But in 1997 I had
no established credit; when my then-wife and I tried to buy a
car, we were informed we were “ghosts”. We weren't in the
system.

A local video store chain, Family Video, opened its
internet-connected servers for $12.95 a month dialup service,
and unlike every other ISP you needed no credit card. You
could use one, but cash and checks were perfectly acceptable
as well.

They offered “unlimited access” for the $12.95, and
from what I could tell they were true to their word. Part of the
access was banner-free personal web space, which appeared to
only forbid posting commercial pages.

The first Saturday I was online I wrote Steve’s School of
Fine Art, a parody of an art class and a history class I took in
college.

I had been an avid video gamer since the first coin-fed
video games in the late 1970s. I bought a small, cheap
computer in 1982, mostly to play games on. There were very
few games for that model. In fact, there was little software of
any kind for it, so I learned programming and wrote my own.

By the time I got on the internet there were plenty of
excellent games. Two of my favorites, Screamer and Road
Rash, had a paucity of information on the internet, so I



collected what I could and put it famvid’s servers.

Later in 1997 I wrote The Life and Times of a Dumpster Cat.
There were others, but unfortunately have succumbed to “bit
rot” and were lost.

The next Spring, someone who had seen my “Screamer”
and “Road Rash” pages suggested that I start a Quake page. It
seemed pointless to me, since there seemed to be an unlimited
supply of pages about that game.

However, I noticed that most were poorly designed and
usually contained little, if any, content, so I decided to make a
site about that game that would actually be well-designed and
full of useful and interesting topics. Much of it was humorous.
I built a huge collection of tested console and server
commands, cheats, tips for newbies, jokes... it was full of solid
content. It became popular and I gained fans.

Most of it you would not have any interest in whatever,
but if I'd made a book of what I have of that old site on my
hard drive, it would probably be well over a couple thousand
pages long. I've included parts I think are funny or interesting
in some way, but probably only added a tenth of it or less to
this tome.

I got tired of it by 2002, a few months before my wife
abandoned our two teenaged daughters, her cats, and me. The
kids and I sought therapy, and after listening to all three of us
separately and together, said that he of course couldn't be sure
but he suspected that the wife was afflicted with Dissociative
Identity Disorder.

A few months after she left, I discovered kuroshin.org,
a nerd site where “community members” would write and
submit articles and keep diaries. It helped keep my mind off of
my troubles, both financial and emotional.

My diaries and articles were even more popular at what
was known as “K5” than the old Springfield Fragfest. Only a
small number of submitted articles, which were voted on by
logged in K5 members, made it to front page. Three quarters of
mine were accepted and placed on K5's front page, seventeen



in all. Unfortunately, a lot of them I don't remember, and
they're too old to be easily found at K5.

After I submitted my first article, some were discussing
whether or not I was some famous writer just “slumming” at
K5. 1 was greatly amused!

After a few years of the diaries, people were requesting
that I turn them into a book, which I finally got around to
earlier this year. It's called “The Paxil Diaries” and is available
in bookstores right now.

After a few happy years at K5, Rusty Foster, the site
owner and a fan, spent all his time at his new left-leaning
political site that was becoming insanely popular, and pretty
much handed K5 to his admins. After an online argument with
one of them, I left in a huff. Most everybody else did, too,
probably because of that one admin.

I discovered that slashdot.org had instituted journals,
so I started posting there. I'd had an account since the
previous century.

Like the Quake site, only a small fraction of what I
wrote at K5 and slashdot is included here. The first crude
drafts of my books Nobots and Mars, Ho! were posted there
before editing and book publication. Mars, Ho! crude drafts
were also posted at a new site, Soylent News, at
soylentnews.org.

Here are the articles I chose, in the order that they were

written.
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Steve's School of Fine Art

The Faculty

A bunch of people who were dumb
enough to study art and smart enough to get
a Master's Degree in it, plus a few who went
on to obtain their doctorates, thus
condemning themselves to teaching Art [§
History for the rest of their lives. For the §
ultimate college art teacher, rent The Eiger §
Sanction.

The job you get after you graduate

You might become a high school art teacher and teach a
bunch of talentless miscreants and hoodlums who won't listen
to a word you say to go out and vandalize box cars with spray
paint. A job in advertising, you say? HAH! Forget it. Marry
someone whose dad owns an ad agency instead. Advertising is
a field where they want to know who you know, not what you
know. They don't care if you graduated Kindergarten. Can't
you tell from looking at ads? The only talented person ever in
the advertising field was Andy Warhol, and he hated it. You
want to be an artisté and have your crap hanging in fine
galleries? Marry a gallery owner or an art critic. You want to
make a lot of money? “Look at Van Gogh”, you say, “his
paintings sell for millions!” As your will learn in Art History,
poor Vincent only sold one painting in his entire life, to his
brother, for about five dollars in today's money.

Lesson 1: The Critique

The ultimate in masochism. Your grade depends on the
critique. In the critique, everyone in class exhibits their work,
and comments on all of it. How good yours looks depends on
how bad theirs looks. Each work is scrutinized and ruthlessly



shredded by your competitors, whose grades depend on how
good their work looks compared to yours. These people are
mostly talentless losers, not unlike yourself, who desperately
want their work placed somewhere where someone might see
it, just like you and Vincent.

To survive this ordeal, keep your work covered until
nearly everyone has their work displayed. Place yours
prominently next to the worst piece of crap in the room. While
everyone is ripping each other to shreds with pompous,
empty, multi-syllable phrases, translate what they say into
plain English, which will demonstrate to the instructor that
you, unlike they, actually understand this gobbledygook.
Praise everyone's work with backhanded compliments in such
a way that the teacher knows that you know it's crap, while
the other students think you're complimenting their work.

Beat everyone to the punch by being merciless about
your own work, especially if you've outdone yourself and have
actually produced something that doesn't suck. The teacher
knows what you've done right; show him/her/it that you know
what you've done wrong.

Smile smugly when you're ripped. Let your face say
“HA! It worked! They HATE it!” (See Insulting an Art Student and
Art History, below)

Lastly, be an attractive woman with large breasts. The
heterosexual men and the lesbians will all be trying to get in
your pants and won't be hard on your work, the homosexual
men will be afraid of being thought of as misogynistic, and the
heterosexual women will dismiss you completely as a total,
talentless airhead. This is the only place they won't think of
you as a threat.

Insults for the art student (see The Critique, above)

“Gee, that's really nice!” “Nice” is the worst insult you
can give to an artist (See Art History, below).

Call a sculpture a “statue”. Besides “nice”, “statue” is
the worst thing you can call a sculptor's work. The only person



who hates “statue” worse than a sculptor is an actor.

Call a painting a “picture”. Go ahead, show your
ignorance!

Call the work “pretty”. This is an insult to every artist
except Audrey Flack.

Those of you who are art students or have been art
students understand this. Those who aren't have probably hit
the “back” button (or the “get me the hell out of here right now”
button) already. For those of you non-art students who've
stayed with me (i.e., so stoned out of your mind that even this
is entertaining even though you don't understand a bit of it),
although the original purpose of art was decoration, it no
longer is. “Decorative art” is considered by those who know
and understand art to be an oxymoron. Art stimulates the
mind, the brain, the senses, or better yet, all three at once. If it
doesn't make you think and/or feel, it isn't art. See See Art
History, below.

Art History, or “Who the hell is this Vincent guy, anyway?”

In the beginning, some ignorant savage discovered that
a burned stick made marks. After he discovered that spoiled
grapes and some kinds of poisonous plants made him feel
really funny without actually killing him, he discovered that
sometimes those marks could look like more than marks.

Somewhere around the same time, some other ignorant
savage discovered that the spoiled berries she was gathering
also made marks, and these were in color!/ WOW, look at the
colors! These two got together, smoked some poisonous plants
and drank some spoiled berry juice and procreated some more
ignorant savages. These two ignorant savages became
“medicine men” and “witch doctors”, known to us who live
tens of thousands of years later as politicians. Bill never
inhaled. Oxygen deprivation does weird things to the brain.

Later, the biggest and baddest of each group of ignorant
savages beat the bejeebers out of everyone else, took their
stuff and declared that everything they could see for as far as



they could walk was theirs and if anybody had anything bad to
say about this they were going to take a real long nap under
the dirt. Nobody complained much, at last nobody with much
sense. These jerks were known as “kings”, and some of the less
unenlightened ones let those who could make marks that
looked like something other than marks make marks instead
of working. Note that the German currency is known as the
“mark”.

Some four to ten thousand
years (the figure is disputed by
those who don't know for sure,
meaning everybody) before a guy
got nailed to a cross for not -
stealing an ass (go figure), one of -« ==
these incestuous Egyptian kings
decided that he wanted a really
nice grave. Prehistorians (or “archaeologists”) claim that it
really had something to do with the economy instead of the
fact that the guy was stupid and crazy because his father was
also his uncle. Anyway, this prehistoric era is known as the
dawn of post-prehistoric art.

After this civilization (run by people who called their
dad both Dad and Uncle) perished (see the Old Testament for
details; hey, it's documented, if you don't believe witnesses
you probably think Elvis is alive and the moon landing was a
hoax), the Greeks (Sodom wasn't in Greece but don't tell that
to a Greek) built a civilization of their own. These folks
(Aristotle, for one) kind of figured stuff out without the benefit
of modern science, much like our present day politicians. They
brought art to a high not seen since the Egyptians, even
without all that gold. About the time their civilization bit the
dust, the Romans rose (at least the male Romans), famous for
their drunken orgies. The poor Jews still weren't over what the
Egyptians had done to them.

During the early part of the Greek civilization there was
another culture, the Minoans, who produced stunning works




of beauty and grace, and are thought to have been wiped out
by an explosive volcano. It is also believed that this same
explosion caused a tidal wave that caused the parting of the
Red Sea, just in time for the Jews to get across and drown a
bunch of mean guys that were chasing them with blg knives.

Meanwhile, my ancestors [ g
were painting themselves blue and F’ 4
worshiping trees. Funny what |
spoiled berries will do! When they | -
were a little more sober, if not
completely sane, they were building
the world's first PC, known to us as |

“Stonehenge”. The hardware was ==
fairly simple, but programming it wiped out thelr culture
completely (the YzeroK problem; they were too stupid, cheap
and shortsighted to use more than one digit for date
calculations).

Of course, after the Romans built their famous roads,
Visigoths used those roads to come for a visit. Civilization as
we know it came to an end. A thousand bloody and pestilence
filled years or so later, give or take a couple of centuries, after
the Visigoths paid their nice visit to the Romans, the
Renaissance began. Art and Science started to be reborn, and
we actually know some of the artists' names. Artists were
known as artisans; well, not really, since English as we know it
wasn't spoken, but that's what the art historians teach so I'll
repeat it here. They weren't superstars like the artists of the
twentieth century, such as Pablo Picasso, Andy Warhol, or 0.].
Simpson. They didn't get paid much (Except that brown noser
Leonardo), even the ones who were well known in their time.

The people of this time had discovered the ancient
Romans and Greeks and said “Wow, this crap is pretty good!
How the hell did they do that?”




Some of them got pretty good themselves. Michelangelo
Buonarroti nearly went blind painting some pictures on the
Pope's ceiling (wasn't that Pope guy really nice?) and carved a
bunch of statues of naked men with small penises (the Greek
influence) out of big rocks. Jan Vermeer invented oil paint,
making art theft much easier. Leonardo Da Vinci made a few
bucks painting pictures while trying real hard to be Orville
Wright.

s to fine

ow, only the rich or boring had acces

hen, as n
art.

A “Library” was any building with a book in it. Books
were chained to the walls of these buildings. So were people
(usually not in libraries, though). Not content with ruining
things in Europe, the Europeans sent their worst politically
connected criminals to Australia.

e While all this was going on,
the Asians and Americans were
¥ building civilizations, inventing
" * computers (The Mayan's

: ‘g computer, like our own, stops at
i the end of the 20" century, but it
-_.aseg: didn't matter nearly as much to
them as to us, since they're all
dead) and gunpowder, and, of course, destroying their own
civilizations again and again in the process. Aren't computers




and gunpowder fun?

A couple of hundred years later, the peasants were
revolting. “I could have told you that”, the aristocracy said;
but they were pretty stupid, and didn't know that what was
meant was that revolution was brewing, not that the peasants
weren't pleasant. The Queen of France, when she heard that
the peasants had no bread, said “let them eat cake.” The King
of England, when he heard that the
colonists were unhappy with taxes,
raised the taxes on tea and passed a
law making it illegal not to drink
tea. In France, then considered the |
“art capital of the world”, @ %
Neoclassicism (meaning that
painters and sculptors were still in
awe of the Romans and Greeks) was
all the rage. The French revolution
was blamed by some art historians
on some of this neoclassical art (see
the image above). In the English colonies, nothing was blamed
on art, since all the homegrown stuff was really crap, and they
were too busy growing hemp and plotting revolution, much
like the hippies of the 1960s. They had long hair, too.

I have completely glossed over the Victorians, like
Renoir, Titian (honest, that was really his name), etc., who
liked to paint obscene pictures of fat naked women swinging
on swing sets, laying on couches, and doing other silly things,
and some of the art from Holland, including whats-his-name,
who painted dark, gloomy pictures of ugly and/or dead people.

In the late nineteenth century, the galleries were filled
with some real sucky crap that is considered crap even today.
You won't see any of them in any museum, and may be
unlucky enough to see one or two in an art history class as a
good example of what art isn't. The painters that you will
recognize weren't being hung; they were too busy getting big
red “R”s for “rejected from this art show” stamped on the back




of their paintings so nobody would dare offend the art
establishment by trying to sell one. We will go into some of
them in detail here.
. Art as we know it
was being born in this
period; art for art's sake
(yeah, like they would
have been offended if
“ you offered them money)
which explored light,
olor, form, abstraction,
and all of the elements
.. that make the average
layman say really lame
things like “my five year old could do better than that” and
“but what is it?”

There were several different “schools”, meaning kinds
of painting, not where they learned to do it. The first were the
impressionists, such as Renoir, who I lied about earlier. Well, it
was the Victorian era but he was known as an impressionist,
with such greats as “child with a whip”, “Head of a dog”, and
“Bather arranging her hair”. Manet painted such memorable
works as “The queer musician” and “Fruit on a table”. Edward
Degas painted “After the bath” and “Woman Drying Herself”.
Claud Monet painted the “Luncheon on the Grass” picture,
famous for its big red “R” stamped on the back, “Lady in the
Garden at Sainte-Adresse”, a nice picture, it's really pretty, and
“Poppy Field”, which may give you an idea of where some of
their inspiration came from.

The impressionists were trying to “catch the light”, the
way a scene looked like in an instant that the light was
unusual, which explains why so many of their paintings look
fuzzy and/or sketchy. Pretty avant-garde for the time, but if
you try to do it they'll say it's real lame.

Then there were the post impressionists, who painted
pictures of posts. Well, okay, that's a lie, too. They were Post




Impressionists because by the time they found out they
weren't ever going to be hung in the fancy high priced
galleries Impressionism was already starting to be passé, so
they painted pretty much the same way and gave it a new
name. Two of the most infamous were Vincent Van Gogh (So
that's who Vincent was) and Paul Cezanne. They were
“roommates” at one time, and Cezanne hated Van Gogh's guts.
Nobody except a few other artists ever heard of Van Gogh at
the time, and all of them thought his stuff sucked

Gaughan is known for some of
his primitive looking pictures of unclad
and scantily clad ugly women, one of
whom was his wife. Gaughan used
bright, garish, clashing colors, much
like I was criticized for in critiques, §
which are now widely used in %
advertising by dimwits who don't know #S&
any better or care.

Van Gogh was a real nut case, a
homosexual alcoholic drug abuser who
cut off his ear and mailed it to Gaughan
as an indication of his affection. Limp-
wristed Vincent only sold one painting in his entire life, to his
brother, for a pittance, as payback for some money he owed
his brother. This loser painted some incredibly stunning
paintings that must be seen in the flesh to be appreciated.
Actually, all of the paintings mentioned here must be seen to
be appreciated. Most of them are really huge, and there's no
way the detail and color can be reproduced in an obscenely
expensive art book, which this isn't, let alone on a computer
screen. One of Van Gogh's paintings is of a branch of a
blooming dogwood tree. Up close, it is completely abstract, and
you can't tell what it's a picture of. From across a very large
room it stands out in stunning detail, and appears to be a real
branch with real flowers standing out about three feet from
the canvas.




His last three works were of the same corn field. The
first was very detailed, using a very small brush and must have
taken forever to paint. The second was much sloppier and
painted with the kind of brush most people use to paint
window trim with. The last is a finger painting. After he
painted the third version, he sat down in the cornfield he had
just painted and shot himself.

- The opening of the twentieth
century brought even weirder stuff. The

: cubists attempted to portray four
dimensional images on a two
dimensional surface. The most well
known of these was Pablo Picasso, whose
early work wasn't cubistic at all, but
® quite realistic. Laymen who see Picasso's
® early work say “That's Picasso? When did
he learn to paint?”

The Surrealists Attempted to make
sense of their dreams, or what they
would like you to think were their dreams. Surrealism was first
invented by German writers, and visual artists, always looking
for something different, stole the idea.

The most famous
Surrealist was Salvador
Dali, a Spanish guy who
was nearly as nutty as Van
Gogh, although he had
better reason to be out of
his tiny little mind. Dali's
older brother was also
named Salvador (Hi, I'm
Larry, this is my brother
Darryl, and this is my other brother Darryl). Salvador is
Spanish for “savior”, as in “Our lord and savior Jesus Christ”.
After the older brother died, Dali was born, and his parents,
obviously at least as nutty as their offspring, named the second




baby Salvador also, thinking the second baby was the
reincarnation of the first baby. Salvador was led to believe that
he was Christ, or at least the Anti-Christ. This loony tunes is
most famous for the picture illustrated above, the one with the
melted clocks. Another of his paintings has some very
photorealistic images of dead flies on it... no, wait, they're real
flies stuck on the canvas! Dali had himself hung from a flying
airplane by his mustache. Even Van Gogh wasn't crazy enough
to do something like that.

Some of Dali's works are disturbing, hell they're all
nutzo. This guy was downright weird. This guy, who you
definitely wouldn't want your daughter (let alone your son) to
date, painted some beautiful stuff, none of which makes any
sense to anybody except another lunatic. Terrified of dying, he
found religion in his later years and painted huge religious
pictures that are as crazy, weird and beautiful as the early
stuff. When you go to Florida to see Mickey Mouse and try and
get a job making cartoons for the kiddies, be sure to go to
Tampa and see the Dali museum.

@ Inthe 1920s another school of artists sprung up,
“Jand this bunch was also rejected by the art
| establishment. If you're starting to get a clue, well,
| good for you. This art is known as “Dada” (Note that
there is an art museum in Chicago known as
Va%| MOMA). Dada was anti art art (Huh??), a total
A\ rejection of the art establishment. Marcel Duchamp
¥ hung a urinal from the wall as a statement about the
art establishment, and critics praised it for its color
" and form. A dada exhibit featuring a woman reading

| poetry wearing nothing but a hat was busted by the
[ local constables. There is some dada to the left.
By the end of the twentieth century, things
{' were changing at such a rapid pace that I would get
V. way too bored to get into all of them with even the
most cursory examination, but some of the folks
that may or may not be remembered by art historians include




Andy Warhol, the shoe salesman turned pop culture icon,
Jackson Pollack, who made nice pictures; well, actually he did
it by splashing paint on canvasses from usually about six feet
away, Audrey Flack, Robert Rauschenberg, Lets see, that guy
that made that one picture, you know the one..

Painting
Color

There are only three of them. They are not the same
three you see on your monitor. In painting, the only three
colors there are are red, yellow, and blue. At least, they are the
only colors that matter, since you can theoretically make all
the colors from those three. Theory is often wrong in art.

Your Eyeball

There are theoretically an infinite number if colors,
some of which you can actually see. Light bounces off of things
right into your eyeball through the part that isn't opaque,
called the cornea. A lens focuses the light through this
aperture where it lands on what is known as “that movie
screen thing on the back of the inside of the eye”, or



TMSTOTBOTE, also known as a retina.

The retina has microscopic rods that can detect
brightness, and microscopic cones that detect certain
wavelengths, roughly corresponding to magenta, cyan, and
yellow. These cones send signals through nerves to the brain,
where you actually do all the seeing. Nobody has the faintest
idea of how the brain works.

There are an infinite number of colors, but you can only
see about four thousand of them. You can make all four
thousand of them with just red, blue, and yellow. At least, if
you also use black and white. And use warm and cool versions
of each of your three colors.

Your first assignment is to make a color wheel using
only black and red. And you have to be blindfolded.

Design

There are three kinds of design: Good design, bad
design, and design that everybody argues whether or not it's
good or bad design. You should strive for the third. You will
not accomplish it unless you understand both the principles of
good design and bad design. For an example of bad design, see
“The very worst page on the web” and “webpagesthat-
suck.com”.

Learn the “Golden mean”. It was good enough for
Leonardo and Michelangelo, it's good enough for you.
Unfortunately, it's a mathematical concept which is way too
boring for art students. Infoseek lists 902 pages discussing it, if
you want to get really bored, look it up. Hey, you have a
computer, use it!

After learning how to use burned sticks and spoiled
berries, my attention turned to more modern (and
postmodern, and postpostpostmodern) media, such as acrylic
polymers, airbrush, and pixels. Art is art. Since the newest art
form is electrically stimulated glowing phosphors, further
discussion of design will use (yawn) HTML.

Here are a few less uninteresting design principles:



If it's boring, it sucks.

Heavy things fall and light things float. Somehow, the
untrained seldom realize this.

Keep your audience's eye on the media (see “the golden
mean” and “If it's boring it sucks”, above).

Yellow on white is very hard to read. Use it if you wish
to induce insanity. Yellow on black is readable, but not until
the background loads.

Yellow on black is ugly, unless your ancestors came
from Mars or Stroggos.

If you go far enough back in prehistory, everybody's
ancestors came from Africa. At least, that's the prevailing
theory. They may even be from Mars.

Frames usually make paintings suck less. Frames
usually make web pages suck more.

Tables are often useful in sculpture. They are also often
useful in HTML.

Never, EVER, make a web page as long as this one.

In painting, Java is often useful to make a nice brown
color, or to stay awake. In HTML design, Java can be used to
drive viewers away from your page. Never EVER make that
“There is a possible security risk” window come up unless you
don't want anybody except the violently insane to see your
page.

To plagiarize, uh, I mean “quote” one of my instructors
(John Adkins Richardson) from his book “The Complete book
of CarTOONing”, which we had to buy or flunk, so I'm finally
going to get my money's worth:

“I do not for one minute believe that Milton Caniff laid
out the composition by any procedure as organized as this, but
he might have” and “The way in which such relationships
actually develop on paper is made clearer when they are seen
in working drawings. Gil Kane's preliminary layout for his
book Blackmark is uncommonly coherent...” (page 169)

Next: Perspective, color, and a bunch of other junk



nobody will read.

1997, reprinted around 2005 at Kuro5hin



The Life and Times of a Dumpster Cat

I never liked cats. Perhaps it was because my parents
didn't like cats, maybe it was because one scratched me badly
when I was two years old. Whatever the reason, I never liked
cats.

It was six years after I married Becky, and a year after
we had moved into a new apartment, that I first met the cat.

[ was putting a new battery into the car, and threw the
old one into the dumpster. A loud shriek came out, followed by
the gray blur of the cat yeowling into the afternoon.

A week or so later, Becky and I were sitting outside
when the cat came up and rubbed against Becky's leg. “Oh,
she's so cute!” exclaimed my wife.

“There are no cute cats,” 1 told her. “They're evil
malicious creatures that haunt the night.”

“Well, I don't think so,” she said haughtily. “I think
she's cute.”

“NO!” T said. “You're not getting a pet, and especially
not a cat. I hate cats.” The death of our poodle, Moondog, four
years earlier, and how Becky grieved when Moon was run over,
was still fresh in my mind. 1 didn't want to go through that
again.

“Don't worry”, she said, “I'm not getting any more pets.
She belongs to someone, anyway. She's wearing a collar. It's
okay if I just pet her, isn't it?”

It didn't matter to her if it was okay with me or not.

A few days later, Becky broke the news that the cat's
owner had moved away from the apartment and abandoned
her. She was a “dumpster cat”, one of fifty or so that roamed
around the apartments, haunting the dumpsters and eating
the lizards (which was another reason I added to my list of why
not to like cats, since the lizards ate mosquitoes).

“No! We're not getting a pet, and especially not a cat,



and especially not a wild one!”

“Don't worry,” she said.

The next day there was a bowl of milk on the porch.

“The poor thing's hungry. I can give it a little milk,
can't I? Don't worry, I'm not going to get attached to her.”

Becky lies a lot, especially to herself.

The next day, the cat came around, of course. This time
she jumped in to my lap and started purring. “She likes you,”
Becky said.

“I don't like her,” I replied.

“Then why are you petting her?”

A week later there was cat food on the porch. “You said
it was okay to feed her. I can't let the poor thing starve.”

I was adamant. “You're not getting a pet, especially not
a cat.”

“Don't worry.”

In central Florida in the summer it rains every after-
noon. Sometimes it rains hard. Sometimes there are tropical
storms, even hurricanes. Two weeks after she had put the cat
food out, and by doing so fed all of the fifty cats around the
apartment, it rained really hard. We hadn't seen the cat in a
week.

It was only three in the afternoon, but it was dark and
the sky was an evil greenish tint. An ear splitting meow
shattered the relative silence of Ted Nugent blasting from the
stereo. The cat was hanging on the window screen, dripping
wet and baring her teeth, looking completely miserable. She,
of course, wanted in out of the rain. Becky, of course, wanted
to let her in out of the rain. “Come on, you wouldn't let the
poor thing freeze in the rain,” she said, despite the fact that it
was summer in Florida. I reluctantly let her let the cat in, with
admonitions to keep her eye on her because “you know how
cats tear things up.” The neighbor's cat had just destroyed his
six hundred dollar speakers shortly before visiting the
Humane Society.

I admit, even though I don't like cats, and didn't want



my furniture to suffer the same fate as the neighbor's, I don't
like to see anything suffer. “Just 'til the rain stops.”

Two weeks later we had a litter box in the kitchen.

By then, “Kibbles” had a name. I was even the one to
name her. “You know, like the dog food.” 1 was thinking
“Kibbles and bitch” but didn't say it.

“Really funny,” she replied dourly, but the name stuck.

So did Kibbles. She was a really sweet animal, and
contrary to my beliefs and expectations, showed great
affection, especially to me. She really seemed to like me.
Despite my fears, the furniture remained intact. I grew to
really like this cat, even though “It's not coming into the
house” had turned in to “It's your cat, your responsibility. I'm
not feeding the damned thing.”

One day I came home from work, and Kibbles had a
nasty gash just above her right eye. Becky explained what had
happened to her. She hadn't seen it, but Dan, the neighbor
across the way, who now had a big red dog since getting rid of
the destructive cat, had. Kibbles had been sitting on the porch
when the dog decided to make Kibbles live up to her name, and
tried to bite her head off. Kibbles pulled her head back and
sunk her razor sharp claws into the dog's sensitive nose. The
dog pulled its head back, swinging Kibbles, who was holding on
to the dog's nose for dear life, over its head. Dan reported that
Kibbles then rode the dog like a man rides a horse, spurring
the dog's hindquarters with the claws on her left rear leg.
When Kibbles decided that the dog, who had shed copious
amounts of blood, fur, skin, meat, and screams, had enough,
she hopped off and strutted back to the porch. The dog walked
with a limp for a month, and never bothered Kibbles again.

Except for the fleas.

All kinds of bugs are problems in Florida. Flies, gnats,
mosquitoes, cockroaches, even flying cockroaches sometimes
infest the best of houses. Where there are dogs, there are
usually fleas, especially in Florida. The dog had its revenge by
giving Kibbles fleas.



Kibbles got them bad.

What's worse, she was allergic to them. Pretty soon she
was “Kibbles the Bald Cat”. The only hair left was on her head.

Several cans of flea spray and a trip to the vet later, we
finally got rid of them. Kibbles reacted badly to the vet's shot,
and wouldn't eat, tried to bite us, and didn't even try to find
her litter box. She had gone completely insane. Fortunately, it
was only a reaction to the drug, and she was back to her old
self a week or so later.

I have read that animals can't see the picture on a TV. I
know for a fact that this is incorrect.

Shortly after Kibbles adopted us, Becky and I were
watching a nature show on PBS. Kibbles was laying, as usual,
on the couch between us. There were prairie dogs on the TV,
doing whatever it is that prairie dogs do. One of them stuck its
head out of its hole and squeaked. Kibbles' head shot up, ears
high, staring intently at the TV. The prairie dog stood there for
a minute, kibbles staring intently. It then turned around and
saw the camera, and ran off away from the camera.

Kibbles leaped off the couch and around the TV, trying
to catch the prairie dog. She sheepishly came out from behind
the TV and watched up close for a minute, then embarrassedly
slunk back to the couch. We laughed in uproarious hilarity.
Kibbles shot us dirty looks, as she hated to be laughed at.

Kibbles watched TV from then on. Her favorite shows
were the news, baseball, and nature shows, especially ones
about birds or big cats.

By this time, believe it or not, Becky was teaching
Kibbles dog tricks. Kibbles would stand up and beg, shake
hands, even roll over. She seemed to understand nearly
everything a human said, and would talk back if she thought
she was being scolded unfairly. Of course, you couldn't
understand what she was saying, but it was obvious that she
was arguing.

By now I had come to realize that this was a very special
animal. She had never destroyed anything or made a mess,



except for her period of drug induced insanity, and was a very
loving creature. She wasn't loving like a dog, who will “kiss”
anybody kind enough to pet it, but only those she knew and
loved. If she didn't know you, she wouldn't let you come near
her. What's more she would do nearly everything we told her
to do. She would come when called, and if we told her to “go
lay down”, she would go lay down.

This doesn't mean that she was never catlike. She had
her cat instincts, like (fortunately) using a litter box. If she was
angry at you, she would get what Becky called a “cattitude”
and have nothing to do with you except give you dirty looks.

The one catlike behavior that annoyed Becky to no end
was lizard chasing. She had honed her hunting skills to
perfection in her dumpster cat days when she lived on garbage
and lizards, and still enjoyed the hunt, even though she now
had real cat food. Becky and I would be sitting outside the
apartment, and Kibbles would prance up with a lizard tail
hanging out of her mouth, twitching around like an evil green
tongue. Becky would always scold her, and this would give
Kibbles a cattitude.

Another reason I hadn't wanted Becky to let Kibbles in,
besides the fact that I hadn't liked cats, and didn't want to go
through the grief of losing another pet, was that we were not
supposed to have pets. I had capitulated on this point, since
this was a rule that was never enforced. It was probably a
liability issue, the apartment owners not wanting to be sued
for a dog bite and being covered with this unenforced rule in
effect. At any rate, despite the fact that nearly half the people
in the complex had pets, we didn't want to advertise the fact
that we had one.

Cats like to perch, especially in windows.

Becky and Kibbles would argue with each other for
hours about this point. They finally reached a compromise,
whereby Kibbles could perch in the upstairs window, where
she couldn't easily be seen.

It was her favorite window, anyway.



Windows weren't the only place she liked to perch.

One morning I got in our big '74 Pontiac go to the store.
When I turned the key, an awful grinding noise came from
under the hood. I had visions of expensive repairs. Starter? All
the oil had drained out? Maybe I'll be lucky (ha!) and it will be
a belt hitting the fan.

I opened the hood, and the familiar gray blur streaked
out. By nightfall, we were sure we would never see her again.

As I mentioned earlier, Kibbles always came when she
was called. She never roamed like other cats, either, but she
was nowhere around. We thought she had slunk off and died
from whatever injuries she had received under the hood. From
where all the blood was, it was obvious that she had been
caught in the fan, and she wouldn't have been the first cat to
die from napping under the hood of that car.

Becky called and called, and looked and looked. Kibbles
was nowhere to be found. I thought I saw her once that night,
but couldn't be sure it wasn't a different cat. Becky thought I
was telling sweet lies. Later, she thought she saw her, too, but
wasn't sure if her eyes were telling her sweet lies.

The next morning I did see her in the weeds of a vacant
lot. I knew it was her, but she wouldn't come, and disappeared
in the weeds when I tried to go get her.

She had run off, and it was obvious that she wasn't
coming back. That night was even sadder than the previous
night.

The next night, I heard a “meow” outside. “Kibbles!” I
exclaimed.

“No, it isn't”, Becky said. “That's not her, it's another
cat. She's not coming back, I know it. She's probably dead by
now, poor thing,” and started crying.

I opened the door. It was Kibbles.

Most of her, anyway.

She limped in, most of the fur and some of the skin on
her left rear leg missing, along with fully a quarter of her tail.
She had a look on her face that said she was really sorry she



had run off, and could she have a bowl of milk?

She had been gone for two days. Becky had been so sure
Kibbles wasn't coming back she had taken up her water and
food, and emptied the litter box. Kibbles drank the milk, and
went to look for her food and water just as Becky was putting
them back down.

“Don't worry, Kibbles, I have your litter box, too; I was
just cleaning it out,” Becky said. “I knew you'd come back.”

One day at work I got a call from Becky. She was in the
company hospital - her knee had collapsed at work. I went to
retrieve her to take her home. The company doctor had put it
in a brace which extended from her ankle nearly to her thigh.
He put her on “light duty”, which was meaningless, since
Disney World, where we worked, didn't allow tattoos, jewelry,
mustaches, sideburns, or visible casts or braces (a really
family-friendly, handicapped-friendly place) on employees.

Two weeks later the company doctor told her she would
need surgery, and referred her to another company preferred
orthopedist. His diagnosis was calcium spurs under the
kneecap, like the elderly (such as my grandmother or the not
yet thirty year old Becky) often get.

Becky went in for surgery. The doctor slit open her
knee and stuck in a fiber optic lens to look at the spur. There
was no spur, but he scraped off the inside of the kneecap
anyway. Becky was in the hospital for a week, and I broke my
promise to not feed or water Kibbles.

It was very painful for Becky to have me help her to the
bathroom. She took a clue from Kibbles and used her litter box.
Kibbles didn't seem to mind.

Six weeks after the surgery I took her to another
doctor, this time one not connected to Mickey Mouse at all. His
diagnosis was a birth defect, an underdeveloped muscle that
holds the kneecap in place. Her kneecap had simply slipped
out of place when it first collapsed on her, and the brace and
the surgery had both made the situation worse. He prescribed
a different kind of brace designed to keep the knee in place,



and therapy to strengthen the muscle. Under threat of a
lawsuit, Disney paid for the doctor and the therapy.

One afternoon in 1984 I came home to find Becky
crying. I was afraid something had happened to Kibbles. By
this time, I had grown quite attached to the lovable little
creature, who liked to play catch and keep away, and sit in my
lap and purr. She had always kept me company in the
bathroom when I took my morning stool. She acted as a back
up to the alarm clock, waking us if there was a power failure
during the night, which was quite frequent, as Orlando's power
company wasn't too reliable. I would have hated for anything
to happen to her.

“Kibbles is fine. She's upstairs, sleeping on the water-
bed.”

“Then what's wrong?”

“I'm pregnant!”

I didn't understand why she was crying. I thought it was
wonderful news. Becky, always the optimist, was afraid I would
leave her for being pregnant, since I had seemed to be happy
with just the two of us for the past eight years!

Her tears of sadness turned to tears of joy.

As Becky's belly swelled from the baby within, Kibbles
took to sneaking up on Becky's belly when she was asleep. The
vet, when Kibbles had the flea problem, had informed us that
Kibbles would never be a mother, as she had been “fixed”
when she lived with the people who had abandoned her.

Becky's pregnancy was Kibbles' substitute for her own
pregnancy that could never be. She was never as contented, or
purred as loudly, as when she was laying on Becky's bloated
belly. When the baby kicked, Kibbles purred even more loudly.

On The morning of the birth, Becky woke me at three.
“It's time.” Of course, I was groggy, it being three in the
morning. “Time for what? Do I have to go to work today?”

“I mean it's TIME. I'm having contrac ... OH! OOH!”

“Oh,” I replied stupidly. I don't think I ever got dressed
as quickly.



“Make some coffee,” she said. “We have time to get to
the hospital.”

I made the coffee. We didn't have time to drink it. By
this time, we had traded the huge Pontiac for a somewhat less
huge Volkswagen Rabbit. We called the doctor and went out in
the pouring rain and thunder to go to the hospital.

The nurse said they were false contractions, and that
we should go home. The doctor checked her out. “This baby
has to come out now, its ‘distressed’,” which is polite doctor
talk for “the patient is trying to die on me.”

Becky's pelvis had been broken in an auto accident
nearly a decade earlier, so could not have a normal birth. Since
it was a cesarean, the medical team didn't want me there.
Becky would have no part of that. “I'm not going in unless he
can.” The doctor was concerned that I might faint, or throw
up. I assured him that I had cleaned more than one game
animal in my time, and Becky's insides couldn't look much
different than a rabbit's insides, only bigger. He reluctantly
agreed, being afraid that arguing with Becky would take too
much time.

It was the best medical decision he had ever made.

I was scrubbed and gowned to hold Becky's hand as she
was cut open. I peeked over the sheet just in time to see the
baby's head appear. She was born with the most surprised look
I have ever seen on anyone's face, before or since. I know
nothing will ever surprise that girl as much as being born did.

The “distress” was that the umbilical cord had wrapped
around the baby's neck, and the baby had dropped a stool and
gotten it into her lungs. The medical team got the baby out and
on a table trying to make her breathe. No one but me was
paying any attention to Becky. “I don't feel good all of a
sudden,” she exclaimed, and became pale. The numbers on one
of the machines started dropping. “OOoh!” Becky exclaimed.
The numbers dropped faster. Becky passed out. The numbers
dropped even faster.

“Nurse!”, 1 called. “NURSE!” One of the nurses,



watching the doctors work on the baby, looked in my
direction. “That gauge,” I said pointing.

“Oh my God!”, she replied. “DOCTOR!”

The doctor looked, ran over, and did something. The
numbers started rising again, and Becky woke up.

The doctors finished cleaning up the baby, and invited
me over to meet her. They had her breathing and crying. Her
astonishment at being born had turned to loneliness, anguish,
and discomfort. I took her hand and she stopped crying and
looked at me with her big blue eyes. It was love at first sight.

Later, I called my parents and in-laws and grandmother
with the news. We named her Leila Marie, after my
Grandmother, whose maiden name was Zelma Leila Lennon,
and Becky's mother, whose maiden name was Florence Marie
Holmes.

I went back upstairs to look for Becky and the baby.
Becky was still in surgical recovery. Leila was in a bassinet in
the hallway by herself, crying. I went to her and held her hand.
Again, she stopped crying.

A nurse came out and told me I could hold her. Of
course, I was terrified I would hold her wrong, or drop her, or
something. The nurse assured me that it would be okay, and I
held my daughter for the first time.

They finally took her for her first real bath and a bottle,
even though she would be mostly breast fed from then on. I
went in to visit Becky. She was crying. She was sure that Leila
wouldn't like her!

Of course, this was silly. Leila got along with her just
fine, especially after her first taste of breast milk. The first
time Becky held her, I handed her to her.

Kibbles and 1 spent a lonely week together, just like it
had been when Becky had her knee surgery. When 1 first got
home, she greeted me, then stood by the door, waiting for
Becky. I opened the door to let her out. She looked out, and
turned around, came back in, and looked at me.

“They're still at the hospital,” I told her. She laid down



with her chin on her front paws. I sat down, and she jumped in
my lap, but she wasn't purring. She missed Becky.

A week later, I brought Becky and Leila home. My father
had bought a baby bed for her. My mother bought a car seat
and chest of drawers. I bought her a little lay-down baby chair,
diapers, and all of the other paraphernalia one needs when a
new baby comes home.

Kibbles was really happy to see Becky, and happy,
anxious, and a little nervous at meeting Leila. Leila was
delighted with Kibbles, and laughed like Kibbles was the
funniest thing she had ever seen. Of course, Kibbles was the
funniest thing she had ever seen, not having ever seen
anything but the hospital and the inside of the car.

“You know, you're going to have to get rid of that cat,”
my dad said. “Why?” I asked.

There is an old wives' tale that says that cats will be
jealous of new babies, and will jump into their cribs and
smother them, murdering them to regain the baby's parents'
affection. My dad, indeed, none of the older folks, thought that
this was false, and believed it as the gospel, although no one
could ever tell me of a single instance of this ever happening.
After knowing Kibbles, and hearing of Sudden Infant Death
Syndrome (which wasn't believed in until fairly recently), I can
see how this tale would have started. The cat, instead of being
jealous of the baby, is protective of it. If the baby dies of SIDS,
the cat jumps into the bassinet to try to wake it, and is blamed
for the death, and usually killed itself.

“It's not my cat,” I told him. “It's Becky's cat.”

“It's your baby.”

“it's Becky's baby, too. If you're worried about Leila,
you'd better talk to Becky. I didn't want to get a cat in the first
place, and there's no way I could talk her into getting rid of
her.” A coward's way out, I know, but sometimes discretion is
the better part of valor, to coin a cliché.

Kibbles stayed. I was glad. I had grown to love
“Fuzzybutt”, as Becky sometimes called her after her brush



with the radiator fan.

Aside from being a backup alarm clock, she started
earning her keep in another way. She would guard the baby.

The apartment was a very small, two bedroom
townhouse, with the living room and a small kitchen
downstairs, and a large bedroom and a tiny bedroom I used as
a studio upstairs. Leila's bed stayed in our room.

When Leila was napping, Kibbles would lay under her
bed and keep watch. When Leila woke up, Kibbles would come
halfway down the stairs and stand on the rail and meow and
make as much noise as she could, until somebody came
upstairs and got the baby.

Kibbles not only watched over her when she slept, but
watched TV with her (at arm's length), especially baseball.

When Leila was an infant, she would lay in her little
chair and watch an entire game without complaining about
anything. When the game was over, she would want to be fed
and changed, but was perfectly content while the game was on,
regardless of how wet her diapers were.

Kibbles would watch the whole game with her.

Leila loves baseball to this day.

When Leila was six months old, we moved back to
Ilinois. My parents had divorced shortly before I got married,
and my mother was the only relative for a thousand miles.
Everyone else lived in Missouri or Illinois. So we moved to
Ilinois.

Lacking jobs, we spent a month in Becky's sister's attic,
and another month in my father's back room. The month was
January, the air was cold, the snow was deep, and, since my
stepmother was so afraid that Kibbles would shed or tear
something up, despite the fact that Kibbles had never hurt
anything and they had a poodle, Kibbles, who had spent her
life in Florida, spent that month on a leash in the garage.

Besides being one of the sheddingest animals on the
face of the Earth, poodles are also the stupidest animals on the
face of the Earth.



When someone tells you that their poodle died of
“natural causes,” they mean natural for a poodle - it was hit by
a car. All poodles get hit by cars. If you see a poodle older than
five years old, it is not a full blooded poodle, or it would have
been hit by a car.

If you never let the poodle out of the house, a car will
crash through your wall and hit the dog.

Shortly after we moved into our own house, the poodle
was, of course, hit by a car.

The new house was tiny, and it was a dump. It had two
bedrooms and was smaller than a double wide trailer. It was
fifteen feet from a railroad track and was infested with mice
and roaches. The stove was so filthy it was completely
unusable until T completely disassembled it and cleaned each
part with steel wool and strong detergent. To Kibbles, it was
like heaven.

It took two years to get rid of the roaches. The mice
were no problem.

Being next to the railroad track, the mice would move
in every fall. Moving in in February, they were already there.
There were several dead ones, and several open boxes of
mouse poison under the sinks, in the basement, in the
cupboards. We had a lot of cleaning up to do before we could
move in. Having to pay a security deposit on this dump was a
cruel, evil joke.

The first morning after we moved in, we awoke to the
sound of strange thumps in the hallway. It was Kibbles playing
with a half-dead mouse. I took the mouse, to Kibbles' chagrin,
and Becky repaid her with a can of tuna fish.

The next morning, there was a dead mouse next to my
chair, stretched out like a trophy. Kibbles was happy; she was
on the hunt again. To Kibbles surprise, not only did Becky not
scold her for hunting, but even rewarded her with her favorite
treat, the one she used to teach her the dog tricks with. Kibbles
was happier than she had ever been.

The next summer was a drought year. People think of



Florida as hot and humid, being in the tropics, but in the five
years we lived there, the weather service never admitted a
temperature higher than ninety eight degrees. If the humidity
went over seventy percent it rained.

In southern and central Illinois, the humidity can be
ninety percent and not a cloud in the sky, especially when the
temperature reaches or exceeds a hundred. That year, it did
just that, and often.

The only air conditioner was in the back bedroom, and
there were no other windows that an air conditioner could fit.
We moved Leila's bed and the couch and TV into the back
bedroom, and moved our bed in the living room.

Leila's first Christmas was the winter before the
drought summer. She had her first birthday in June, in over
ninety degree weather. Kibbles didn't mind; she was a Florida
cat. She spent part of the summer roaming around the yard,
looking for the nonexistent lizards.

After Leila was born, I soon learned which cry meant
“change me,” which cry meant “hold me,” which cry meant
“feed me”, which cry meant “Turn on the TV, I want to watch
the ball game,” and which cry meant “Boy, I'm tired and
crabby and you're not going to get any rest until I do,” just as I
had learned which meow meant “Feed me” or “Water me” or
“let MEOWL.”

Humans in the Western World think that speech is their
unique, private domain, shared by no other animal. This is
despite the fact that every one of them has had a dog tell them,
at one time or another, “Get the hell away from my territory
before I kill you and eat you.” In fact, all animals that make
noise talk. Granted, it isn't English, but the Koreans don't
speak English, either. Also, animals have very limited
vocabularies; in the case of dogs, it is only three words, “I'm
hurt”, “I'm lonesome”, and “Go away before I eat you.” Anyone
who realizes this can become an instant “Dr. Dolittle”; just
don't expect much in the way of really intelligent conversation
with an animal. And don't expect any jokes from one, as



humor and laughter are what really differentiates us from the
other creatures.

In Thailand, their “Garden of Eden” story is a little
different from the Judeo-Christian version. In their version,
when people lived in Paradise, they were happy because they
didn't know how to talk, and therefore had nothing to argue
about. Then the evil cats taught them to talk, and they have
been arguing and fighting and going to war and killing each
other ever since.

What is interesting about this legend is that there are
absolutely no noises that a cat makes that isn't a real Thai
word. In fact, “Meow” is Thai for “I want”. If you are ordering
fried rice in a Thai restaurant, you say “Meow Cow Pot”. Two
women arguing in Thai sound exactly like two cats fighting.
The term “cat fight”, referring to two women fighting,
probably originally comes from Thailand.

Kibbles was the first animal I knew that learned to talk
in English. Unlike a parakeet, she knew what she was saying.
When Leila started calling Becky “Mom”, so did Kibbles.
Kibbles also said “out” when she wanted out, “rat” when she
wanted food, and her favorite word, “No”.

I suspect that this is not too uncommon with some cats,
as [ met a cat later that could say “hello” and “Help”. As far as I
know, Jeff's cat only knew these two words, but they were
clear and unmistakable. One time when we were visiting Jeff,
his cat, who lived outside, woke me up with several “Help!”s. I
thought it was a ten year old child. I opened the door, and the
cat walked in and said “Hello!”

Leila's toddling around was not pleasant for Kibbles.
Kibbles was Leila's favorite toy, and Leila pestered her
constantly. One thing she loved to do was to sneak up on
Kibbles when Kibbles was sleeping on the couch, then slam her
little hands down next to kibbles and yell “CAT!”. Kibbles
would jump a foot in the air and take off running. Leila would
laugh as loud as she could, and Kibbles always hated to be
laughed at.



After Kibbles slapped her the first time, Leila treated
Kibbles with a lot more respect.

Kibbles took to laying on Becky's belly again, so Becky
went to the doctor for a pregnancy test. Of course, it was
positive.

One cold, overcast, windy, snowy morning, it was time. I
didn't have a car, so my dad loaned me his pickup truck. I took
him to work and Leila to my grandmother's, then went back
home to take Becky to the hospital.

I didn't have as much trouble getting in to the
operating room this time, especially since Becky had told her
doctor about Leila's birth. This time, things were much easier,
and there were no problems.

The new baby's birth was nothing like Leila's. The baby
wasn't surprised, she was furious. She came out screaming her
little head off. When the nurse brought her around to show
me, she screamed even more loudly. It was pretty obvious that
this little girl didn't like me a bit.

We named her Patricia Jean, after my middle name, and
my mother's middle name.

After phoning everyone with the news, I went to see
Patty again. She had quit crying by then.

The nurse handed her to me, and she started screaming
again.

By the time I left the hospital, the sun was shining and
it was seventy degrees.

Kibbles, Leila, and I spent another lonely week. Becky
hadn't tried to potty train Leila yet, so I did that week. I was
very lonely that week, especially at night. Leila seemed to do
okay, except at night. Kibbles slept a lot. I stayed home so Leila
and I could go see Becky and Patty every day. Because of the
hospital's incredibly stupid rules, Leila met Patty only once
that week, which made her even more angry than it made me.

The second day we went to visit Patty and Becky, Leila
had been in potty training for two days. The weather was nice,
so we walked the two miles to the hospital. Well, T walked -



Leila rode in her stroller.

Halfway there she started crying. “What's wrong”, I
asked. “I gotta go potty!” she wailed. I told her it was okay and
comforted her, but she cried the rest of the way there. She
wanted to be a “big girl”, especially since she had a baby sister.
Becky wanted to know why she was crying. When I told her,
she didn't believe me. She hadn't thought Leila was old enough
to potty train, especially in three days! Actually, it only took a
day.

About a week after Becky and Patty came home, Patty
started liking me a little. Feeding her and changing her diapers
helped. Kibbles had a new baby to watch over, and was very
happy. If she couldn't have kittens, well, kids would do.

By the time Patty was four, we were able to take a
vacation back to Florida to visit my mother and Mickey Mouse.
Kibbles, of course, went with us.

Becky bought a covered litter box for kibbles, since
Kibbles often kicked litter out of her old box, and we were
pretty sure my Mom wasn't going to like that very much. We
put a couple of suitcases and Kibbles' litter box in the back of
the little car, with a towel in the bottom for her to lay in. The
kids had their pillows in the back seat with them, and the car
was packed - literally.

During the three day trip, kibbles didn't go “potty”
once, even though Becky took her outside often.

My mother wasn't too happy about having a cat in her
house. She was afraid Kibbles wasn't potty trained, or would
tear up the furniture or something.

I was afraid Kibbles would get outside and get lost.

Of course, neither happened. By the time we left, Mom
was starting to like Kibbles. I even caught her petting Kibbles
once.

From then on, when I would talk to her, she always
asked “do you still have that silly old cat?”

A few years later, the house across the street became
vacant, and Becky snatched it up. It was much larger, with a



larger basement, an attic, and a very large back yard. I spent
weeks mowing the waist high grass.

The girls had mixed feelings. They liked the big yard -
they hadn't been allowed in the tiny yard without supervision
at the old house, since there was a railroad track and no fence,
and their bigger bedroom, but it was strange to them. Patty
had never lived anywhere else, and Leila hadn't since she was
six months old.

Besides that, we didn't get cable hooked up at the new
house. They were pretty mad about not getting to watch
Nickleodean.

We weren't sure what Kibbles thought about the move.
She did, however, go across the street once in a while, and
seemed to look longingly at the old place.

She missed the mice.

Kibbles slept more and more, and played less and less.
She had windows she could lay in, and porches to sun herself
on. On weekends, Patty would get up early and watch
television. Kibbles would watch with her.

Some people with a big dog moved in next door. Kibbles
got fleas again. The fleas took quite a toll on Kibbles and her
allergy to flea bites. The people next door moved out, and we
finally got rid of the fleas by late winter.

One springtime Saturday morning that year a wasp got
in the house. We found out about the wasp from Kibbles'
frantic yelp - she was sunning herself in the pantry window
when it stung her on the cheek. We got the wasp out, finally. I
don't know who was more afraid of the wasp, Kibbles or the
girls.

By that night, her cheek was swollen up to the size of a
marble.

Becky took her to the vet, who lanced the swollen,
infected cheek. Her cheek would quit draining, then she would
scratch it open and it would drain some more.

One Sunday afternoon, Becky came in, shaken. “I think
my cat is dead!”, she said. I went out on the porch to look. She



was limp and didn't seem to be breathing. I lifted her head,
and she opened her eyes. She seemed disoriented and could
barely walk.

By the next weekend she was strong enough to climb up
in Patty's bed, but not strong enough to jump off. She tried
anyway, and landed with a thud. She was going downhill again.
The sore on her cheek still hadn't healed. She couldn't walk at
all.

Again, she got stronger. She got to the point she could
again get in a window, and kept falling out. It seemed she
would get better, the sore on her cheek even healing.

She took a turn for the worse a few weeks later. In a few
days, she went from jumping up in the window to walking with
a stagger. That Monday night, we were awakened by a
plaintive, pained “Mom!”, and thought it was one of the
children having a bad dream. Becky went to comfort whoever
it was. It was Kibbles.

The next morning we all knew was her last. She
couldn't walk, could barely lift her head. I asked her,
concernedly, “Kibbles, are you going to be all right?”

“No,” she said.

Patty, the one who loved school, didn't want to go to
school.

When I came home for lunch, Kibbles was laying in the
bathroom, where she had been spending most of her time the
last week. I went in to pet her, and when I went to the kitchen,
she tried to follow me, but couldn't. I picked her up and
carried her in with me. Becky petted her while I ate. Kibbles
tried to get down off of her lap, so Becky laid her down on a
towel. She lifted her head one last time, choked, and was gone.

Becky didn't want to face the children alone when they
were to arrive home, so I took the afternoon off from work,
and dug a hole in Kibbles' favorite spot in the back yard. She
had always liked sleeping in cardboard boxes, so we wrapped
her in a towel and laid her in one, and put her cat toys in with
her, and waited for the end of school.



When the children came home from school, they knew
something was up. “What's wrong, Mom? Oh NO! KIBBLES!”

We all went in to the kitchen, where Kibbles was in her
box, to pay our last respects. There were tears all around. We
closed the box, and I carried it to the back yard for the funeral.

Everyone threw a handful of dirt on the box, and I
shoveled the rest in. Leila gave the sweetest eulogy I have ever
heard for anyone, animal or human.

“Yesterday we were the richest people in the world.

Now we're really poor.”
1997



The Springfield Fragfest

As mentioned in the book's preface, my Quake site at
famvid was started in Spring of 1998. The first entries weren't
dated, so they may be out of order.

Here are a few notes about the game and people the
web site was about. Without them, some of it will be almost in-
comprehensible.

The headlines were designed to look like “messages”
that flashed across the top of the screen when you were
playing the game. I did deviate once in a while.

Quake was a game where you ran around a virtual
nightmare while shooting evil scary people and things. Quake
I was science fiction, and took place on a planet named
“Stroggos”. The inhabitants of Stroggos were called “Stroggs”.
It's been too long since I've played it to remember what the US
Marines were doing there.

The Stroggs were mostly humanoid, although there
were dangerous animal Stroggs. One was the “shambler”,
brought forward from the first Quake. Another was a vaguely
dog-like animal with a very long, deadly tongue. These were
called “Parasites”. Both were highlighted in a few of the
Fragfest posts.

Most people playing online, where everyone but you
was a Strogg, were modem users. High speed internet was very
expensive, but college students in dorms and the wealthier
Quake players who could afford fast connections had a huge
advantage over modem users. These folks were called “LPBs”,
LPB being an acronym of “Low Ping Bastard” with “ping” a
technical term for the length of time to send a signal to
another computer and receive a signal back.

One LPB's name was Gestalt. His real name was John,
and I've forgotten what his last name was. He was a rich young
Quake player who rented a T-1 to play Quake on, registered



PlanetQuake.com and started Planet Quake, which eventually
made the rich Gestalt even richer.

A camper was someone who waited for another player
to come running, and had an easy shot. The very worst camped
by the respawn point, where you would reappear after being
killed, and shoot you as you materialized. It wasn’t long before
servers would kick you off for camping.

This book's characters' actions were made up, of course,
but they were alter-egos of real people who ran sites like mine.

John Romero was a co-founder of Id Software, the
company that produced Quake. Todd Porter was head of the
rival Ion Storm.

John Romero held a contest in 1997, an online
deathmatch, with his Ferrari 328 as the prize. Dennis Fong, an
excellent player to begin with who went under the name
“Thresh” rented a T-1, about the fastest internet connection
there was at the time, which gave him a huge advantage. He
won the car and went on to be a professional Quake player,
then an entrepreneur.

Nobody I knew online was anonymous to me, except
one fellow, “Flamethrower”.

He had good reason to be secretive; Todd Porter's
lawyers were trying to serve him papers for a libel suit. Porter
nor anyone else ever found out his real identity. All anyone
knew was that he was British.

Joost Shuur ran “Slipgate Central”, a search engine for
quake sites. It closed down a month before my site opened. Its
page was replaced with a light yellow background with a
Strogg holding a sign that read “Haste does not bring success.”

It never reopened. Joost was hired later by Planet
Quake, and built a new engine there.

Someone wrote an editorial called “So you want to be a
webmaster?” on Planet Quake, which mainly tried to dissuade
would-be webmasters from starting a page. Everyone who had
a page posted angry rebuttals on their sites - except me. I sent
my editorial, “So you want to be a webmaster, too?” to Planet



Quake, who posted it that week.

It was very well received. My traffic went up quite a bit
and I got a lot of mail about it, all of it positive. One piece of
mail was from the fellow who wrote the article my article was
about, and his note was an apology!

The “webmaster” editorial is referenced here, but alas,
the article itself is gone. I can find it neither on my hard drive
nor archive.org.

In December 1998 I posted the Quake Christmas page,
which went viral. My British friend Neil Harriot (AKA “Yello
There”) asked me to do a weekly column at his Arcadia site,
which I did. Neil had health and money problems, and the site
closed after I had posted six articles there.

Nacho's real name was also Neil; a different Neil. Nacho
was American, Yello was British.

What follows is from The Springfield Fragfest as well as
the six Arcadia articles, plus a seventh that has previously not
been published.

Oct. 23,2014



0ld Strogg's Home

Server Commands

Fragfest can't escape Prozac's super shotgun

The Fragfest is bouncing off those rubber walls this
week; Tikki sent me the transcript of the Slipgate party, posted
here.

There is a bit of blue language, kiddies. Don't go unless
you're over 18. At least, don't let your Grandma see it.

Speaking of the Quake Asylum, one of the inmates has
escaped! Yes, Assassin has cleaned up his act. The site is still
full of Quake cartoons, and is still funny as hell. The “sik jokes”
section is still there, but he took that really sick one out. So,
Assassin's Payge is now in the regular U.S. Column.

And in his links section... HEY! WTF! Where's the
Fragfest?? Ah, well, most of his visitors get there from here
anyway.

Assassin's rubber room isn't empty, though. After the
changes to Flamethrower's page, he's gained a spot in the links
section. The ALT tag to his logo alone puts him in the Quake
Asylum. He's there because, hey, I like what he did to it. Good
job, Flamey!

Quake2Bunker is trying to get out, too. Looks like they
may make it.

Clans frag each other

I just came back from Tikki's new and improved
redesigned page, where he's added the “Stupid [expletive] of
the week award”. This week he's fragging people “who write in



guestbooks only to say the site sucks for no reason, and
suggest adding prOn as a way to make it good.” As an example,
he cites his clan's guestbook. I surfed over there with every
intention of fragging the site for no reason and suggesting
corn, but got sidetracked by the webring on the door. There
are a TON of clans listed, more clans than you can shake a
shotgun at, and some of the clan's names are fragging hilarious.

I'm in a weird mood tonight so I went and signed the
guestbook. I wrote “The site sucks for no reason, I suggest
adding pOrn as a way to make it good. No, not your site, mine.”

I really don't get it, though. I solicit flames (once had an
email tag that read “tell me why this page sucks”) and never
had a single one; the closest was Assassin, who pointed out an
error in in the commands page, but I couldn't call it flame. My

”, «

mail reads like, “Cool page”; “Cool page, dood”; “I like your
page”; “Come see my page”; “How can I fly in Quake 27" (yes, it
can be done); “Thank you for sunbitting your site to our search
engine, you are listed on page nine million”; “Cool page”;
“wow, kewl payj”; “As a radio professional we are sending you
this spam to try to sucker you into buying our crappy
service”...

There is, as of today, only one entry in my guestbook,
and it's drug related! Krapp!! Anyway, back to the clans, I got a
kick out of the names of the clans. Yes, I have excluded clan
ONLY sites from my links page, but I'm thinking of adding a
“clans” page to the “Links” page. If thirty of you send in your
clan's names and URLs, I'll do it.

And would somebody please drop through the gift shop
and write something really offensive in the guest book?
Thanks, I need a good ass chewing. Be sure not to buy
anything.

BTW, Tikki, I know you're reading this, I don't mind
your dropping my link for 2 reasons. (1) You dropped
everybody's, including Flamethrowers, and (2) neither of the
two links you have left (blues & PQ) work! I still like your
Beach house, even if you did board up all but two doors and



took the hinges off those. I like the new paint job!

Update: Nacho just broke into the Beach House and
added links to the Fragfest and to Flamethrower. Thanks,
Nacho!

Nobody frags anybody

Evil Avatar's on vacation. Tikki, Flamethrower, and
Quaker's refuge are having that “who can go the longest
without updating” contest (Zaphod's winning; Lag City hasn't
been updated in so long that... oh, wait, he's just lagged).
Planet Quake is on their week long birthday party. Bet it has
one hell of a planet sized hangover next week. Planet Crap was
revisiting old crap yesterday, probably because nobody else is
at home. SO, Instead of talking about Quake news, I updated
the humor page; two new Stupid Strogg jokes. If you have any
Quake jokes, SEND 'EM IN. They don't even have to be Quake
jokes; most of the worst of “ethnik jokss” cease to be offensive
when you turn 'em into Strogg jokes and are even funnier than
the originals, although some can't be turned in to Strogg jokes
easily (what's a seven course meal for a Strogg... no, wait, that
one won't translate).

Remember, folks, If it ain't fun, it ain't Quake. So go
away, Newt. And take that sucky Monica with you.

Update (before it's even posted): Tikki loses, he's been
busy fragging a football, and will be updating his page this
weekend.

Posts frag contest

The no-post contest is over. The loser is Zaphod from
Lag City, who started uploading before the contest started, but
he's lagged; its still uploading. Next was Devirginizer, who got
back from vacation and updated Quaker's Refuge after
5assedmonkey got its act together. Evil Avatar was only away
for a week.

Flamethrower posted a game review over at Avatar's
Weakly Web yesterday (see yesterday's posting about the



posting below), so the winner is (drumroll): Tikki God, who
won a beer. I drank it for him last night.

The contest's over, Tikki, you can update your page
now. If you want to see the updated pages, they're all in the
Links section.

Speaking of Tikki, his clan's still the only one listed on
the Fragfest Clan Links page. Are the rest of you clans scared
the Arsonists are going to kick your sorry asses when they find
you? Come on, send me your URL!

Flamethrower joined the game

The jj-joneses... man, I look everywhere. “Ya got any
FLAMETHROWER, man?”

“Na, it's DRY as a bone. There ain't any Flamethrower
ANYWHERE, man. I was hoping you knew where I could get
some.”

“No, you want to ride along?"

...Ya got any FLAMETHROWER, man?”

“Sorry, dude, there was a big bust up in Canada,
nobody's got any. You don't look too good, slick. Want some
Hulka?”

“I dunno, man, I heard that stuff causes brain damage.
How about some Immortal? Ya got any of that?”

“Yeah, but it's been cut, it's kind of weak. Here, have a
hit.”

FINALLY, over at Evil Avatar's 7-11 parking lot, I run
across this really scary looking dude, who's got some skimpy
overpriced nickels. So if you're jonesing for some Flame-
thrower, go on over there and see a non-real audio review. It
isn't Quake, but it IS Flamethrower, who promises at the end of
the article, “The show hasn't been updated for a while, but it
will be, soonish.”

And before your Mom writes another nasty letter, the
above dialog came from an old Miami Vice rerun. The pusher
gets shot and the junkie gets rehabilitated. The end.



Assassin trips over, uh, trips, uh... what was I going to say,
man?

Assassin (AKA Necron99) is letting the Fragfest use his
Quake cartoons for the humor section. This week is The many
facial expressions of the Quake guy. My favorite is the Quake guy's
impersonation of Bob Dole.

I asked if he was coming to the party, and he wrote,
“anyways, id like to come, but im not good with dates.....so
dont expect me there unless someone sends me a last minute
ICQ or e-mail....”

Uh, it's when those little kids knock on your door
demanding candy. I'll send an email.

He doesn't remember ever dying, but, well, memory is a
funny thing...

Planet Quake frags Springfield Fragfest

Gestalt (who has seen the Fragfest) has renamed part of
the Planet Quake Mailbag's “Shut the F* up” section “The
Asylum”.

The sincerest form of flattery! John, I'm honored!

And there's ANOTHER “noo” site called “UGN 3D” that's
got an asylum, too. I'm NOT honored. Hey, Planet Quake let me
use one of the “shut the f* up” letters; published something I
sent them; and Flamethrower, hosted by them, pimped the
Fragfest on his RA show. Besides that, PQ is an old, very good,
respectable and well respected site. UGN3D is an upstart, and
have ripped off trademarked and copyrighted cartoons from
Fox and South Park. It's obvious from the writing style that
they've been here before (hint - listen to your English teacher,
not me). UGN guys, I'm glad you've been to the Fragfest, now
acknowledge it.

In return, I'm ripping off some of their bandwidth. That
illegal Eric picture is sitting on their server. :p

Everybody melted
Hey, 1 scooped everybody but Planet Crap (where



Flamey made the announcement) on the Flamethrower news. I
even scooped Evil Avatar, whose site is hosting Flamethrower.

Meanwhile, Planet Quake is hosting a new site, “3”, who
quotes Monty Python on their opening page. They also Quote
my quote of the Bible from the humor section, “And on the 3rd
day...”

Now you know where all the other webmasters get their
stuff from.

Irvine frags more
Bong frags less

I wrote Bong for a link button, since he's linked the
Fragfest. He says, “Attached. It's small and not animated. Your
page is already too graphics-intensive:)”

Meanwhile, Irvine Imagination's killer link says,
“...mainly a text based site with so much information that by
the time you're done readin' it, you'll have Quake II leakin' out
yer ears!”

So I guess I must have the balance pretty good. Besides,
word for word, Bong has more graphics.

Webmeisters disconnected

Flamethrower is still “twisting in the wind” (Chubby
Checker after beans?) Tikki God's Quake Beach House has been
out of tequila since November, and Quaker Refuge hasn't
updated since earlier this month; its webmaster, in the U.S.
Navy, is probably lugging a BFG to Iraq to kick Saddam's ass
with.

This means the “no post” contest is back on. Last one to
post wins. The winner receives - First prize: A vacation to
beautiful downtown nowhere. No expenses are spared - or paid.
Second prize: A brand new cherry red 1999 convertible swift
kick in the ass! Third prize: a rasperry ;p. Fourth prize, provided
we get another entry: Absolutely nothing!

Crash, Slipgate, and other permanently dead sites are
ineligible. Void where prohibited or otherwise inconvenient.



Taxes, shipping, and all other costs are the responsibilities of
the winners. Keep out of reach of children. Close cover before
striking. Contents under pressure.

So root for your favorite non-posted site today; you
may win a pound of fresh content!

If you own one of the above mentioned sites, to-
morrow's poll is “how often should the Fragfest be updated”;
'cause I'm thinking about sitting on my ass for awhile; why
should you have all the fun?

Update: Quaker Refuge updated