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			The Journal


			November 1-3, 2023. Accessing My Childhood.


			I feel like I’ve never fully dug into my earlier childhood for use as transreal inspiration for my science fiction. Somehow I’ve been—there’s that dreaded word—blocked from fictionalizing that period of my life.


			Well, that’s not entirely true. The Secret of Life uses a few scenes from my childhood. Also I wrote a lot about my young years in my autobio, Nested Scrolls, which rolls along quite smoothly. I wrote these scenes like stained glass windows in a chapel.


			Maybe a mean big brother in the story. The Cain and Abel theme. Abel is a stamp collector. Big brother Cain has snuck in and fiddled with his stamps. Abel notices a new stamp, a puce and magenta obtuse isosceles triangle containing an image of a tiny duck. An intense duck. The triangle everts, and the duck charges across the page of Abel’s stamp album and comes to rest in Abel’s lap. And then it Sounds an odd, reverberant quack. This summons the saucer?


			I want to include the aquarium I had in my room when I was a kid. Loved that thing. Shopping for new fish in the Saint Matthews pet store.


			Neon tetras in there, and swordfish, and guppies. Snails on the glass. The hum of the aeration pump. The mello yello light in a metal shade on the top that warms the water. Perhaps for purposes of the story, the aquarium only appears after the duck’s quack.


			No, the aquarium was there, and with, let’s say an octopus in it, but at the sound the quack, the glass tank’s joints bend at unnatural Lovecraftian angles. And for a moment it’s a 3D screen of a holoscanner. The saucerians watch from within, noticing Willy. Just the lad they’re looking for.


			Possibly the octopus is what they keyed on. Maybe the duck quack is a signal to some demonic thing that Cain is friends with. An enemy of humans and saucerians. The thing that made Willy’s mother disappear.


			November 12, 2023. What Next?


			On to fiction therapy. I’ve got three stubs, in order conceived:. “Starship and Vaalfisk.” “I’d Pay a Fortune.” “Cain and Abel.” Phil Dick once remarked that it’s a good idea to merge two stories into one, and that makes the result more interesting. Or maybe take pieces from all three.


			Point of view is a young boy, maybe eight and in third grade. Too young to be an interesting character? Maybe ten and in fourth grade. That was the year I started in at Louisville Country Day. I was pretty much like my grown self by then.


			The woman who died is his mother, she’s the one he’d “Pay a Fortune” to get back. He’s Abel, at the mercy of his mean big brother Cain.


			Also I want to use that vision I used to have, the one of the endless shaft leading down through the floor of my room, like Alice’s tunnel, but vertical, also like the Hollow Earth hole, with pleasant zephyrs and beings in little caves on the sides, little animals, women with big breasts, wind-up toys. I’ve written about it somewhere—Nested Scrolls?


			I think I can use this for describing how the hyperjump feels. The tunnel is … the Road. Don’t rush through it, spend a certain amount of time there, including perhaps a chase or a hunt. Maybe the vaalfisk live there.


			And he’s got an octopus in that aquarium by the wall.


			Perhaps Cain and Abel aren’t really brothers, but rather beings of different species. Cain being like an alien cuckoo who pushes into a birds nest and kills the deserving true nestlings.


			The starship people extract the Caine-implanted Alien-type critter from Abel’s belly. The catfish/mermaid flopping down metal stairs to the engine room.


			But I don’t want to write a frikkin novel, and I know that’s unlikely. My last effort became that short-short, “Who Do You Love.”


			I went back and reread that story, and a note about it in my journals. I say I read the story to Sylvia, and she liked it, but also it made her cry. Such a sad story, and we two were living it in real time.


			My poor lost darling.


			November 15, 2023. Pollock’s “Lucifer.”


			More and more I’m feeling like I’m going crazy. In the house all day, with my little chores, and many more of them hovering overhead, like the spiders Sylvia was seeing on the ceiling the week she died.


			The friends I used to take walks with aren’t around anymore. One moved to Colorado, one to San Rafael, one seems to have slipped into severe depression, and another has entered, rather abruptly, a state of being truly old.


			Needing a break, I drove up to visit the Anderson Collection at Stanford today. It’s one of my favorite museums, quite small, but with some wonderful works. Pollock’s “Lucifer,” de Kooning’s “Gansevoort Street”, Joan Mitchell’s “Before IV,” Lobdell’s “January, 1971.


			Had lunch in the cafeteria in the neighboring Cantor Museum of Stanford, then came back to the Anderson to lurk in their “Resources” room, an empty libraryesque space with good chairs, and the books all locked in glass cases. And I’m writing this note in here.


			Disconcertingly they have a large TV that’s on auto; it was playing educational things, but now it’s playing prolonged Indian songs, the singers homing in on gnarly wavering vocalizations and then prolonging them ad infinitum. I just now unplugged the TV. Will “they” notice? Evict me?


			Well for now I’m here, out of the house, writing notes.


			Waking up alone yet again today, I thought to myself, “You really are through writing. It’s over.” I miss the writing, as it gave me something to do. The painting is good for the daytime, but in the evenings … just TV, or reading my Kindle.


			I’m reading Kafka’s Die Verwandlung (The Metamorphosis) in German and in English at the same time, going back and forth, a chunk at a time. I used to like to say that the first few scenes are funny—things often seem funny to me in German, with those long wriggly words.


			But by the end, it’s unspeakably sad, hitting me with a double knife in the hears. First of all, the lonely and all-but-abandoned Gregor Samsa is like me these days: restlessly crawling around my quarters, over and over, with nothing much to do. Secondly, when he dies, he’s like Sylvia was, truly ready to go, utterly discouraged, beaten down, yet filled with a glow of love for his family as he fades away, lying motionless on the floor, wishing the best for his dear ones.


			Kindle is the only way I can read a book anymore. My eyes seem to get worse every week. Continually juggling my three pairs of glasses. That’s a chore I keep stalling on: to go and order a progressive lens that does it all.


			***


			Let’s pretend I might write a story.


			Start with Cain tormenting Abel. To cover his ass, Cain preemptively tells the father that Abel is a liar. Abel is scared of Cain. Mom isn’t here to protect him anymore.


			Switch to Abel having those lovely “falling down the tunnel” visions that I used to have. Pleasant, not falling fast, drifting down.


			Cain is menacing the prize octopus that Abel has in the little tank on his wall. Cain takes the octopus, named Miss Flipsy, into his room to do something nasty, but Flipsy bites him with her beak. Ridged circular outlines of sucker suction marks on Cain’s face.


			[Realtime! Approaching footsteps. The janitors will notice the cessation of the Indian chant and will take me to task. Call me on the carpet. Chew me out. Tell me what’s what. Give me a piece of their mind. Silence. Back to plotting a tale.]


			The starship lifeboat appears. A wind blows up through the tunnel and lifts Abel high into the air. Through the ceiling and the roof. No, no, it’s too discontinuous to fly up. Stay with the vision of the downward tunnel, the shaft to the hollow earth.


			He sees the lifeboat ship in the tunnel. This is like a subdimensional elevator. He sinks into the happy dream, but then he jolts, like when you’re falling asleep and feel like you’ve fallen off a three-inch ledge. Jolt awake. Bite the inside of your cheek, with your molars. He is awake. This is real. He’s really sitting in a little flying dinghy with two new friends.


		
	Excerpts of
The Owl and the Pussy-Cat
 by Edward Lear.


			The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea
In a beautiful pea-green boat,
O let us be married! Too long we have
    tarried:
“But what shall we do for a ring?”
They sailed to the land where the Bong-
   Tree grows
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood
With a ring at the end of his nose
So they took the ring, and were married
    next day
By the Turkey who lives on the hill.;
And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand,
They danced by the light of the moon,
The moon, the moon,
They danced by the light of the moon.


			I don’t want to use that stuff at all. I just copied it out because it’s cute.


			I recently watched, for the third time, My Octopus Teacher, showed it to Marc Laidlaw. Owls are fine, I saw interesting photos of owls two days in a row, first a big one, then a tiny one, an owlet, these images are offerings to me from the Muse. So okay an owl. And the piggy-wig stands for Miss Flipsy.


			Abel likes his new friends in the boat, but wants to go back for Miss Flipsy. So a smaller boat tweaks off the lifeboat. Like the big and small owls. Abel has to hurry to get out before Cain stops them. And he wants to save Miss Flipsy. Cain sees them escaping but they’re free of him for now.


			Let’s be sure to kill Cain before Abel takes off. Cain’t going to ruin things, so we hit him with a really large zig-zag lightning bolt. Perhaps he reveals his true form as he dies. He never really was Abel’s brother. Never was truly human. Zap! Sweet relief.


			Then Willy and Miss Flipsy are out in the big boat and they travel down the Road to Alpha Centauri or wherever it is.


			Act 2. They go to Mistport. Go whaling in … the Road. The hidden sea that laps the shores of all lands.


			Act 3 Abel comes back and resurrects Mom. It’s a Joseph Campbell heroic journey routine, like Frek and the Elixir, but it’s going to be at most a novella or, if I’m not careful, another thousand-word short-short.


			It was the Cain-thing who made Mom disappear. Like in a fairy tale. The connection is something that Abel learned about while at Mistport. A glowing red jelly-egg or something. Mom comes back to life, and Dad the woodcutter is happy again


			Abel, the glowing shaft Road, the menace of the now-slain Cain. Abel’s prior dreams of the Road are like a radar beacon on which the good ship homes in. Ship name something joyful. Angel, just go for it.


			Okay, feeling better. Wrote all this in the Resources room at the Anderson Collection museum. Go upstairs and take another look at the Pollock and go.


			***


			Writing more when I got home.


			I looked at Jackson Pollock’s Lucifer for half an hour. It was like the surface opened and I slipped inside the painting. Like a cube of Jello. Lovely in there. Swapping my glasses around, the three pairs, savoring the fractality.


			At home I looked up the value of the painting and it’s estimated at $500 million. That’s half a billion. Might well be the most valuable painting in the Bay Area.


			“Once more / I’d pay a fortune / If I could see you / Once more.”


			That’s some heavy mana, in the sense of “power,” the half-billion-dollars connected to the painting hanging there, about 3 ½ by 9 feet. not all that large by Pollock standards. And hardly on the tourism radar at all. Only saw about five other people in the galleries.


			I can go there, and hang out with it, and absorb mana, and then go into that comfortable Resources room and write notes about it. I’m going to do that again. Maybe not tomorrow, but again. Will the guards get suspicious of me if I come there over and over? Well, not if I can bring myself to act normal and talk to them like fellow human beings. I am, in a sense, an author writing about Pollock’s Lucifer.


			The painting can definitely have a part in the story. Maybe that’s where the aliens and the octopus take Abel. To the space inside the painting. Remember that cosmology thing about the universe being encoded as a hologram on a cosmic surface?


			November 17, 2023. Rhythm.


			Cain can only be in the story if I kill him fairly quickly.


			Did I already say that the boy is Willy and not Abel? Was that the name of the boy in Frek? Or no, wait, I had Villy in Million Mile Road Trip. The pet is an octopus and he can talk to it.


			For sure use a version of that original Norway start, Better if the aliens are humans, so it’s not a big complicated deal to talk to them. They can be Earthlings who live in the Mistport colony. What were the saucer aliens like in Frek? Can’t remember.


			Groping, but finding stuff. This story … I have a sense of the mindscape, and I’m trying to carve out a seemly chunk of it, with all the threads dangling, massaging it, trimming it.


			I’m sitting and writing in the Roaster coffee shop two days running. Like I’m coming back to life. Printing out the notes, marking them up with a pen, then typing the changes on my laptop in the Roaster. Returning to my rhythm.


			So good to be surrounded by human voices. Not being Gregor Samsa alone in my empty house, running across the walls and ceiling using the Klebstoff on my feet.


			I managed to buy painting hooks so I can hang a lot more of paintings. Want to put all of the new ones up, despite the fact that I’m a cockroach running around on those walls, and the ceilings.


			I ordered the new glasses!


			Synchronicity: the first 45 record I ever bought in my original Louisville aquarium-containing room was “You Send Me” by Sam Cooke, 1957. And, wow, here it is on the speaker in the Roaster. “At first I thought it was infatuation, but oh I’ve waited so long.” When I got the record I was eleven, and I thought Sam Cooke was white, and I thought he was saying “Cindy” instead of “Send Me.”


			At that time I knew a girl called Cindy who I thought was cute. I danced with this Cindy once at a square dance at our church. The first time I ever danced with a girl. We liked each other, for the half hour that it lasted. Don’t think I ever saw her again. But I loved her. I seem to remember that her father was a scary Paul Bunyan type guy. Ray Rouser?


			I kind of want to mix this Cindy with a Julie who had a ponytail and lived in a “modern” house with a flat roof and was loud. Only saw her a couple of times, and I don’t remember the connection. Art classes?


			Julie lived near my friend Rick, who had very blonde hair, a bit geeky, and a serious magician. He had a trunk that said “Rick the Mystic” on it. He brought the trunk when he was at church camp with me, and one of the more sophisticated boys mocked Rick for that inscription, though I thought it was cool. Rick did shows for children’s birthday parties. Once in high-school I saw him at the burger drive-in, leaning out of a car’s back window, unbelievably drunk. The drunkest person I’d ever seen. “There’s Rudy! Hey Ruuudy!”


			Somehow fits with a future as a stage magician … if that’s where he ended up. Me, I ended up as a writer, just as risky.


			November 18, 2023. “Mistport” Opener, Take 1.


			Seems like I ought to be able to write the new story pretty soon. Call it “Mistport”. Let’s work on an outline.


			===


			Willy is an eleven-year-old boy in a bud city near Louisville, Kentucky. (Cities are living organisms by now, and when F start getting to large, they bud off sub cities.) Spring of his sixth grade of schooling. Let’s say it’s 2157. (Two hundred years later than the childhood events in St. Matthews, Kentucky, that inspires the tale.)


			Willy’s father Hank runs a furniture farm, growing seeds and seedlings that will grow into furniture or buildings that people want. Surprisingly low tech. Most of it involves Hank talking to the plants, discussing options with them, making promises of good treatment. He has a young woman assistant Perky that seems bent on seducing Dad, the little whore. Mom used to help with the plants too. But Mom’s been gone for ten months. Nobody seems to know what happened to her.


			Willy misses her terribly, Hank is in a daze of grief, and Willy’s five-years-older brother Kork is callous about Mom. Says she was a bitch, always hassling him about his hunting. Kork likes killing small animals. He hints around Mom that might not be dead. “Maybe she’s just taking a nap.”


			Willy demands if Kork actually knows something, but he just sneers, bully that he is.


			People can in fact hibernate these days. Turn into a glowing red gummi, soft and rubbery, waiting for better days, just add energy and they pop back. The original cosmonauts traveled to Alpha Centauri as gummies. It’s only 6 light years away.


			One used to think that with human-bearable accelerations and tech-feasible rocket powers the trip might take thousands of years. But gummies can go fast; they’re light and tough and don’t need life support. They can ride on a laser or microwave push like in Stross’s Accelerando. See post about it with the following quote from Stross. The post also contains some cautions about how hard it would be to have enough energy to push that light-sail, but we’ll assume that’s taken care of by some stronger energy source in two hundred years.


			The destination lies nearly three light-years from Earth, and even with high acceleration and relativistic cruise speeds, the one-kilogram starwisp and its hundred-kilogram light sail will take the best part of seven years to get there. Sending a human-sized probe is beyond even the vast energy budget of the new orbital states in Jupiter system – near-lightspeed travel is horrifically expensive.


			Rather than a big, self-propelled ship with canned primates for passengers, as previous generations had envisaged, the starship is a Coke-can-sized slab of nanocomputers, running a neural simulation of the uploaded brain states of some tens of humans at merely normal speed.


			We’ll send gummies instead of lifebox code. And once they’re on Alpha Centauri planet they discover the Road. And soon they connect the Road to Earth.


			The Road a is subquantum spine or pathway or tunnel network that underlies reality. The way it feels will be taken from young Rudy’s visions of that endless shaft I’ve been mentioning.


			November 20-21, 2023. “Mistport” Opener, Take 2.


			Setup.


			Willy is an eleven-year-old boy in a bud city near Louisville, Kentucky. 2157, spring of his sixth grade of schooling


			His father Hank runs a furniture farm, growing seeds and seedlings that will grow into furniture or buildings that people want. Surprisingly low tech. Most of it involves Hank talking to the plants, discussing options with them, making promises of good treatment. He has a young woman assistant Perky3, a clone like the 3Jane in Neuromancer. Perky3 seems bent on seducing Dad, the little whore, and Dad is leeringly going along with it


			Mom used to help with the plants too. She raised talking flowers like the ones in Through the Looking Glass. [Cryptomnesia alert: Have I written about these flowers before? In The Big Aha?] Mom had a big fight with Dad and she’s been gone for a month.


			Willy misses her terribly, Hank doesn’t want to talk about it, he feels guilty. Willy’s sixteen-year-older brother Kork is callous about Mom. Says she was a bitch, always hassling him about his hunting. Says he and Dad needed a break from her. Kork likes killing small animals and intelligent plants. Willy asks if Kork actually knows something, but Kork just sneers, bully that he is.


			A divorce was impending and Mom owned the farm.


			It’s possible that Mom is hibernating in the form of a glowing red gummi, soft and rubbery. Kork might have the gummi in a lockbox in his room. Willy wants to know more about it, but Kork won’t tell.


			The gummi process is separate from space travel, although in the end the wonder egg that Will brings home will in fact merge with Mom’s gummi. Maybe. Not really sure if I should do the gummi routine at all; it’s just something that popped into my head.


			The Road


			The Road is subquantum spine or pathway or tunnel network that underlies reality. It’s currently known to connect to Phampernel, somewhere far off in our galaxy or even in another galaxy, nobody knows the fuck where.


			Theodore Wu discovered it while playing a VR video game.


			The way the Road feels will be taken from my memories of visions of that endless shaft I’ve been mentioning.


			There’s the one particular world Mistport that we’re connected with. The big activities there are hunting for vaalfisk and for wonder eggs.


			Those are Mistport sailors who came to shanghai Willy. Or, better, to recruit him for his powers. (Vintage trope for an adventure tale for youths. The notion that “I am a hero just as I am,” as Vonnegut put it.) How did they notice him. Perhaps because of Willys pet octopus Miss Flipsy. She’s of their race.


			On their way out of town they kill Kork. Maybe he attacks them. Is this too soon to kill Kork? Maybe Mom’s gummi fits in here. But, no, save the show-down with Kork till the end.


			This is a Frek style tale it’s slipping into the Hero’s Journey mode. I might take a look at that diagram once again … 


			Miss Flipsy is the Helper.


			November 30, 2023. Reset.


			So now I’ve completely forgotten about the story plan.


			I was up at our daughter Isabel’s near Mendocino for a big family Thanksgiving. Wonderful trip.


			December 4, 2023. Xmas Tree.


			Rudy Jr and his family came down yesterday to cut a tree on the Summit. I had lox and bagel ready for them, and I set the dining table with an Advent wreath, and tulips on Mom’s little antique table by the front door. Penny noticed. It’s the first “dinner party” I’ve had since Sylvia died. Felt comfy and normal and we didn’t even talk about S all that much, although of course after I said grace I mentioned her lovingly and we had a moment of silence.


			But it felt like a new stage of recovery, very uplifting. Had a great time getting the tree … Calder didn’t have a tantrum as he did on the other tree hunts … the girls and I had been telling him not to, and he didn’t. I congratulated him for acting like a grown-up, and he looked pleased with himself. He’s starting to mature. I keep thinking maybe I was a little like him.


			Rudy sawed off the tip of his very large tree and gave it to me to have for my own tree. Need to mount it somehow today, about three feet long. I couldn’t face buying a whole tree. I got one last year, and Sylvia was happy to look at the lights from her bed in the living-room. Maybe I already said this. We’d leave the lights on all night, she thought they were cozy


			I’m going up to Rudy’s on Tuesday to help them trim their tree, lovely.


			Stil painting a lot, I have a new one underway. Day before yesterday I bought a big bunch of art supplies, almost a thousand dollars’ worth. I sold eighteen paintings in the first half of 2023, but haven’t sold one since July, don’t know what the problem is. I alternately raise and lower the prices, put posters on my socials, I don’t know. Marc Laidlaw said he thought my landsdcape paintings might sell better than the abstracts and space paintings and illustrations-of-my-novels … but I don’t think that’s really true.


			I keep losing the thread of the Mistport story, I’ll take a look at my recent journal entries. I was briefly obsessed with childhood resentments towards my older brother, but now, having talked about it so much to my grief therapist, the idea has faded. Might not even put him in the story. Yeah, just leave it out, it doesn’t really matter. Liberate myself, as the therapist said.


			And forget the gummies. Just have the sailors getting Willy. And his pet/helper Miss Flipsy is from the other world, Mistport, don’t bother with the other name Phampernel. Strip it down. Or keep it; it’s a nice word.


			The travel on the Road? ’d like not to have an airship like in the original Norwegian idea. Some kind of vehicle. Not a fish. A gummie made of brainwave vibes. Node in a graph. A barrel. A shoe. A rowboat. A walnut shell. An eggshell. A flying carpet. A jellyfish. A balloon. A Flat Cow. Has to be something alive. Made of dark matter.


			Maybe you just drift along in your own body; that’s the best. Keep it simple.


			What about Miss Flipsy? She’s the guide.


			December 5, 2023. “Happy Christmas!”


			The tip of a tree.


			I have the sawed-off tree tip from Rudy’s too-big tree in a steel mixing bowl with water. Went down and looked at our ornaments in the box in the basement this morning, and selected Squawky Bird, a little bird with a bendable neck, dating perhaps from 1949. He’s been around for my whole life. I love him.


			And in the ornaments box I found a folded note from Sylvia, I think she must have hid it there last year after I decorated our tree in the living-room. I don’t think she helped with the decorating at all, she was too weak, watching from her hospital bed in the living room, it was about two weeks before her death. Two and a half weeks. But she must have had the idea of leaving that note herself. So touching. She was still walking around a little bit.


			Sylvia’s mother Pauline liked to slip “suitcase letters” into packed bags for family members to find when they got to their destinations. My note from Sylvia was a kind of suitcase letter sent from last year to this year, Sylvia knowing she was about to die.


			And the note simply says “Happy Christmas!” With a heart drawn underneath.


			And it’s not meant ironically, she’s wholeheartedly wanting me and the family to have a happy Christmas this year, even without her, she’s reaching out to us, loving us, wistful of course, but giving us all her love one more time, and kind of slyly amused to be surprising us, she liked to play a friendly trick. Dear Sylvia.


			What makes it even more heartbreaking is that her handwriting isn’t quite as crisp as it normally was. Not messy, but a tiny bit less perfect than usual. She was fading, not in good shape, but making this final effort. Probably it’s the last thing she ever wrote.


			Happy Christmas!


			I put the unfolded note and Squawky Bird on my tree tip, and on the floor next to it I set a small ancient carton of tiny reflective-ball ornaments that Mom would put on the little peat-moss and privet-twig-tree that she’d make for herself when she was alone in the later years. Too much for me to take out the balls and hang them—enough to just have them there in the box.


			I had a little tiny branch I’d broken off my tree tip, and I took it to Sylvia’s grave, kind of sobbing, overwhelmed by it all. Rudy’s tree, my tip, Sylvia’s twig.


			And then I drove up to Rudy’s, and as I got out of the car, I heard “Hi, Grandpa,” and it was sixteen-year-old Jasper coming home from school. A treat to be with Rudy’s family so soon again. We got some lights up on his big tree, and tomorrow we’ll put some ornaments on it.


			December 6, 2023. Down the Rabbit Hole.


			Still at Rudy’s house. Walked up and had lunch at an Asian dumpling place in their Bernal Hill neighborhood with daughter-in-law Penny. She asked about the next story I wanted to write, and I started telling her about the Mistport tale.


			The part she liked the best was my childhood image of falling down a seemingly endless shaft, buoyed up by drafts of warm air, not plummeting, more a matter of drifting than falling, with time to look at the little people, elves, cartoon critters living in the cracks and hollows of the walls, like denizens of a coral reef or an undersea cliff, waving to me or busy with their own activities, some of them singing in sweet high voices, the air filled with warm mild light.


			It now occurs to me that the vision is like Alice’s rabbit hole, and the Disney cartoon image of it. Not that I thought of it that way as a boy, nor had I seen the cartoon yet, but it matches, and I did like Alice in Wonderland and Through the Looking Glass a lot.


			And now I’m a seventy-seven year old man, writing these notes in the Bernal public library, sitting on a comfortable leather armchair, light glowing from the gray sky above this old building’s high, mullioned windows. Lewis and me, we go way back.


			The first psychedelic lightshow I ever saw was in 1966, at Swarthmore College, a show brought to town by the then-obscure Jefferson Airplane. They’d made a loop out of the Disney rabbit clip. It impressed me immensely, also the jiggling images of colored oils in glass dishes with a curved disk of glass that chemists call a watch glass. I’d never seen anything like the blobby images before, and I adored them.


			But now back to the purity and joy of those drifting down the tunnel dreams. Don’t like to use the word “shaft,” so sexual. This said, could I be having early intimations of the warm vaginas I’d slip into in later life?


			So how do I bring the tunnel into my “Mistport” story?


			Suppose I start with the thing itself, young Willy, aged eleven, envisioning this scene as he likes to do. And then there’s a sensation of slipping off his bed. Dropping away from his room and fully into the tunnel. He twitches and makes an effort to “awake,” but he can’t. He’s in the tunnel, drifting down, how pleasant it is.


			And his pet mollusk Miss Flipsy is with him, impudently perched on the crown of his head, with a couple of wriggling tentacles visible from the corners of his eyes, the tentacles draped down over his forehead. This isn’t so unusual, it’s a game Miss Flipsy likes to play.


			Miss Flipsy is small, no bigger than a girl’s hand. Willy found her in an aquarium at the pet shop. The salt water specialties tank. The owner hadn’t know quite what species Miss Flipsy was. She resembled a cephalopod, that is, an octopus, squid, or cuttlefish. She’d been curled inside a piece of live coral that he bought. He wasn’t even sure if it was legal to import her, so he’s been glad to sell her off. Willy has a good friendship with Miss Flipsy; my model here is the critter in My Octopus Teacher.


			And I think we can assume that Miss Flipsy is from Mistport, she was sent here as a recruiter. Needing a sensitive, perceptive young human to help a vaalfisk find a kraken egg on the distant planet Phampernel, where Mistport is.


			Willy has imagined Miss Flipsy’s voice in his head before, but now, in the tunnel, the voice is much clearer. She talks like an Alice in Wonderland character.


			“Much nicer in here. Back inside the Road.”


			By Road, as I may have mentioned, I mean a branching network of hyperdimensional tunnels or channels, like a circulatory system beneath the hypersurface of conventional space and time. Alternate names? Maze, tree, burrow … 


			December 17, 2023. Mister Tidy, Grief, Sqinks.


			I’m at Rudy Jr’s for two nights again. Yesterday we went to the Nutcracker at the Opera House … we’d gone there two or maybe three times before with Sylvia and Rudy’s family. It would always be Sylvia’s idea, a big splurge, about a thousand dollars for the tickets, crazy, but somehow worth doing. A landmark event. And this year it struck me that I should arrange it another time, why not, and I did, kind of late in the game in terms of ticket availability, but I got us six seats together in Row W of the Orchestra section, a little far, but very nice.


			Almost like going to church, a solemn festive ritual. I was of course sweating about getting there in time, and finding a way to lunch on the way, but Rudy and his wife Penny knew a nice counter-service place on Hayes street a couple of blocks from the Opera, “The Bird,’ with good broiled or fried chicken sandwiches. My ticket codes worked at the Opera entrance, and we were in with time to spare, ah.


			The production has this scenery move of pulling up the tree to an immense height, and trundling out an enormous perspective-slanted fireplace, so that, in effect, the little girl is now the size of the nutcracker toy, and the size of a rat, and there’s quite a few rats.


			The almost boneless and jointless motions of the ballerinas’ arms and hands, as the dancers stutter across the stage on tiptoe. The men leaping shoulder-high. The corps waving their arms in unison, like the leaves in a kelp forest near the shore. The beautiful passionate music, especially the descending, sobbing motif in something like the third movement from the end. Afterwards Penny said that part is the most beautiful piece of music in the world.


			Sylvia inside me, looking out, smiling, deeply content, nay, brimming with joy. I’ve been on a serious jag of missing her over the last week, but today it’s less, hardly present, nine-thirty in the morning, Rudy out getting pastry, Penny walking the dog, Calder and his pal Nate playing a new video game, Lego Fortnight, in the front living room, me in the rear living room, on a long couch, typing on my laptop.


			Twenty days till the first anniversary of Sylvia’s death date, which was Jan 6, 2023.


			The tree that we cut together is here, and tonight friends are coming over to sing carols. I’m staying for that; I tend to stay two nights when I come these days. Such a relief from the emptiness of my house.


			I’m not even trying to write a new story anymore, not even thinking about it. Somehow that’s okay. At least this is what I tell people.


			Very uneasy about switching from my corps of physicians to a new set of doctors at Kaiser HMO starting on Jan 1. My reasoning is that my regular years-long doctor isn’t very helpful, and that now he’s part of an HMO and wants to send me to substandard members of his group, and I feel I should get lined up with a good heart doctor. I’m taking an anti-seizure drug that I like, lacosamide, and I’m worried the Kaiser docs might want steer me away from it. I’m worried I have a cancer tumor in the skin behind my right ear, and my dermatologist won’t see me for months. I’m always sore in my upper shoulders, and can’t get reasonable advice.


			Yadda, yadda.


			Just walked up on Bernal Hill with son Rudy. Fabulous panoramic view of SF. I walked on that same path with Rudy, Izzy, and Georgia a few days after Sylvia’s death, and I’m sure Rudy remembered that, but we didn’t talk about it out loud.


			Rudy always looks very touching to me. So good, and so eager. The other day I was thinking about a black and white photo of him that Sylvia had made around 1974, maybe for a passport, he would have been two. He’s so utterly clean and tidy and personable in the photo, his hair smoothed by a soft hairbrush, his skin utterly clean, eyes bright, his knit clothing utterly spotless, plump cheek. Sylvia said he looked like Clark Gable, and that he was Mister Tidy, later shortened to Mister T. She had a copy of the photo underneath the heavy sheet of glass on the top of her dresser, and she’d lovingly look at it whenever she went by. “Mister Tidy!”


			I told Rudy about this today, he was mildly pleased and interested. You know how it is with parents’ fond memories.


			With Rudy I try not to harp too much on the death of Sylvia, he doesn’t seem to welcome it, and might not even respond. Even though he’s thinking about it too. I think by now maybe he’s tired of hearing me talk about it, and he’d like to move on and get well, and he doesn’t like to see me unhappily wallow in it, . The daughters, who I don’t talk to quite so often—they’re more open to discussing Sylvia’s death, as they don’t have so much of an opportunity to talk about Sylvia, while Rudy sees me every week or two. And I do know that it’s no use to talk about it all the time.


			The view from that path. Small dwellings on all the hills, like a coral reef, and big warehouses in the flats down by the bay. SF thought: a future city where an alien species lives in the warehouses. Critters like the short chains of purple/violet spheres in my latest painting, “Riding the Flat Cows.”


			What would you talk to them about, what type of trade might you engage in?


			Could “Riding the Flat Cows” be an illo for my as-yet-unwritten story? The image is in that Netherlandish illustration of a now-forgotten-proverb zone. A forgotten or as yet untold parable.


			What would be the name of those purple critters? Sqinks. With no u, just a q by itself, which make for an sk sound. Sk-sound things are usually nasty: scuzzy, skeevy, skeezy, scummy, skanky. There is a category of lizards called sqinks, but they’re fairly boring, in my opinion, and I am not talking about them. I reclaim the name with my sq. 


			Those lizard skinks have no neck, small legs, and a long tail which can be shed. Years ago we took Sylvia’s French-speaking nieces Stella and Dini on a walk with our kids in the redwoods, and we saw a skink, and one of us grabbed the skink by the tail, and the tail indeed came off, and it was twitching, and Stella cried, “Il y’a une queue qui bouge encore.”


			For my purposes a sqink alien’s tail could grow to an alien whole.


			I see those buildings as market stalls. Or trading offices. Suppose the sqinks are a hundred feet long, but as thin as a person. They like our food. They might send it to Sqinkland through the Road. They pay us with … what? Brainzap sexual pleasure and access to the Road. You get high and you’re on the road.


			Those negatively curved doors in my painting are sqink holes. Leading down to the Road. Like manholes that access the tunnels and sewers of a big city.


			Try for a connection to young Rudy’s Alice-in-Wonderland-Disney-Jefferson-Airplane-Lightshow drifting down the shaft? Maybe my Willy is using Dad’s sqinkhole. Like a movie rental, a sqinkhole must be used within thirty days, and stays active for only 48 hours. If you don’t come out before then, you’re wherever you end up. And maybe you can find some way to get home from there, and maybe you can’t, and maybe you don’t care. Maybe you don’t want to come back home.


			Dad might come looking for Willy, but Willy hides, and Dad goes back home, and Willy finds his way to Mistport.


			December 19, 2023, Everything Notes.


			Last night I went over my hundred-thousand-word Everything Notes consisting of story notes and journal entries, organizing it a little bit. And in the process, getting a clearer idea of where the last couple of years went


			 


			In 2019 and 2020 I was working on the story “Everything is Everything.”


			In 2021 I had my 75th birthday, Sylvia got cancer and I hardly wrote any fiction at all, although I did write a story “Tooniverse Telemarketer,” which includes a man dying of cancer, but I don’t think I made any notes about the process.


			The first half of 2022 I worked on an expanded version of “Everything is Everything,” which I called “The Sea Pig and the Sun.”


			The second half of 2022 I wrote a short short story about Sylvia dying, “Who Do You Love.”


			Sylvia died at the start of 2023, and most of the Everything Notes are about that. In the summer of 2023, I wrote a story called “Big Germs” about eliminating guns.


			December 26, 2023. Good Christmas.


			I had a good Christmas at daughter Georgia’s with her family, plus daughter Isabel and her husband Gus. This was in Madison, Wisconsin. Somehow I wasn’t greiving nearly as much.


			The girls wore some of Sylvia’s clothes and jewelry when we went out for a fancy dinner on Christmas Eve Eve, and when Georgia and husband Courtney put on a big family dinner on Christmas.


			Isabel was sporting the favorite necklace and earrings that I’d given Sylvia: a gold chain with semi-precious stones that I found in Bloomingdale’s for a thousand dollars one Christmas, and a matching set of earrings that Sylvia and I found in a shop on a bridge in Florence on our last trip to Italy. And Georgia wore Sylvia’s holiday blouse black with white stars, and her black velvet pants.


			At dinners or in company I’d occasionally see a Sylvia-expression on the girls’ faces, when in conversation. So touching. I referred to each of them as “kis Sylvia,” Hungarian for little Sylvia, and they liked that a lot. They loved and admired her so much. The love of my life. One of a kind.


			But somehow I wasn’t depressively wallowing in the grief. I’ve started telling people that I’ve crossed a three-year hole in my life. And that feels about right. I’m on the other side now. The two years of caregiving, and the year of heavy grief. Like a cigarette hole burned into a shirt. Not that I’m at all done with missing Sylvia.


			Her death anniversary comes on January 6, about a week and a half from today. I feel like I’m ready for it. And Izzy’s gonna be here.


			I’d expected Christmas to be much harder than it actually was. But she’s really gone, and for most people she’s fading. Maybe even for me … to some extent.


			No idea what I’m going to be doing back in Los Gatos now. I’m eager to get a blog post out of that long interview/essay on higher dimensions that I started just before leaving for this trip, and kept working on during the plane trip, and during spare time in my motel. What can I say, I like to write.


			But I told the guy I’d hold back on blog-posting it until he gets around to posting it on his site, which won’t be till mid-February. So maybe I’ll write a post about something else, if I think of something.


			For months, this Christmas trip has been the main thing on my horizon. Also I’m dreading the switch to the Kaiser health plan on Jan 1. And uneasy about the business of repairing the wall on our driveway. Flummoxed by intractable mission of finding a woman. Drawing a blank on starting a new SF story. Galled by my lack of friends.


			I’ve still got painting, yoga, journaling, and AA. I really need to try some painting “meet up” sessions … I’ve been talking about his for quite a while.


			And at least I’m not drinking and smoking pot.


			All through the trip I have been praying to the One for kindness, acceptance, and love—and it seems to work. I’m motivated by what I keep hearing at AA, that is, after twenty-seven years, I’m finally taking a little more of it to heart. I have a new sense of how to pray: I reach forward towards a white glow that’s at the level of my chest, and I say, “Help me.” It calms me, and at times, the prayer seems to bring good luck, and to make things run more smoothly. Magical thinking, but if you can believe in the magic, why not.


			Christmas isn’t a purely religious holiday. It’s a collection of rituals, practices, symbols, customs, songs, and foods. With family gatherings paramount. All of this nourishes my soul.


			As I may have said, I’d truly been dreading Christmas and the concomitant rush of sad memories regarding Sylvia’s last two weeks. But somehow it was fine. Somehow everything fit into its own time and place. That was then, and will forever be there, but this is now, and where else can we be? We live.


			I just said goodbye to Izzy at the Phoenix airport. Now on the last leg, bound for San Ho.


			Maybe I can start in on that sqink traders, Wonderland tunnel, and Mistport story when I get home. You might say I’ve been doing a bit of worldbuilding. And who knows, the tale might be a bit longer than the ones I’ve been crafting of late. I hope so; would be nice to get into one of my “better worlds” and stay there a while.


			As we flew down into San Jose, I had this irrational conviction that Sylvia would be at the airport to meet me. And when I walked out of the secure area into the meet-up area, I was actually looking for her, even though I knew it was impossible. My fantasy: Sylvia runs up to me and hugs me tight. Smiling and with tears in her eyes. Kissing my face.


			“Oh Roo, I’ve missed you much. You’ve been gone so long.”


			So what do I do with that? Play it over in my head, savoring the majesty of the pain. Imagining that in some way it’s an actual contact with her soul.


			And pondering the psychic judo of having me be the one who’s been gone. But, yes, in Sylvia’s afterworld it is indeed Rudy who’s been missing. In my Sylvia-haunted house, it was me who wasn’t around.


			So, yes, she came and met me at the airport. Like in the old days.


			December 29-30, 2023. False Start. YA? Ugh.


			I wrote a starter page yesterday, about 500 words. I might have a toehold now.


			Crosses my mind that I might try and pitch my novel for the niche called YA, that is, fiction aimed at young adults.


			For now I’m calling the story “Mistport.” But surely that will change. And the structure I’m using right now is a false start, and will prove unworkable. But at least I’m writing.


			A boy down at the warehouses at the base of Bernal Heights by the Bay. Sqinks have trading posts in the warehouses, they want produce.


			What do the sqinks pay the farmers with?


			Allays need to pick a point of view, that is, a POV. In Million Mile Road Trip, I had Villy, Zoe, and Scud alternate POV, though I think Scud not as much. In Juicy Ghosts I had about ten characters and many had POV. Hard to remember all this. Not sure I’m competent to write a whole novel anymore. Soldier on, old top, soldier on.


			I’m tempted to just have the one boy Jimmy or Chimmie in Chap One. But this is an instance of the “white room” pitfall. I’m alone and I can’t imagine someone with me, so I write longer POV. Make up a friend. A girl. It could even be the girl’s POV.


			Zadie and Jim, Zadie taller and a year older. Like a sister and brother, but not actually related, although maybe I’m thinking of grandchildren Zimry and Jasper as models, at least for speech patterns. Jasper is of course a girl, but I’d rather have a boy in there.


			I won’t go for a romance between these two, they’re pals, and perhaps down the road the kids might pick up on some romances, or maybe we don’t do much romance … could stay at a kinda YA level, but without the rumored vocab stranglehold.


			I wrote for two or three more hours today. I’m really out of shape as a writer. and it’s hard to do. Like not training much for two or three years, and losing your runner’s conditioning, and then trying to run a three-miler.


			To tell the truth, I’d kind of forgotten how much micro work there is to writing, all the tiny things. Empire State Building out of toothpix. Mona “Gwenda” Lisa outta pixels or gnat whiskers. (Gwenda a random name that’s in my head this week, belongs to an intriguing YA writer in Lexington, Kentucky, Gwenda Bond.) Differentiating the characters, choosing their names, doing exposition on the sly: via talk and eyeball kicks. And now I need for something to happen, awready.


			The chatty small mascot-type sqink they call Skeezee, with his goth color scheme, three feet long … he should do something. (Myth of the Hero trope: the Helper.) Maye another gawker tries to capture him, and Z&J save him, and then the gawker gets rough, he’s like a game hunter, and maybe Skeezee’s mother zaps the malefactor with an energy bolt.


			And the kids fall into the sqinkhole. Yee haw!


			Might as well get that over with, as it’s inevitable, and right now that’s as far as I can see, plot-wise. The next landmark in the woods. So don’t hoard and stall, go ahead and do it.


			December 31, 2023. New Year’s Eve.


			Went to church this morning, and met a nice old woman and chatted with her. She used to work at Apple. Has two canes, probably over 80. No sex thing there, just a pleasant person to talk to. I might even go to church again next week to see her again. Suzanne.


			I went to see my dear SF-writer friend Terry Bisson yesterday afternoon. He has cancer, just like Sylvia had. He’ll be dead in a couple of months.


			January 10, 2024. Story is Stuck.


			We made it past the one-year anniversary of Sylvia’s death. January 6, 2024. Rudy and family came down. I made them a big lunch with a tablecloth and fine china. It was jolly, in a restrained way. We went and visited the grave for about half an hour or forty-five minutes; it started raining just as we left. Rudy wore sunglasses, and it took Isabel to privately explain to me that he was wearing them because he was crying. Just unbelievable, a whole year.


			One of those landmark things. Again that sensation, as with granddaughter Althea’s graduation, of having crossed the Great Plains and passed the Sierras. Isabel helped clear a ton of Sylvia’s books out of our bedroom, kept some, and gave some to the Los Gatos Library, where Sylvia liked to do volunteer work. Isabel took the two little bookcases as well, also the big Eiffel Tower collection. I’m going to hang a few of my paintings on the now-open wall space.


			Moving away from having so many parts of the house be “shrines.”.


			I was going pretty well on the story I’m calling Mistport, but then I put in a violent scene of a sqink biting off a bulldog’s head, and I felt that steered the book in the wrong direction, so I took that out, only now I need some other kind of action or event to kick in on page three.


			I think the characters are Zimry and Calder. Calder’s been begging me to put him in a book. In a way the little brother Scud in Million Mile Road Trip was like Calder, also the boy in Frek and the Elixir, I might try and get him to read Frek.


			Sorry to leave out Jasper, perhaps I can fold aspects of her into the Z character. And what about Georgia’s kids. I really can’t be thinking too much that way.


			I need something to happen right now and I don’t know what.


			I had about five pages done, and I felt like was getting somewhere but, now, looking it over, those pages are mostly just story-exposition done via dialog. I need some small event. What if the kids are taking down something to give to the sqinks in exchange for “good luck.” Could they have grown a bunch of squash? Or … what could they have grown in January? Maybe I don’t insist on it being January.


			Or, how about this, I have Zimry and Calder make off with the box of fresh veggies that their parents get delivered. That’s not much of an offering. Gourmet mushrooms? Cabbages. Do they steal some? Will the truck farmers be mad? Do lots of people bring veggies? Lilies?


			I need a villain.


			Could be useful to build up the idea that lots of people don’t even believe in the sqinks. Maybe you don’t see them unless you believe in them. Like elves. Maybe the book is like *ack* a fantasy.


			January 17, 2024. I Start the Novel.


			I have about 1,500 words done on a start to the story I have been calling Mistport. I’m might change the title to Farmers Market, and leave out the Mistport part. I feel so old and distracted that I can’t visualize doing a novel or even a novelette. Just want a short story.


			It’s not going to work for me to do that girl and boy character structure, it feels too hard. I’m not writing for fun, or to express myself, I’m writing for imagined standard of a YA book that might please my grandchildren, but come on. They don’t even read my other YA type books. Write for yourself, Rudy.


			Also, what do I know about kids anymore?


			I’m just going to do an old-school first person transreal Rudy story. So I’ll have to throw out a lot of what I have.


			Stick with my POV, as I say, but possibly could be looking at some kids later in the story, but maybe not.


			Main thing is that I need to start the story a month or two earlier in the timeline. I like my new character Carol Cee. Narrator is old-age Rudy and Carol Cee is his gal. Now you’re talking. Not YA but OA. As in Old Adult. I know Bruce did a novel like that and that guy in San Diego, the nice guy who did something first, CS teacher as well, Vernor Vinge, two years older than me. The first to talk about the Singularity, of course, also a lot of augmented reality. The novel with old people is Rainbow’s End. I’ll see if I can read that.


			YA is square, boring work. I want to write hip and wild the way I like to do. Like I did in Juicy Ghosts. Free, loose, crazy … amusing myself.


			Have my story start with a chapter about the transition into the alien traders situation, and not about falling into the holes yet. That can be the travel part.


			I quite recently did a drop into a tunnel story with that disorganized story “Tooniverse Telemarketer”; used the old fairy tale trope about the girl who falls into a well and finds another world. I read this story when I was visiting Grandma in Germany when I was just 13; it made an impression on me. I almost feel like Grandma told it to me? Or maybe we went through it as a German lesson for me? And of course I have the falling into the tunnel thing in Hollow Earth.


			And, yet again, as I noted earlier in this set of notes, I had that fantasy about falling down the hole as a boy, so, yes, I probably will find a way to use that anyway.


			But the way I was writing and rewriting my draft for the last couple of weeks, my characters were falling into the hole almost right away—thus leaving behind the new part that I might really want to write about.


			I could of course have Sylvia’s dead soul in the sqinkhole. And she tells the hero or the kids something crucial for saving the Earth from the aliens. Kind of obvious and heavy-handed, that. But it could obliquely and perhaps inform what I do. I mean there could be a smart ant down there, and I know that a smart ant means Sylvia, but the readers don’t have to know.


			By the way, better to have cuttles than the dick-like wedges in my painting.


			Something that’s been hanging me up is this: why isn’t there a huge furor around the Bernal Heights sqinkhole, with unheard-of aliens making trades?


			Well, we have to start with that sqinkhole being found by my hero … what’s his name? Ken? Kenneth Turan, retired film critic for the LA Times? No, no, it should be me. Writer or professor? Grieving widower … no, too obvious, and I’ve written a little about that already.


			A guy who is in some way on the skids, like the “old writer” who lives by the river in that late Burroughs novel whose title I, being an old writer, forget.


			Found it on my blog. The Western Lands. I blogged a long blog post about The Western Lands in 2011.


			So yes, I can use that Western Lands character. The old writer this, the old writer that. Obviously plagiarizing Burroughs or, rather, I might claim, having an episode of cryptomnesia, like, I didn’t realize I was copying Burroughs. Oh, hell, it’s just literary influence, Rudy. A gesture or respect. Burroughs is my lifelong hero. Up there with Pynchon and Borges.


			Here’s the key quote. And the first time I read it, I knew I wanted to use it. Wanted to be this man.


			But I wasn’t yet alone. And now I am.


			The old writer lived in a boxcar by the river. … Often in the morning he would lie in bed and watch grids of typewritten words in front of his eyes that moved and shifted as he tried to read the words, but he never could. He thought if he could just copy these words down, which were not his own words, he might be able to put together another book and then … yes, and then what?


			So okay, great, I’ve found my character. I am that old writer, and I’ll use first person POV rather than B’s close-in third. “I was living in a container by the Bay.”


			I’m thinking of that art group the Box Shop, who have a combine of shipping containers they live in. Daughter Isabel painted a huge squid mural for them, once, it was kind of party or festival. She knew most of them.


			My kids have long been one of my connections to the scene.


			Shit, I’m gonna reread B’s book on Kindle. Get some cryptomnesia. Cook it up and shoot it, kid. Oops, it’s not on Kindle. Well, I have a copy in the house, just saw it today, as a matter of fact. Where? Cryptomnesia. Maybe I saw it three months ago. Synchronicity.


			Anyhoo, I’ll say that my character, Bill, he sees a single sqink worming out of the brittle dirt near the bay. Just one of them. The sqink has telepathy, and it talks to Bill. It noses at the blasted dead vegetation. And Bill has a tangerine in his pocket, and he sets it down on the ground and the sqink, her name is Loulou, she noses into the soft tangerine with her snout and shudders in ecstasy and teeps to Bill, “I will give you luck.” Like the fairy tale about the Magic Fish, you wave.


			If I call the character Bill then “they” might think I mean Gibson. Call him Bill B? My character in Million Mile Road Trip was Villy, I think. Could just call him Rudy, or Roo.


			Heard the word “roo” on a radio station in the northernmost Wester spike of Australia last night: “I’ll have two, said the kangaroo.” Rusty world-sized armature of synchronicity creaks into visibility as I begin.


			Do the sqinks have eyes or not? I keep wanting them not to have eyes, and to just use teep, and I painted them this way, but if you get on a sqink’s wavelength, it can see phantom eyes on the sides of its head. Virtual eyes. Like flickering spherical mirrors with images inside, but gauzy.


			And do they have voices? I think that might be more fun than teep. A papery husky Burroughsian whisper. “If I had veins like that, kid, I’d have myself a time.”


			With teep you can’t really write good dialog, and its dull and otiose if you’re all the time doing “seemed to hear a voice I in his head that said blah blah.” Just hear the frikkin voice from the sqink’s snout okay? Wheezy. Piping. Thin squeal.


			So at first there’s just the one sqink, and we see Roo’s first stroke of luck.


			This morning I was thinking about Sylvia calling me “Darling Roo,” and how I told that to Greg Gibson, and then of course he wanted to tease me by calling me Darling Roo in the third person, but I could tell that deep down he envied me for being Sylvia’s Darling Roo.


			Call my character Oliver and Oll—not Rudy and Roo. Sylvia can be Sybil, I called her that in The Sex Sphere. The Cumaean Sybil.


			Connections. It’s coming together, synch by synch. The Muse/Cosmos is ready to dance with me. As long as I’m ready to loosen up and do some real writing.


			January 21-23, 2024. Library. Chap Two.


			I wrote for the last six days in a row, Thursday-Sunday, writing in the Los Gatos Pubic Lie-brary, and I might keep doing it. A nice tall-backed chair on the second floor by a window looking out on some green, and a building that used to be the cop shop, but is now admin offices. Electrical outlet in the floor by the chair, and they have wireless in the air.


			Got in nearly 4 hours of writing in the library every day, well, sometimes just two. Not even thinking, just sat down and wrote flat out. Haven’t done that in quite a while. Did write two or three short stories while S was sick for two years and when I was in heavy grief for a year … kind of forcing those stories out.


			But now it feels like old times. Making stuff up on the fly, surprising myself, chuckling. Like narrating a dream that I’m having, feels so good.


			Rockin’ it.


			Saturday, I wrapped up the first chunk into 3,000 words which in fact comprise a nicely rounded story. Chapter One, I’d like to say. And Sunday I polished that.


			By the way, in the Sqinks Journal I repeatedly refer to chapters by their numbers. But the Sqinks novel itself doesn’t have printed numbers on the chapters, an aesthetic decision of mine which is perhaps inconvenient. But if you flip to the back of the Sqinks Journal you’ll find the final chapter numbers there.


			The novel’s narrator is an old man like me whose wife has died. He feels his life is over, but he’s gonna write one more novel. It was raining hard outside the library window as I wrote … so the rain went right into the tale. Realtime transrealism.


			Fantasy payoff for me: my narrator gets a new woman (who at this point is very much like Sylvia.)


			Went in again on Sunday, today, after Sunday morning church, and, after, the actual farmers market in Los Gatos square. Realtime transreal.


			And again on Monday and Tuesday, polishing that Chapter One into something like a solid story, waiting for momentum to get into Chapter Two. Help me, muse!


			***


			By end of Chapter One, they’ve fed a sqink, and asked for a gift, and sqink says, “I grant you good luck.” It’s raining and bare-headed Oliver finds a top hat and Carol Cee realizes that suddenly the lump in her breast is gone and she doesn’t have cancer, more realtime transreal, or rather an echo of S’s breast lump some years ago. Major good luck.
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