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This is what happens


“An incisive reflection on how social forces

constrain women’s lives. … Great for fans of Sylvia Plath, Doris

Lessing’s The Golden Notebook.” Booklife


“I find the writing style very appealing …

An interesting mix of a memoir and a philosophical work, together

with some amazing poetry. … This is what happens ranks in my top

five of books ever read.” Mesca Elin, Psychochromatic

Redemption


Thus Saith Eve


“Short, but definitely entertaining ... and

serious between the lines.” Lee Harmon, A Dubious Disciple Book

Review


“ … a truly wonderful source of feminist

fiction. In addition to being an extremely enjoyable and

thought-provoking read, the monologues can also be used for

audition and performance pieces.” Katie M. Deaver,

feminismandreligion.com


Snow White Gets Her Say


“Why isn’t anyone doing this on stage? …

What a great night of theater that would be!” szferris,

Librarything


“I loved the sassy voices in these stories,

and the humor, even when making hard points.” PJ O’Brien,

Smashwords


Deare Sister


“You are clearly a writer of considerable

talent, and your special ability to give expression to so many

different characters, each in a uniquely appropriate style, makes

your work fascinating and attractive. … The pieces are often funny,

sometimes sensitive, always creative. But they contain an enormous

load of anger, and that is where I have problems. … I know at least

one feminist who would read your manuscript with delight

(unfortunately she is not a publisher), who would roar with

laughter in her sharing of your anger. …” rejection letter from

Black Moss Press


Particivision and other stories


“… your writing is very accomplished. …

Particivision and other stories is authentic, well-written,

and certainly publishable …” rejection letter from Turnstone

Press


“… engaging and clever …” rejection letter

from Lester & Orpen Dennys, Publishers


“As the title indicates, this collection of

stories is about getting into the thick of things, taking sides,

taking action, and speaking out loud and clear, however unpopular

your opinion may be. … refreshingly out of the ordinary.” Joan

McGrath, Canadian Book Review Annual


dreaming of kaleidoscopes


“… a top pick of poetry and is very much

worth considering. …” Midwest Book Review


Soliloquies: the lady doth indeed

protest


“… not only dynamic, imaginative verse

writing, but extremely intelligent and intuitive insight. … I know

many actresses who would love to get their hands on this material!”

Joanne Zipay, Judith Shakespeare Company, NYC


“‘Ophelia’ is something of an oddity … I

found it curiously attractive.” Dinosaur


UnMythed


“… A welcome relief from the usual male

emphasis in this area. There is anger and truth here, not to

mention courage.” Eric Folsom, Next Exit


“… With considerable skill and much care,

chris wind has extrapolated truths from mythical scenarios and

reordered them in modern terms. … Wind handles these myths with and

intellect. Her voice suggests that the relationship between the

consciousness of the myth-makers and modern consciousness is closer

than we would think.” Linda Manning, Quarry


“Personally, I would not publish this stuff.

This is not to say it isn’t publishable—it’s almost flawless

stylistically, perfect form and content, etc., etc. It’s perverse:

satirical, biting, caustic, funny. Also cruel, beyond bitter,

single-minded with a terminally limited point of view, and this

individual may have read Edith Hamilton’s Mythology but she/he

certainly doesn’t perceive the essential meanings of these myths.

Or maybe does and deliberately twists the meaning to suit the poem.

Likewise, in the etymological sense. Editorial revisions suggested?

None, it’s perfect. Market potential/readership targets:

Everyone—this is actually marketable—you could sell fill

Harbourfront reading this probably. General comments: You could

actually make money on this stuff.” anonymous reader report for a

press that rejected the ms


Satellites Out of Orbit


“Satellites Out of Orbit is an

excellent and much recommended pick for unique fiction

collections.” Michael Dunford, Midwest Book Review


“… I also love the idea of telling the story

from the woman’s perspective, especially when the woman is only

mentioned in passing in the official story, or not mentioned at

all. …” Shana, Tales of Minor Interest


“Our editorial board loved it. Our readers

said it was the most feminist thing they’ve read in a long time.”

rejection letter from publisher


As I the Shards Examine / Not Such Stuff


“Not Such Stuff challenges us to rethink some of our responses to

Shakespeare’s plays and opens up new ways of experiencing them. ...

” Jeff, secondat.blogspot.com


“This world premiere collection of monologs

derive from eight female Shakespearian characters speaking from

their hearts, describing aspects of their lives with a modern

feminist sensibility. Deconstructing the traditional

interpretations of some of the most fiercely fascinating female

characters of all time, the playwright is able to “have at it” and

the characters finally have their say. And oh, what tales they have

to weave. …” Debbie Jackson, dctheatrescene.com


Let Me Entertain You


“I found ‘Let Me Entertain You’ very

powerful and visually theatrical.” Ines Buchli


“I will never forget ‘Let Me Entertain You.’

It was brilliant.” Kate Hurman




ProVocative


“Timely, thought-provoking, dark, and

funny!” Kevin Holm-Hudson, WEFT


“… a great job making a point while being

entertaining and interesting. ... Overall this is a fine work, and

worth listening to.” Kevin Slick, gajoob


The Art of

Juxtaposition


“A cross between poetry, performance art,

and gripping, theatrical sound collages. … One of the most powerful

pieces on the tape is ‘Let Me Entertain You.’ I sat stunned while

listening to this composition.” Myke Dyer, Nerve


“We found [this to be] unique, brilliant,

and definitely not ‘Canadian’. … We were more than impressed with

the material. The Art of Juxtaposition is filling one of the

emptier spaces in the music world with creative and intelligent

music-art.” rejection letter from a record company


“Controversial feminist content. You will

not be unmoved.” Bret Hart, Option


“I’ve just had a disturbing experience: I

listened to The Art of Juxtaposition. Now wait a minute;

Canadian musicians are not supposed to be politically aware or

delve into questions regarding sexual relationships, religion,

and/or sex, racism, rape. They are supposed to write nice songs

that people can tap their feet to and mindlessly inebriate

themselves to. You expect me to play this on my show?” Travis B.,

CITR


“Wind mixes biting commentary, poignant

insight and dark humor while unflinchingly tackling themes such as

rape, marriage (as slavery), christianity, censorship,

homosexuality, the state of native Americans, and other themes,

leaving no doubt about her own strong convictions upon each of

these subjects. Her technique is often one in which two or more

sides to each theme are juxtaposed against one another (hence, the

tape’s title). This is much like her Christmas Album with a

voice just as direct and pointed. Highly recommended.” Bryan Baker

gajoob


“Thanks for The Art of Juxtaposition

… it really is quite a gem! Last Xmas season, after we aired ‘Ave

Maria’ a listener stopped driving his car and phoned us from a pay

phone to inquire and express delight.” John Aho, CJAM


“Liked The Art of Juxtaposition a

lot, especially the feminist critiques of the bible. I had calls

from listeners both times I played ‘Ave Maria.’” Bill Hsu, WEFT


“Every time I play The Art of

Juxtaposition (several times by this point), someone calls to

ask about it/you.” Mars Bell, WCSB


“The work is stimulating, well-constructed,

and politically apt with regard to sexual politics. (I was

particularly impressed by ‘I am Eve.’)” Andreas Brecht Ua’Siaghail,

CKCU


“We have found The Art of

Juxtaposition to be quite imaginative and effective. When I

first played it, I did not have time to listen to it before I had

to be on air. When I aired it, I was transfixed by the power of it.

When I had to go on mike afterward, I found I could hardly speak!

To say the least, I found your work quite a refreshing change from

all the fluff of commercial musicians who whine about lost love

etc. Your work is intuitive, sensitive, and significant!” Erika

Schengili, CFRC


“Interesting stuff here! Actually this has

very little music, but it has sound bits and spoken work.

Self-declared ‘collage pieces of social commentary’. …very

thought-provoking and inspiring.” No Sanctuary


more at


chriswind.net


and


chriswind.com
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Preface to second edition


Although first published in 1990, most of

the stories in this collection were written during the 1980s

(before computers revolutionized so many people’s daily lives via

internet access, laptops, smartphones, etc.). Hence, some of the

stories will seem quite dated.


And although the writing is clear and

concise, I see, from forty years later, that it’s not particularly

artful. (And some bits reveal an embarrassing naïveté.) Even so, I

decided to reprint the collection (as an ebook and with the wide

distribution available through print-on-demand publishing

companies) because many of the points I make about how to create a

better world—indeed, how to save our world—are still valid. Which

is, forty years later, so very sad.




According to Ludwig von Mises, certain

conditions are necessary for action to take place:


(1) people must feel uneasy with the present

state of affairs


(2) they must be able to imagine a more satisfactory state of

affairs


(3) they must believe that their actions can eliminate or at least

reduce their uneasiness.


For people to believe that their actions can

make a difference, they must first believe


(i) in a cause and effect world,


(ii) in the mind’s ability to understand cause and effect

relationships, and


(iii) in their ability to intervene.


Rodney F. Hiser, “How to Raise an

Entrepreneur”


(Humanist in Canada Spring 1990)


• • •


Action is preceded by thinking.


It is always the individual who thinks.

Society does not think any more than it eats or drinks.


Thinking is linked up with language and vice

versa. Concepts are embodied in terms. Language is a tool of

thinking as it is a tool of social action.


Ludwig von Mises, Human Action


(Chicago: Chicago Contemporary Books, Inc., 1966)
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 Particivision


John Marchiano was an ordinary man. He was

also an average man. He was Willy Loman now comfortable and

comfortably in the middle class. It was a bit after five when he

came in through the side door, took off his shoes, and hung up his

coat. As he passed the den, his teen-aged son Jeff mumbled a ‘Hi

Dad’ to the tv he was velcroed to.


“Hey Jeff, how’s my favourite vegetable

today?” There was no response.


“Hi dear, I’m in the kitchen,” his wife,

Mary, called out.


“Good,” John called ahead, continuing on his

way.


“What?” She poked her head out to see him.

“Does that mean this is where I’m supposed to be?” she

challenged.


“No,” he smiled as he gave her an

end-of-the-office-day hug, “it means I’m hungry. Whatcha got

cookin’? Good lookin’,” he added as he lifted a pot lid. He was

going to say something else then, but she spoke first.


“How was your day?” she asked, sitting down

at the kitchen table in the chair nearest to the stove.


“Oh, the same,” he answered, moving to the

liquor cupboard to prepare their drinks. Gin and tonic for her—he

coloured the gin with green food colouring—she liked that—What was

it he was going to say?—and a rye and soda for himself.


“Actually,” he began, “I did hear something

interesting today.” This was it. “We have to do something about

Jeff and that tv. Louise’s ‘beau’ dropped by this morning—”


“I didn’t know Louise had a ‘beau’—”


“Oh yeah—some new guy from the computer

store across the street, I think he’s in sales—clever, a bit of a

dandy—actually I have the feeling he’s an unemployed actor. Anyway,

I heard him telling Louise that the average Canadian watches 4.2

hours of television a day. Can you believe that? After eight hours

sleep and eight hours work and a couple hours to drive and eat,

there are only six hours left. And,” he went on with some

excitement as he handed Mary her drink and sat down to join her at

the table, “Jeff’s age group is the worst. Fourteen- to

seventeen-year-old boys watch 5.3 hours a day!”


“I knew that—I’ve been trying to get Jeff

interested in other things for years, you know that!”


“But five hours!”


“Well, I guess at fourteen you’re too old to

play cops and robbers, and until eighteen you’re not old enough to

go out to the night spots. I expect fifteen is the very worst—not

old enough to drive yet either.”


“It is! How old’s Jeff?” he asked without

missing a beat.


“Shame on you John!” Mary reprimanded him.

“Your only son—your only child—is fifteen!” He didn’t remember her

birthday either. “Is it the same for girls, did he say? What’s his

name?”


“No—I mean no he didn’t say. I don’t know.

Jerry.” He took a swallow from his drink. “If only Jeff were

interested in sports … He joined the computer club didn’t he? After

we bought him the Atari last Christmas? And all those games!”


“Yes, he joined. But he quit a month later.

I’m sure I told you.”


“But why? He loves that computer! He spends

almost as much time with the tv hooked into one of those games as

he does with the tv alone, doesn’t he?”


“Yes—that’s just it. He only likes the

games. In the computer club, they get into programming and stuff

like that. He says he’s not interested.”


“Well he’d better get interested!

See, Jerry left a report with Louise—probably to impress her—but

she gave it to me, thinking that because we have Jeff I’d be

interested. Besides,” he added, “I don’t think she can read.”


“John!”


“Well she sure as hell can’t add! If I

trusted her work, the company would be offering auto policies for a

premium of $56 per year! Anyway, I read the report on my

lunch.”


“And?”


“Well it was a really interesting report.

Full of lots of conjecture, I know,” he waved his hand as if to

dismiss parts of it, “but it had a profile on the ten most popular

shows and described in detail the television-watching process.”


“What process? You just sit there.”


“Exactly. So it encourages passivity. And in

every single show, there was conflict followed by favourable

resolution. So the kid learns that good wins out over bad without

him having to do anything. Without his help, without his

interference, his involvement—everyone will live happily ever

after! Problems solve themselves!”


Mary had gotten up to stir the stew. “It’s a

dangerous lesson, isn’t it?” she said.


“Yes! What are we going to do about it?”


“Well, as always, I think setting an

example—”


“We’ll have a family discussion,” he cut her

off, “we’ll talk with him, make him see what’s happening.”


Mary didn’t say anything.


“Jeff?” John called toward the den. no

response. “Jeff—” he tried again, louder.


“What?” A whine, defensive.


“Could you please come out here? Your mother

and I would like to talk with you.”


“Now?” irritated.


“Yes, now!”


“But I’m in the middle of ‘Family Ties’!

Can’t it wait till it’s over?”


As soon as John finished his stew, he

half-tossed his knife and fork onto his plate and shoved it away,

toward the center of the table. It was a habit, a mannerism—a

manner—that bothered Mary. But in seventeen years, she hadn’t quite

figured out why. Sometimes she thought it was the ‘Finished!’

feeling of it, as if eating a meal she had prepared was a race—or a

chore. And that bothered her. But more often, she thought she

recognized in the gesture an ‘I don’t want anything (more) to do

with things that don’t concern me’ attitude. It was less that he

was finished with the meal than that he was finished

with it. And that bothered her even more.


“What we wanted to talk to you about,” John

began, “was how much you watch tv.” No response. “Do you know how

many hours a day you spend watching that thing?”


“5.3.”


John raised his eyebrows at Mary.


“We took it in school. ‘The average Canadian

watches 4.2 hours of television per day. Fourteen- to

seventeen-year-olds watch 5.3 hours of television per day.’”


“Well then,” this was encouraging, Jeff was

aware of the problem.


“What did they teach you about the effect it

has on you?”


“It can make you insensitive to

violence.”


“Well yes, there’s that.” John hadn’t

thought of that. Was that in the report? “Anything else?” he

asked.


“It’s mostly white people and a lot of them

are rich?”


That too. But this was the wrong direction.

He tried again.


“Do you ever raise your hand in class,

Jeff?”


“What do you mean?”


“Well, I mean do you participate in class,

do you discuss things with the teacher or with the other

students—do you get involved?”


“Sometimes. Most of the time, they just say

stuff and we write it down. Or we have to copy it from the board.

No,” he amended, “actually only Ms. Jones does that. Mostly we get

hand-outs.”


“Hand-outs?” Charity?


“Yeah, like they prepare the notes for us

and then just photocopy them and hand them out. We’re supposed to

put them in our notebooks. But sometimes they don’t even punch the

holes. We have to do that ourselves. It’s a real pain. There’s

never a hole-puncher around.”


This wasn’t going well. “What about

projects?”


“What about them?”


“Do you ever do projects? I mean, get up,

move around, make something—”


“Make something? Like in shop? Yeah. And

art. But I’m dropping that next year.”


“No, I mean like—well—I remember back in

school I did a project on road construction. My partner and I built

a road—a model, I mean. We made a box with glass in the one side so

you could see the cross-section—there were layers of gravel and

dirt and cement somewhere, I think—”


“That’s grade school stuff, dad. In high

school you do essays.”


“I think what your father’s trying to get

at, Jeff, is the doing. He’s—we’re afraid that watching so much

television is turning you—getting you into the habit of not

doing. Not doing anything. Being passive—”


“What did you want me to do?” Jeff asked,

puzzled.


“Well—anything! Problems don’t solve

themselves, Jeff, you have to do something about them.” John picked

up the ball again.


Jeff was silent. “Is there a problem?”


It wasn’t going well again. “Well, there’s

lots! Don’t you read the paper? Do they have you read the paper in

school?”


“Oh you mean like the nuclear thing and the

environment—”


“Well—yes, okay, things like that!”


Jeff was quiet. “So you’re blaming that on

me too.”


John was stunned. “What?”


Jeff was suddenly upset. “We get that all

day at school! Mercury poisoning the fish, lead in the air, the

ozone layer and the stuff in our fridge and our air conditioner and

styrofoam before McDonalds stopped using it, and the greenhouse

effect because of the carbon dioxide because of all the cars, and

the tritium being sold by Canada to other countries— Well it’s not

my fault, why should I have to do anything about it and what can I

do anyway? I don’t have the big bucks, I’m not in

power—I don’t— I can’t even drive a car yet! And I don’t see

you doing anything about it!” he glared at his dad.


“Well,” John grasped at straws, “I’m busy

earning a living, supporting you two.” There was silence. “Your

mother does things,” he pacified. “She’s always off to one meeting

or another, petitions, and …” He trailed off.


“Yeah. And a big difference it’s making

too.” Jeff got up and left the table.


This hadn’t gone well at all.


A few weeks later when John came home, he

had a package for Jeff. A solution to the problem. He took off his

shoes, hung up his coat, and waltzed into the den.


“Here,” he set the package on the small

table beside Jeff, who was sitting on the couch watching tv. “It’s

the very latest thing apparently. Mary?” he called out, “Have you

got a minute?”


“Coming!” she answered from upstairs. The

sound of her footsteps followed.


“Jerry brought it over today to show

Louise,” he explained to her, as soon as she had come into the den,

“and I bought it on the spot.” He looked back at Jeff, “It’s sort

of a marriage between computers and television—you oughta love it.”

He grinned like a father who knows best.


Jeff had unwrapped the package and was

holding a piece of computer software.


“See,” John pointed to the specifications

written on the box, “it’s compatible with Atari, Mclntosh, IBM, and

Commodore. And Hitachi, Zenith, Electrohome, and RCA. Give it a

try!”


While Jeff connected the computer to the

television, Mary took the box from John and read aloud the name of

the program: “‘Particivision’.” Then she read the words written

underneath like a famous quote: “‘Believing in your own impotence

is the first step toward death.’”


“What does that mean?” Jeff asked from

behind the tv.


“It—”


“I don’t know,” John interrupted, impatient

with excitement, “just put the thing in and we’ll see.”


Jeff inserted the Particivision cartridge.

Nothing happened.


“All the wires plugged in tightly?” Mary

asked. Jeff checked. They were.


“Eject it and try it again,” John suggested,

annoyed. Jeff did so. Still nothing.


“Well, supper’s ready. Let’s eat and have a

look at it later.”


“Yeah, okay, I’ll read the manual after

supper.” If nothing else, Jeff wanted to get it to work, to see

what it did.


“Damn that Jerry, if he sold me a bum

piece—”


“Calm down, John. Let Jeff read the manual.

He’ll figure it out.”


She winked at her son. Jeff smiled a thanks,

and they headed out to the kitchen.


John mixed their drinks to have during the

meal, while Mary took a meat loaf out of the oven and put the

potatoes and corn into serving bowls. Dinner chat was usual,

inconsequential. Jeff ate his food then excused himself.


Half an hour later, just as the dishes were

being put away, he called out triumphantly. “I got it!”


John and Mary went into the den. The

television was on; John recognized the regular 6:30 show, ‘Cheers’.

He looked at Jeff for an explanation.


“We had it hooked up wrong.”


“But you know how—”


“No, this one is connected differently.

There was an extra wire in the box that goes from here to here,” he

pointed. “It has a sort of mini-descrambling thing in the middle.

At least I think that’s what it does. Sort of.” Then he held up a

sheet of paper. “Because you bought the program, we’re

automatically subscribers to this newsletter too. This is the first

issue. We send in our address, and they’ll send us all the back

issues to get us up to date. But this is from January, so we’re

only a couple months behind.”


“Let me see that,” John reached for the

newsletter.


“It actually looks really neat. It’s a sort

of interference program. With certain television shows, there are

certain moves or choices available. And people who are hooked up

with the program, play—or send—their moves with their

joysticks.”


“Then what happens?” Mary asked.


“Well it says that the show is then directed

by the viewers’ moves. I’m not sure how that happens.”


“Sounds kind of like the parlour walls in

Fahrenheit 451,” Mary commented. But seeing Jeff’s blank

face, she realized he hadn’t taken the novel yet.


“You’d think it’d be pretty expensive for a

show to have two endings in the can and then broadcast the one the

people at home pick,” John couldn’t believe it.


“Yeah …” Jeff agreed.


“We can do this with all the shows?” Mary

asked, incredulous.


“No, that’s a bit of the catch,” he reached

out to his father and turned the newsletter over in his hands, then

pointed to a list. “Only ‘The Edison Twins’ has ‘Particivision’.”

He shrugged his shoulders, anticipating his dad’s anger.


“Just one show? I paid good money for this!

And it only works for one show?” John was outraged. “Damn that

Jerry! ‘State-of-the-art pioneering program’ my foot!” He turned to

Jeff. “And what’s ‘The Edison Twins’? Is that a show you watch?” he

demanded.


“Well, no,” Jeff mumbled. “It’s a bit hokey.

It’s on Saturday afternoons.” John threw the newsletter onto the

couch and left the room.


“Remember when stereo tv first came out?”

Jeff called after him hopefully. “‘Miami Vice’ was the only show to

have it, but others joined …”


“But now that’s become just a passing fad,

right?” Mary asked.


“Well, yeah,” Jeff admitted. “Can I send in

our address anyway?”


“Oh sure,” Mary encouraged, “might as well.

Your father’s paid for it.”


That Saturday, Jeff wasn’t doing anything

much, so he figured he may as well watch ‘The Edison Twins’. As he

had said, it was pretty hokey. At the last moment in a science

fair, Tom Edison’s project fell apart because a transformer failed.

The electronics store had closed early, but it was easy enough to

get in through the window. So he asked his sister to go to the

store, climb in, and get a replacement transformer. He gave her a

note to leave and the money to pay for it. But it was still ‘break

and enter’ and she didn’t really want to do it. And yet, she knew

Tom’s project had a good chance of winning; without the transformer

he wouldn’t even place.


There was nothing unusual about the show,

and Jeff thought maybe the Particivision program didn’t work after

all. But then just before the last commercial break, a voice sort

of like a cross between R2D2 and Hal came on and said “Move your

joystick to the upward position to send her to the store, to the

downward position to have her refuse, to the left to have him

explain to the judges and request and be granted an extension, and

to the right for him to explain and be denied an extension.” The

message was repeated twice, and then a commercial about toothpaste

came on.


Jeff moved his joystick to the left. After

two more commercials, for O’Henry and Tonka toys, the show

returned. Tom’s sister refused. He explained his problem to the

judges and they granted an extension. Jeff cheered.


When his mother came in to see what he was

yelling about, he explained what had happened, how Particivision

worked.


“Good for you!” She was impressed—with the

program and with her son’s choice. “I think I would have

chosen to do the same.”


“I guess there must’ve been a tie between

options two and three.”


“I wonder what would’ve happened if the tie

had been between options one and three. I guess she would have gone

to the store and in the meantime he would have explained to the

judges—”


“Yeah but what if there was a tie between

options one and two—what then?”


“I don’t know,” she said. “Why don’t you

write and ask?”


The suggestion delighted him. “Yeah! Okay, I

will!”


“Still,” she added, “how can they do that?

They must have half a dozen endings pre-filmed. The money!”


“Maybe it’s worth it in increased

viewing.”


“It must be.”


Jeff was excited, he felt good. Mary noticed

that, smiled, and left the room.


About a week and a half later, Jeff received

a large manilla envelope in the mail. The Particivision

newsletters. The newsletter was weekly, not monthly as he had

thought, so there were about fourteen to go through. And it had

grown in length. He saw that the later issues were several pages

long. He took the pile into the den and started reading.


On the back page of the second issue, there

was sort of a statistics report. ‘The Edison Twins’ was listed with

a broadcast date of January 13. That must’ve been the first one.

Beside it was the total number of people that had Particivision—112

at that time. And then the breakdown of the moves: 33 (74%) had

chosen option one, 27 (24%) had chosen option two, and 2 (2%) had

not participated. Only two options when it first started, he

noticed.


He turned over the single piece of paper. On

the front was a list of ‘New Shows’ and beside it, ‘Participating

Shows to Date’. In the week of January 13, the show ‘Airwaves’ had

been added.


Jeff pulled out the most recent issue, dated

April 21. Participating shows to date were ‘The Edison Twins’,

‘Airwaves’, ‘The Polka Dot Door’, ‘Danger Bay’, a couple he didn’t

recognize, and ‘Knight Rider’. ‘Knight Rider’? He thought that show

had been cancelled long ago. It was the one with that

computer-intelligent car—Kitt? Maybe this was a way to try to

revive the show. He wondered if reruns could be made into

Particivision shows or if they had to produce from scratch. There

was another column of ‘Shows under Consideration’. ‘Hooperman’ was

a maybe. He did watch that. Actually he had watched ‘Knight Rider’

a lot when it was on too. And though he wasn’t a great fan of

‘Airwaves’ or ‘Danger Bay’, they weren’t quite as bad as ‘The

Edison Twins’.


He turned to the back page of the issue.

Woh—membership was up from 112 to 7,260! Jeff wondered how quickly

computer games had caught on. He also saw though that average

participation rate had decreased—it was down from 98% to 80%.

Still, he thought, that’s a lot. considering. And he was right

about the show he’d participated in. 31% had chosen option two, her

refusal, and 31% had chosen that he explain and get an extension.

Only 10% had chosen to explain and get no extension, and 28% had

chosen for her to break in to the store. That surprised him.
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