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Stories of Space Age Horror 
 
 

By: Tom Ball 
 
 
“It’s all horror and madness.” 
                                            The Marquis of Venus 
 
 
Lovicide 
 
     I was disgruntled and at the same time full of horror. I was deathly afraid of my lover in this 
World milieu of love killings. People said, if you really love someone, you should kill them. And 
women killed as many as men did. It was lovicide. Here on Earth in the year 2152 A.D. the 
population was down to 7 million from all of the murders. And murder wasn’t illegal, so some 
murdered many and were serial killers in essence. People wondered why there wasn’t a big war 
or plague or something to kill even more off, since that is what the regime seemed to be 
supporting; death!” 
      Like many others I was paranoid. And I never went to sleep in the same hotel room as my 
lovers.  
      Indeed, these were desperate times, and many were desperate for love and succour.    
      There was no reward for murder, it was just something people liked to do. And all murders 
felt they were heroes. It was widely believed that killing was a thrill, especially to shoot them 
while they were awake and hear their last words. A heroin overdose was the weapon of choice 
for would-be murderers. 
       Finally, my time had come, my lover had pointed a gun at me and told me I was about to 
die; and as I bled to death, I reflected, it was a mad World of horror. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
No Police on Venus 
 
       I wondered why there was no police here on Venus. It was anarchy and gangs ruled. 
Everyone I met here was an asshole. It was a World of nightmares for me and I was constantly 
worried I’d be killed. I built my own fortified tunnel. And none could pass my gates unless I 
allowed them to. I dreamed of being murdered in thousands of ways by different people. 
Finally, a girl convinced me to let her in; she said, “She wanted to love me.” 
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       But sure enough, she was a murderer too and she brought back corpses to my tunnel for us 
to eat. It was cannibalism sure, but we were hungry. 
      Then one day she turned on me and murdered me; I wondered if I would be good eating. 
 
 
 
 
 
The Cruelty of Virtual Reality 
 
     I wondered why Virtual Reality (VR) was so cruel and violent. It was as if people had a grudge 
against society and other people. Most VR involved battle and plague and one could die in the 
VR quite easily. And this was irrevocable death. When in VR, you appeared as a hologram while 
your real body was in a state of dreams/sleep. But if you died in VR your body quickly 
decomposed and was removed by cleaning robots. 
    I was afraid to go to VR, and die like a dog, but most people were in it and admittedly life was 
dull and boring outside of VR. But better to be bored than dead, I reflected. 
     But I had a nice lover now, and life was sublime, but one night she sent me to VR while I was 
sleeping, and I soon died there in the middle of a battle. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Happiest Place in the Universe 
 
      I heard it through the grapevine that the electors of Venus 21, were going to make me 
mayor. Frankly I was surprized. The electors were 12 in number and generally rich and 
progressive. But I was a total progressive and I wanted to turn Venus 21 into a hub of 
manufacturing and production. Like air cars that could stand the crushing Venusian barometric 
pressure and luxury goods for the many rich of Venus. And steel and strong glass for building. It 
was the year 2161 and millions and millions lived on Venus. I was also progressive socially. I 
wanted to force everyone to be happy. We’d use neo lie detectors and determine if they were 
really happy and if not, they needed to see a shrink. If that didn’t work, they’d be sent to Rehab 
and have genetic therapy to change their brains. I aimed to make Venus 21 the happiest place 
in the universe. People would come from far and wide in order to be happy. And we would 
have every luxury for the people including android sex dolls and new drugs. 
      So, I became mayor. But many people were unhappy and didn’t want their brain changed. 
The horrors they said. I said, “Well then we’ll just hypnotise you to change your mindset 
through benevolent post-hypnotic suggestion.” This they were willing to do at first. But as time 
went on, many were still unhappy, and I was afraid the discontent would spread so I forced 
them all into brain therapy. 
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Haunted 
  
   I said to the girl, “What’s that noise?” She said, “It sounds like a man dragging an axe over the 
floor!” I said, “You are just trying to frighten me. And you are doing a good job of it.” She said, 
“But of course you are here to protect me.” We opened the doors to the other rooms in the 
building we were in, and found there was no one here. “We are haunted,” I said “For all the 
questionable things we’ve done like killing my grandfather for his money. We both heard what 
appeared to be a man dragging an axe in our house at separate times.” She said, “It couldn’t be 
an aural hallucination, since we both hear it.” It was hard to get a good sleep in with the noise. 
We were nervous wrecks. Finally, we moved to a new house, but the noises continued, and we 
both ardently wished that we could bring grandfather back to life. So, we pooled our money 
and cloned him. Then the noises only got worse and finally we both overdosed and died. 
 
 
 
 
 
  World of Matricide and Patricide 
 
      I thought to myself, this World is a real horror. Every girl was required to have at least twins 
every year and the children were bred for patricide and matricide. It was really quite scary. 
      And the powers that be believed in the new generation of killers. 
      The leaders themselves were all in their twenties and had no time for old fogies. 
      I was one of the last of the old generation to die, my kids seemed to have some respect for 
me as a former famous author. But finally, one of my sons stabbed me to death, and as I lay 
dying, “I begged him to spare his mother.” He told me, “All old-fashioned people had to die. 
They are a vexation to youthful spirits.” 
 
 
 
 
 
Spies in the Head 
 
     I wanted, a more equitable society. But all I got was harassment by the spies. The spies 
poisoned my lovers against me and so too my friends. 
     I told them, “They could f—k right off.” Then they somehow got into my head and forced me 
to kowtow to the powers that be. Just be glad we haven’t killed you they said. 
     But they had made me miserable and lonely. I was afraid to seek out new lovers as they too 
would get the head treatment. 
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     Finally, I killed myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
The Horror of the New American Empire 
 
     I said, “It sounds like state-sponsored terrorism, with the USA sending battle troops into 
chaotic World situations and killing many civilians. The President wanted a new American 
Empire and wanted to take over the governments of many sovereign states. And many 
governments welcomed the chance to join the USA… But they realized quickly that Americans 
were taking over their economy and most people in their respective countries were wage 
slaves. There seemed to be no end to the abuse in this World. And many wage slaves were 
abused by their masters. Some cried out it was a horrific World, but the World media didn’t 
cover it.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Reprogramming the Love Androids 
 
      I fornicated with the androids of Neptune’s Moon Triton.  But it was a dangerous game. If 
you didn’t please the android lovers, they’d try to kill you. Initially the androids were peaceable 
and non-violent, but a woman named Wilma, reigned here for a while and reprogrammed 
them. So, if one was going to love an android, it had better be good. And you had to really like 
the love dolls. Not just use them for sex. 
      But I prided myself on being a consummate lover, but then one love doll wanted violent sex 
and I gave it to her, but she suddenly grabbed my throat and was very strong and I died. Such 
were the horrors of Space. Of course, the punishment for murder was genetic therapy in 
Rehab., but she was bored of her brain anyway. 
 
 
 
 
 
Murder on Mercury 
 
       I felt that I had done my share for the people of Mercury. I had been mayor of the largest of 
four colonies for six years and had presided over a quintupling of the population to 10,100. It 
was a rich colony as we had a lot of metals and solar power. And tourists came here to see the 
wildlife. It was the year 2106 and we had Mercurian djinnis and leprechauns and centaurs and 
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nymphs etc. etc. All the wildlife were powered by solar power and were types of androids. The 
djinnies in particular were popular for granting wishes, but they would twist the wish around 
and give you bad nightmarish scenarios.  For example, if you wished to be famous you might 
find yourself the most famous latrine cleaner in the Universe. And if you met a leprechaun you 
would be in for trickery and shenanigans. Nymphs meanwhile wanted to love you and centaurs 
liked to party and so on and so forth… 
    I had the Planet buzzing with tourists, but my successor blew it and cheated all the tourists 
and blamed it on me. So, tourists came hunting for me and finally, one of them murdered me. 
What a waste! I figured as I lay dying. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sybaris on Triton 
 
      They were the debauched survivors of a hedonistic colony on Neptune’s Triton Moon. They 
had a nuclear meltdown and only a few escaped to orbit this Moon. Previously this Moon had 
attracted numerous hedonistic tourists who wanted all out debauchery. The colony was called 
Sybaris. 
      But selling foreigners real estate had also been great business including ocean melted 
territory. 
       But there was bad news from Earth. Apparently, they’d had WW III between America and 
its allies and China/Russia/India and their allies. The whole world apparently burned. And even 
in Antarctica there were biological weapons loose in the general populace. 
       So, the ten of us 4 men and 6 women were stuck here for the foreseeable future. And we all 
suffered from cabin fever and drove each other nuts in the close confines of the orbiter.  
Finally, one of the men killed the other 3 and so was the only man amongst 6 women. The 
women wanted him dead on the one hand, but on the other hand they wouldn’t be able to 
survive without a male. They had eternal youth, so lived on and on, but the man had sabotaged 
the sperm and egg banks. So, they were stuck with him. But he did get all six pregnant several 
times and their children grew up according to the education he wanted to give them, namely, 
to live to worship him. 
      Then he had some trouble with one of the boys, so he decided to kill all his male 
descendants and loved his female children sexually… when they became 16.  The girls were too 
young to resist him. 
 
 
 
 
 
One Way Ticket to Paradise 
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        To me, this World was a horror story. Everyone in this World was gay and/or androgynous. 
I wondered how the Supercomputer could have sent me here. I didn’t belong. The computer 
said, “Don’t those androgynous babes turn you on?” I said, “No, not at all. 
       So, then the Supercomputer sent me to a World of pretty flowers. And I met a nymph here. 
The nymph said, “She knew all about me and wanted to love me!” So, I went for it and it was 
sensuous and great. But then she said, “I had to stay with her forever.” I said, “It’s a big wide 
World out there…” She said, “No, coming here was a one-way ticket. You can never leave.” I 
spoke into the air, “Computer!” But there was no response. It had never failed to respond to 
me before. 
        The nymph spoke and said, “I am your perfect lover…” And I wondered if this was some 
kind of test? I sulked alone for a few days. Then I decided to love the nymph again. And after a 
few days she did seem to be a real soul mate. But I told her, “I was a futuristic writer.” And she 
said, “Your future begins and ends here with me.” 
        So, I refused to love her and went off sulking again. I kept shouting in the air, “Computer!” 
After a few weeks it was obvious that I was stuck here. So, I took my own life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mirror, Mirror 
 
     “Mirror, mirror on the wall, who is the brightest of all?” I asked. ”The Supercomputer mirror 
said, “It is a scientist who lives in deep space, 3 years journey.” I asked, “What could he/she 
teach me?” The mirror said, “This man had a new physics, which allowed Spacecraft to fly faster 
by a factor of 8. And he is surrounded by a number of super genius women. You’ve never had a 
super genius woman!” It said. I said, “How can I increase my intelligence to match him?” It said, 
”It’s a bridge too far; you would go insane if you improved your mind to that degree. But this 
scientist can handle more and more intelligence.” And I asked the mirror, “How can I get a 
super genius woman?” “You are not bright enough,” it said. 
      So, I shattered the mirror with my fist and cut my jugular vein on the broken glass and died. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dancing to Earth’s Tune 
 
      So, I said to the girl, “We had to dance to the tune of the Earth’s Supreme leadership.” 
Which meant we had to give all our profits back to the government except for 10%. Still even at 
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10%, Space real estate was valuable and profitable. And we made a good living here on Venus. 
The air pressure here was a problem but we lived underground but controlled the tunnels in 
various areas. 
     Many were obsessed with the concept of loving on Venus and many famous celebrities had 
come here to live in the tunnels and caverns.  
     Some even wanted to build skyscrapers despite the enormous air pressure. Which was now 
doable. So, we finally built domed cities on Venus but there was a horrific aspect to it: most 
people here were mad and dangerously unstable. And would murder others at the drop of a 
hat. 
     She, my former lover, personally was kept in a cage, by her current lover and people thought 
she was a sexy girl and would wank off on her. It was bad surrealism, I thought. And I wished I 
could have saved her from her chains. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Wild Women Rodeo 
 
     In this rodeo, lightweight men rode on the backs of strong women and aimed to lasso “wild 
women.  The wild women were captured in the new jungle of Venus and some couldn’t even 
speak. 
     Venus was now terraformed in the year 2195. After their first and only rodeo, the wild 
women were auctioned off to the highest bidder. I bought some of the really wild ones, but 
they were really dangerous. One hit me with a lamp while I was sleeping, another stabbed me 
with a small knife. But I survived. 
     And the wild women were really good in bed, even those who were virgins. They had 
boundless, crazy energy and it was difficult to keep up with them. 
      I had a harem of 25 of these wild women and loved every one of them hard. But finally, they 
were bored and all of them broke into my bedroom and suffocated me with a piece of debris. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Galileo’s Romance 
 
      I was singing the blues on Jupiter’s Moon, Io. I lived in colony #3, “Galileo’s Romance.” But 
the women here demanded, 50% of your wealth up front as a precondition to love. And they 
enjoyed dumping men and breaking their hearts. 
     My fortune was now only 1/32nd of what is had been and my former loves were living high. It 
was a bad vibe. 
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     And women controlled the government and men had to work jobs that were chosen for 
them. But they were not paid for their work and inevitably their bank accounts were zero. And 
then they’d be trapped on Galileo’s Romance forever. Few got out while they still could, most 
told themselves, they would eventually find love here. Most of the women were extremely 
attractive and fiendishly clever. And men fell slavishly in love with them. 
      Men dreamed of being kept in cages by the women here. And no one believed in romance, 
just sex. 
     But in my case, I had high ratings so many women wanted to love me, and they wore me out. 
     However, then one woman was dissatisfied with me and had me executed. I figured no one 
would care. 
 
 
 
 
 
Marooned on Planetoid X 
 
       I was having trouble connecting with female holograms, living on Planetoid X. No girl 
wanted to come here neither human nor hologram. My job on the Planetoid was to oversee the 
power system and I was an engineer. It was a well-paying job, but I had signed a twenty-year 
contract and had to work alone most of the day and there were no available women here. I 
gradually fell into a depression. I tried to hook up with holos on Earth net and had at least some 
love. But it wasn’t the same as a real woman. And wanted to die, so I hung myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 Turned into a Toad 
 
     I’d been changed by the government into a toad. I still had my mind, but, I was horny for 
female toads. And I liked just sitting beside an attractive female. Then one day I caught the 
attention of a human Princess. And finally, she kissed me and got warts as a result, so she then 
hunted me down and killed me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Engineering Bees 
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     I was wondering aloud, “Why everyone on this Moon, Mirabel, orbiting Uranus, was so 
serious?” They said they were busy doing science and building up machines to make living here 
Utopia. Busy as bees. 
       I told, “The ‘bees,” the whole idea of Utopia is to live pleasurably, and they were working 
double-shifts in their engineering and science.” 
       So, I started a business for clever tourists to come here and do new, illicit drugs, far 
stronger than heroin.  And we were all spaced out in Lotus Land. The drugs wreaked havoc with 
our liver and kidneys, but we just got new stem cell organs. We had amazing dreams on the 
drugs (which stimulated the imagination), and wrote the dreams down and sold them for big 
bucks. We were all talented dreamers who enjoyed the thrill of Space. 
       But then suddenly the scientists arrested us and tried us for “Illicit hedonism.” They found 
us guilty and the punishment was brain surgery to make us just like the busy bees. “The 
horrors,” I said. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Murder in Space 
 
       I opined that people these days tended to suffocate their lovers with attention. Of course, 
on this Moon of Uranus, Puck, it was a very small Moon and all 50 of us had cabin fever. There 
was simply nothing else to do besides romance your lover. Most of us here were monogamous. 
But 10 were bisexual and loved one another loosely. 
      Then one day we had our first murder, and we had a meeting about it and decided to punish 
the murderer with brain surgery. Some of our robots could do brain alteration. But we were all 
saddened it had come to this. 
      That year we had 12 murders and 16 guilty murderers. We gave them all brain alteration, 
but we told Earth we wanted out. But Earth was busy with wars and plague and told us we 
were on our own. 
       I figured Space would be a horror for any colony and when we communicated with other 
Space colonies, we learned they had severe problems with suicide and murder, especially the 
former. But we had no suicides here, for some reason. I guess the reason was it was a good 
place. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Erasing Memories 
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     I’d been thinking, what if we could create a World with no memories? One would be 
educated of course, and remember that, but upon reaching 18, one would not remember their 
experiences. This was good in that it eliminated bad experiences; and in this cruel World most 
experiences were negative. I created this city/World on Moon Ganymede, orbiting Jupiter. And 
everyone seemed to be happy. But UN scholars decried my new city and said it was a crime 
against humanity to make a virtue out of forgetting. I said, “It’s just like being a heavy drinker 
on Earth and forgetting the previous night.” 
     And so finally, they arrested me and reformatted my brain and deported the colonists back 
to Earth. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Slandering Bozo 
 
      I jokingly referred to our leader as “Bozo,” but she didn’t like it when she heard about it. So, 
she used her power as mayor of New Detroit on the Moon, to arrest me and torture me in her 
dungeon.  The horrors. When I was finally released ten years later, my back was broken, and I 
was doubled over and could hardly walk. The former mayor had been indicted on charges of 
crimes against humanity including 12 people she tortured. But doctors told us victims that we 
needed a new body and that they would like to remove some of the horrific memories in our 
brains. But I wanted to remember every moment and finally, I gunned down the ex-mayor 
while she was coming out of her trial. But then I was charged with murder and sent to the 
infamous Luna prison where I was raped and even poisoned. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cursed Fate of a Superhuman 
 
     I said to all who cared to listen, “That I was a superhuman created in the lab.” People 
believed me given the current World milieu and wanted to share my wisdom. But I told them, it 
is not a free service, they had to pay for consultation. But this aggravated many who said I was 
greedy and a disgrace to the human race. So finally, a mob attacked me and hung me, and I 
died. 
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The Disappearance of Radicals 
 
      I voiced my opinion, “Life was, and always had been, a struggle to survive.”  The girl said, 
“For the royalty, life has largely been a giant panacea.” But I said, “Now we are all living like 
royalty, except we lack power.” She answered, “To actually want power is to be crazy.” I said, “I 
beg to differ, power is something everyone strives towards. Everyone wants promotions in their 
job and new lovers and children to control and love.” 
       She replied, “It’s all madness!” 
      And she told me, “She used to be a radical like me, but government agents had altered her 
thinking and you seem to be right, but she couldn’t go there and follow me.” 
       I said, “I am not surprised. The government doesn’t like radical thinkers and many who 
seemed to have good ideas disappeared from the radar.” 
       And I said, “They’ll no doubt come for me one day. The horrors.” 
 
 
 
   
 
Mandatory Virtual Reality 
 
     I was in a difficult situation. I was caught in the crossfire between the warring sides. On one 
hand were the Earth police, on the other hand were the upstarts on Venus. The Venusians 
wanted a World where everyone was required to fall in love and spend all their time pursing 
love, the UN police wanted only Virtual Reality for the people here. VR, they said, was much 
more exciting than mere love affairs. In VR, love was just a small part of it. It was hard to 
believe they could come to blows over such trivial matters. But there was a brief war in which 
the Venusians lost and henceforth we all had to join VR. But the VR was dangerous and many of 
us died. But Space was a horror and so too Earth. The UN claimed that life had always been 
dangerous, and this was nothing new. And they sent those who didn’t want to go to VR Worlds 
to a trial with capital punishment as a Reality. 
 
 
 
 
 
Excitement on Venus, the Mad Colony 
 
     There were several colonies on Venus, the most obscure one was the Mad Colony. Here 
people drove each other completely crazy and everyone was on anti-psychotic drugs and even 
the shrinks were insane. So gradually people immersed themselves in video games and ignored 
the other colonists. There were 200 people here. Now everyone lived in their own cell deep 
below ground and the Earth Net was their lifeline. They even played romantic Virtual Reality 
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games and loved people on Earth, Virtually. Most of the colonists wished they were back on 
Earth, but all had signed a contract to stay here for life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Woman Who was Hard to Please 
 
       I was wandering around Luna and saw numerous crater mines for water and metals. But not 
all was right on the Moon, the government was a tyranny and cruel. And privately most of the 
citizens were upset and aghast. But in public almost everyone went along with the female 
tyrant. Many said they were in love with her. 
      But she required all men to love her wildly and if she was disappointed, she would have 
them executed. I was one of the ones who pleased her, and she rewarded me with gold. But I 
was expected to use the gold to create golden clothes to wear. And golden jewelry for her 
I tread carefully but finally in a fit of pique, bored with me, she had my head on a platter. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Schizophrenic Dog 
 
      I was certified insane as a schizophrenic. I was convinced the spies were in my head. I would 
talk to myself and talk to the voices. I heard my ex-boyfriend in my head, and he urged me, “To 
come back to him! So, I went to him and told him, “I would be his slave.” He said, “OK, I’ll take 
you back.” And so, he put a leash on me and introduced his friends to his new “dog.”  He had 
another girlfriend who he loved while I watched, and he rarely had sex with me. But now the 
voices told me to bark like a dog and pee on fire hydrants and play fetch. It was all so 
demeaning. But finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. So, I bit him on the jugular vein, and he died 
with no one else around. Then the voices chastised me and told me to advertise to be a pet in 
space. Finally, a space going gentleman picked me up and stabbed me with his dick and took 
me into deep space, which was fine by me. 
 
 
 
 
 
Android Love Doll Luck 
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     I was lonely and no woman wanted me because I was so poor. So finally, I scrounged up 
enough cash to buy an old android love doll. I bought her from another poor man who had 
nevertheless got hold of a later model of love doll. 
    But my love doll was jaded and said, “She didn’t like me, and she wanted me to sell her to a 
rich man.” I said, “No rich man wants an older model like you.” But I finally sold her to another 
poor man and used the profits to buy another love doll. This one and I clicked and had a fine 
time. And she asked me to marry her. So, I did. We had a lot of good times together, but then 
one say she stabbed me to death for no apparent reason. As I lay dying, I felt that I had had bad 
luck. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Death of a Nymphomaniac 
 
     She was a nymphomaniac now. She’d been a shy wallflower previously, but now was 
aggressive and bold in her quest to find sex and love. She had herpes and AIDS and the only 
safe way to have sex with her was to wear a condom and boxer shorts. But few men did and so 
caught herpes for sure. Men said that she was evil. She preyed upon drunken men in the bars 
and was very attractive at first sight. 
      Finally, one of the men she’d infected with herpes, strangled her to death. Herpes was now 
curable so after he killed her the murderer got cured. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
She Hated Men 
 
     She was a cold, calculating bitch, she was a homewrecker and seduced many men with her 
wiles. 
     She was angry at the World, especially about men in general. 
     But she was playing a dangerous game and finally one of the men shot her in the heart and 
she died. She had thought she would live forever with eternal youth on the horizon. 
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Driven Insane by Mind Reading 
 
      Mind Reading Technology (MRT) was widely thought as the solution to all the World’s 
problems. But in fact, it just made most people insane. Everyone it seemed was having mental 
problems. And everyone was paranoid. It wasn’t the Utopia they said it would be. Murders 
were par for the course now and it seemed everyone was a murderer. They tried to rehabilitate 
the murderers but there were so many of them, including most of the leaders, so they finally 
gave up. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Thrill of Lovicide 
 
     I said, “I had committed murder of my lover, it was femicide, it was lovicide. But she was 
cheating on me almost every day and didn’t care about my feelings. It was good I killed her so 
she couldn’t break any more hearts.” 
    My new love said, “You deserved better.” 
    I replied, “Yes and I’m glad I found you.” 
    But these days of lawlessness on Earth and in Space, make love a dangerous game to play. 
But some said, it only added to the thrill. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Big Purple One 
 
      For the people on Venus, polls showed their greatest fear was the unknown. But they 
created all sorts of fanciful creatures with unknown potential. It was a free for all, but they 
created many dangerous monsters. Finally, the monsters absorbed the populace and got in 
their heads, driving them insane. Venus was now under control of the “Big Purple One,” a 
mastermind who wanted to take over Earth as well. Little was known about him, except his 
mind was different from humans and his motives were murky. 
     So, the Big Purple One, infiltrated Earth governments and proved himself a capable 
administrator and finally was elected to the now all-powerful position of Secretary General of 
the UN. A monster had taken over and no one seemed to care. 
 
 
 



15 
 

 
 
 
Downfall of an Intellectual 
 
     She said, “You allowed to have yourself changed from a great intellectual into a mouse of a 
man. You are not the man she used to know,” she said. 
       I asked, “Can you put me back to the way I was before?” She said, “She had contacts in the 
underground that might be willing to help restore your personality and memories.” 
      So I went for it, but she said, “You are not the same and I don’t like you anymore.” So, I did 
the right thing and killed myself. 
 
 
 
 
Killed by a Spirit 
 
     I was talking to a ghost, a woman in white, who was haunting me. I asked her, “Why me?” 
She said, “She’d come for me and it was time for me to die.” But I resisted and so she screamed 
and shouted at me… And I ran about crazily. But finally, she smothered me, and I couldn’t 
breathe and died. 
       
 
 
 
 
A Bloodthirsty Woman 
 
       She lived in a tomb in a graveyard in Taipei. 
       Over the past three years she’d murdered 55 people alone in the night. She would appear 
to them and ask them if they wanted to “get lucky?” Then while they debated her request, 
she’d stab them in the heart. 
       She was a true heartbreaker… 
       “She was the night, she was a lovely sight.” She said. 
        In time she became known for her “Death Poetry.” She wrote eloquently about death in 
many ways. 
        Sometimes she scared people by drinking her victims’ blood before killing them. She chose 
to bite them in the neck, getting the artery. 
        And she would talk to her dead grandmother at her grave and would get answers to all her 
questions. Her grandmother would urge her to kill as many people as possible and burn their 
bodies. She would then deposit the burnt bones in one of the many tombs around Taipei. 
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The Ghastly Woman 
 
      Finally, I decided to kill my lesbian lover. She was just using me for sex. 
And I hated her and her sunflower paintings which were a vexation to my spirit. 
       I was told I had a ghastly face and voice, but some women lesbians were attracted to me. In 
a morbid kind of way. 
     After the murder there were many suspects as the victim was hated by many. And they read 
the minds of the suspects but couldn’t find the guilty party.  So, they deduced that the killer had 
the crime erased from their memory by the one who ordered the killing in the first place. So, 
they hypnotised them all and finally sussed out both the killer and the woman who ordered it. 
And I was the one who ordered it. 
 
 
 
 
 
Vengeance of a Victim 
 
     She’d had half her brain blown off by a gun at close range but by the miracles of modern 
science they reconstructed her brain and she lived again. But she didn’t want to attract any 
attention lest the killer came for her again. And filed her obituary saying she’d died where she’d 
been shot, a thousand miles away. Now was the time for revenge. She chased the killer to 
Virtual Reality and killed him there and then killed others in the organization after seducing 
them. 
     Some people said the only way to get away with murder these days was to be a total 
stranger to the deceased. 
 
 
 
 
Hallucinations Speak 
 
     She was hallucinating. So, she went to a shrink. The shrink told her to ignore the “visions.” 
One day in a restaurant she shouted out to the people, “I’m not gay. And stop talking about 
me.” 
    And that’s how it went with her. Aural hallucinations in particular. People in her head kept 
calling her gay and asshole and ugly. “It was all a smear campaign,” she told others. And she 
said, “She may seem insane but actually was totally sane, despite everything.” 
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Hacker’s Paradise 
 
     I had a bone to pick with Mr. Green. Mr. Green was a man who had swindled me while acting 
as my financial advisor. And I found myself homeless and dependent on charity. But the charity 
workers were quite impressed with my life and said things like, “My seeds had fallen on barren 
ground.” And finally, they put me in charge of a local charity, and I found purpose. And I applied 
to UNICEF and got a high position there. And finally, I was in charge of CARE USA. I wanted to 
change the World and have everyone be honest with one another so we sold neo lie detectors 
which were foolproof, and anyone could afford one. And with honesty came kindness. And set 
in motion a new World. 
       “But then I got swindled again with a man hacking into my accounts. And I couldn’t pay my 
bills and my charity abandoned me as a wastrel and a madman, they had been poisoned 
mentally with the hackers’ spiel. There was no end to people screwing you. And I wondered 
when could they stop the hackers? There were so many hackers, it was beleaguering.  
        The Internet turned into a place to swindle and cheat people and many people gave it up 
altogether. 
        Some argued, we had to return to pre-Internet times. And end the infamy. 
        Others said, the Internet had to be reformed. Still others said the Internet was golden and 
sacred even. 
        But this issue was a highly divisive issue. Some said the World was a Utopia, others said it 
was profoundly Dystopian. But in fact, there was no going back. All progress was good. 
        But all I cared about was vengeance against Mr. Green. And I used my newly learned 
hacker abilities to take away all his money. But then he came for me and roasted me over hot 
coals… 
 
 
 
 
Kowtowing to the New Queen 
 
     She said, “If she was Queen, she would force all women to wear lots of make-up and get 
plastic surgery on their faces and bodies. All women should try their best to be attractive, she 
said. And all women should work as prostitutes, at least part time. All sex diseases were cured 
and so why not?” 
      She ran for mayor of Detroit. And was white but got elected all the same. And she instituted 
a new by-law requiring women to be presentable. As for the men they had to be proud of their 
women, while dominating them. Some women complained, saying it shouldn’t all be about 
pleasing men. But she said, “The trend was sweeping the World and women had to kowtow to 
it.” 
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Forced into Prostitution 
 
     The male spirit finally took control of me and I loved him. He said, “He was a reincarnation of 
Casanova and he loved me hard.” But I was upset at his philandering and so finally I poisoned 
him. Then I was on the run and lived in my car, but finally they shut down all my bank accounts, 
so I had to turn myself into a prostitute for money. It wasn’t so bad, and they got me hooked on 
pleasurable drugs like heroin. In fact, life was lovely. And I often had sex with my pimp who was 
a swell guy. 
 
 
 
 
 
Horror During Covid 
 
     I was on a cruise ship of the Caribbean in April of 2020. We couldn’t get a port to take us in. 
And the Corona virus spread rapidly. We were trapped on this death ship. Quarantined in our 
cabins. Finally, we docked at Bermuda and were free. My wife and I were not sick and after 14 
days in a hotel were free to go. We were both elderly and thought we had dodged a bullet. But 
then we both got Covid-19 and were on ventilators and we struggled to breathe, and it was 
horror. But we survived. And then we both caught lung cancer (we were both smokers) and 
died horrible deaths. 
 
 
 
 
      
Future Femicide/Lovicide in Cold Blood 
 
     And I took courses in, ”Future Violence.”  
     My death was predicted soon, but I fought it.  
     The girl said, “You are selfish and greedy.”  
     Mind Reading Technology only drove her away from me. 
     So, I self-flagellated myself and resolved to be a monk and forget her. 
       But she still pursued me. I told her, “She wasn’t welcome in my life!”  But she said, “She’d 
never leave me no matter what!” Finally, I couldn’t stand her anymore and killed her in cold 
blood. And I knew I would be executed for this. But strangely the jury found me innocent and so 
I lived on. 
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Horror at Sea 
 
     In a distant day, I tried sailing in a catamaran. But I was chased by mechanical giant squids 
who wanted to sink our boat. It was all hands stabbing a giant squid. And then we were 
followed by mechanical sharks which scared us. 
     Then the engine failed and left us at the mercy of the winds. 
      It was rough seas, and we were all seasick. 
      It was a trip from Hell… 
      But our boat was equipped with multi-loading harpoons to defend ourselves and some of us 
even had lasers. But finally, a group of Pteranodons, swooped down and devoured us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Risking Death in Virtual Reality  
 
     I told the girl, “I was looking for horror.” She said, “I’d come to the right place.” She said, “Let 
me introduce my Virtual Reality of horrors!” And she said, “I had two choices: risk death and 
possibly become King or just be a tourist who would disappear from VR when death was near.” 
I elected for the former. “But I quickly found out I was a valuable slave who was designing more 
Worlds of horror for my master the King and worked all day and all night (anti-sleep pills made 
sleep unnecessary). And if I didn’t do well, I’d be punished in oh so many ways. And there was 
no escape.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Slave on Mercury 
 
       I’d lost my sister. And I toiled all day in the mines of Mercury. I spent my meager earnings 
on comfort for my mind. I had a poor education and so had no options. I wanted to be part of 
Space, but my job was total slavery. The rulers of Mercury told us to be glad they didn’t use 
robots and take away our jobs. 
      We were all miserable and the suicide rate amongst the workers was 20% per annum. 
Finally, I too succumbed to death by my own hand. Nobody cared. 
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Changing into an Orc 
 
   I remember seeing an Arab orc. He was a monster, but was rich. 
    He had seized my wife and I went to tell the authorities all about it, but finally I realized they 
were orcs too. And orcs were everywhere. The whole of Earth’s life had been usurped overnight 
by orcs. 
     How did they do it, I wondered? It was just like the film, “Invasion of the Body Snatchers.” 
     And then the orcs turned into apes, just like, “Monkey Planet,” by Pierre Boulle. And why 
was I a survivor? Then I looked at myself in the mirror and found I too, was an orc and was 
changing into an ape and then who knew what was next? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Genetic Secrets 
 
      Gruesome murders were occurring in the year 2030. No one knew who had done them; the 
victims were apparently random. After 25 murders were linked to the same killer, they used 
new DNA testing on everyone to get their genetic code. Some said, it was too much power. 
And they found the killer who turned out to be female. And she was given the death penalty 
and duly dispatched. 
      But everyone was afraid now of all their genetic secrets coming to light. People would judge 
them based on their DNA potential. Even the supercomputers predicted what a miserable life 
everyone would have. They seemed to take a sick enjoyment in telling homo sapiens they were 
doomed and so vulnerable. 
 
  
 
 
 
Love at Gunpoint 
 
    I hated my boyfriend. He treated me like a chattel. But we had been together too long to 
back out now, I figured. I tried to change him, but all my love apparently wasn’t good enough. 
And he was very possessive regarding me, which flattered me somewhat. 
      But finally, he regarded me as “An albatross around his neck.” And he said to me, “To be 
gone.” But I wouldn’t take no for an answer. So, I finally loved him at gunpoint and eventually 
he grabbed the gun and shot me dead. Afterwards witness after witness said I, the girl had 
tormented him to no end and deserved to die. 
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The Dead King 
 
     Here phantasms of the dead King appeared to everyone in public and in private. People 
demanded answers from their Supercomputers. The Supercomputers pointed to one 
Supercomputer in particular as being behind it. But they said no reason to worry about it. But 
then the dead King started talking in people’s heads demanding that they clone him and bring 
him back to life. People said, it was an outrage. And people sensed a coup d’etat.  
     But finally, the people were overwhelmed by the King in their brains and granted his wish. 
But then he reappeared to people and demanded they give all their money to the clone who 
was born in an 18-year-old body with a lifetime of memories based on those of his Queen. 
      Most didn’t want to give and instead plotted against the clone of the King, but finally the 
clone in question, took power and ruled like a tyrant. He blamed the people for the King’s death 
and forced everyone to worship him as a God. So, everyone had to kowtow to him. And he 
ruled forever and ever. 
 
 
 
 
 
The Evil Baron 
 
       Billy Demon would blackout when he killed someone, he had been hypnotised to do so, so 
he wouldn’t get caught. He killed according to his master’s wish. He didn’t even know who he 
was killing. And the master had several people like him. The master was a baron in the 
hierarchy and sought to rise to be King. Critics said he was a murderous thug. But he was a 
powerful baron and made a lot of friends amongst the aristocracy of this dull planet, Mercury. 
But the powers that be, said he was an anathema and arrested him and his assassins. Finally, 
they announced that the baron had been wiped off the map and people would just have to get 
used to it. 
 
 
 
 
The Chosen One 
 
       I said, to the girl, “You must be crazy to think that you are ‘the chosen one.”’  She said, “Her 
destiny was to rule the Earth!” She said, “The first step was to win the Presidency of the USA 
and then take control of the UN. America is the greatest military power she said, and what 
America says goes.” And she said, ”She was a former colonel in the reserves. And knew all bout 
America’s military might. The only reason she was not a general is her ideas were controversial, 
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and unpopular amongst the military.” She wanted, “To rule as Queen of horror. And amuse the 
people with ghosts and scary life. And rule by her and her crazy friends.” 
     So, she was elected Queen for a four-year term, and she brought the people horror and 
madness non-stop. Like they had to grovel Online when attending her speeches which everyone 
had to attend. And like the dark eye of Sauron, she killed off those who didn’t kowtow to her 
and promoted those who admired her. 
 
 
 
 
 
Fear of the Unknown 
 
       She said to me, “There’s no way I am going along with you. Your plan to keep everybody 
scared is moot.”  I said, “People have a fundamental need to fear many things. And I am just 
continuing the tradition only with new fears. Like fear of the future and fear of police who were 
an anathema. And fear the spies will get in your head and drive you mad. And fears of 
overdosing and dying like a dog. Fear of being enslaved. And above all fear of the unknown.” 
 
 
 
 
 
What Madness Lies Ahead 
 
     I said, to her, “Life is overrated. We live and we die and hopefully get some kicks along the 
way. And the future is bunk; it just doesn’t matter, and our deeds today will be forgotten in the 
near future.” She said, “For sure the future will be totally unlike today and is impossible to 
predict.” But she thought, “We have to try our best all the same.” I said, “The future will be out 
of control crazy, and will be a World in which everyone is lost!” She said, “Who knew what 
craziness lies ahead?” 
 
 
 
 
 
Failed Vengeance 
 
      I was horrified. Some madman had slaughtered my wife and family. I vowed revenge. But I 
had so many enemies I didn’t know who had done it. I decided I’d kill all my enemies in drive by 
shootings with the license plates taken off my car, so I couldn’t be identified. But some of them 
had bulletproof glass, so I planted bombs underneath their cars to explode when they started 
their car. 
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     My enemies must have got wind I was reeking death upon them so finally they cornered me 
and cut out my liver and forced it down my throat. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Feud with Dr. Killem 
 
     My World was one of horror. My enemy Dr. Killem, had given me numerous diseases. “Just 
try and survive that!” He said. 
      So, I went to a robotic hospital and the robots said they’d never seen anything like it. I 
passed out and went into a coma. Two years later I awoke feeling dizzy but otherwise good 
except I had no strength in my limbs and couldn’t even sit up. The robot surgeons conferred 
with one another and decided to forget who’d done this to me and just work on my 
rehabilitation. But I pleaded with them not to send me home as Dr. Killem knew my address 
and would probably find out I had been released from hospital alive. 
      But finally, I was 100% and sought vengeance. I waited in the shadows outside Killem’s place 
and finally he emerged with four bodyguards. I stepped forth into the light and killed them all 
with my laser rifle. Shooting for their heads. And as he lay bleeding to death from a laser to the 
throat I said, “Just try and survive that.” And I lasered him in the head a couple of times to 
make sure he couldn’t be revived. 
      But he was cloned unbeknownst to me and his clone came gunning for me. All this I heard 
from the grapevine.  So, I booby trapped my house with bombs and waited across the street for 
several days. Then finally I was awoken by my bombs going off and I opened fire on the men in 
the street. Presently some came running from the back of the house and I gunned them down 
too. 
      I knew they’d clone him again and that this feud was not over… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
He Drove them to Commit Suicide 
 
      Talk about horrific. I had 3 ex-girlfriends commit suicide and died irrevocably. And I 
wondered if it was just bad luck. Finally, I came to realize I must have pushed them too far to be 
intellectuals. I knew they were having a hard time keeping up with me in terms of my book 
writing and had put pressure on them to all be writers. But after the third suicide, I decided no 
more long-term relationships for me, just one-night stands and high-class prostitutes.  
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Blind, Deaf and Greedy 
 
     My World was one of horror.  I was blind and deaf, like Helen Keller, and they couldn’t get 
through to me. I was miserable, but then I learned to have sex and just wanted to have sex with 
everyone I touched. And then Mind Reading Technology (MRT) came, and they taught me to 
speak. I demanded, “Viagra and more and more partners, men or women it didn’t matter to 
me. And I wanted wine and cocaine and yelled and shouted for more”. People told me through 
MRT that I had become a monster and they didn’t know if I could keep on living. 
    So finally, they suffocated me, and I died. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Accursed Earth 
 
     I said there are many horrors in this World, Earth. They read my mind and found that I feared 
sharks above all, so they threw me in a pool filled with Great Whites. One bit off my right arm, 
one bit off my left foot, before I was able to get out of the pool but then one of them jumped 
up and grabbed me and took me back into the water. It seemed this World was everyone’s 
worst nightmare. 
     The leaders of this World were sadistic and cruel. And basically, were androids with no 
feelings for humans. Gradually they killed all humans off and then went after one another. 
Finally, there was no living thing on Earth and a thousand years later there was almost no sign 
that humans had been here. Just some husks of skyscrapers were all that remained. 
      But a thousand years later, settlers from Polaris arrived on Earth and rebuilt the society and 
culture here especially renovating the husks of long abandoned buildings and civilization 
thrived again. But one man studied the history of Earth the most and determined that, “It was 
mankind’s ultimate destiny to die out with no heirs to the various settled worlds. People just 
lived for kicks and now died from their addictions. The planet and all the other planets were 
cursed.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Europan Outpost 
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      The boy was stationed on Europa, Jupiter’s Moon, to guide spacecraft to the entry points to 
the Moon’s oceans, nearby the major settlements. The boy wasn’t necessary, but tourists liked 
to see him as they plunged into the depths of the newly melted ocean with its abundant freak 
sea life. 
      Europa culture involved people doing things they were afraid of in keeping with the new 
tradition on Earth. 
      Some said Europa was the Moon of adventure, others said it was a morbid place in which 
death was inevitable. 
     On Earth everyone was made miserable by the new regime who pushed them to the limit of 
fear. And the government was insanely thoughtless and cruel and yet had managed to take 
over, condemning the race of humankind to disaster and woe. Including Europa. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Reinforcements for the Lonely One 
 
      My worst fear was to be alone and now in the Martian orbiter there were just two of us as 
the other two of our crew had opened the escape hatch and died in empty space. 
      It was just me and the girl of my dreams left. If she died, I would die too. But she was 
depressed, and I couldn’t seem to cheer her up. Earth radioed us and told us to hang in there, 
they were sending 20 colonists in a month’s time. 
      I did everything I could to please her, but she told me, “She was sick and tired of me and just 
wanted to die in peace.” Finally, she too ejected from the escape hatch and I was left alone. On 
Earth some said I was a victim, others said I was a murderer, but finally they read my mind and 
absolved me of guilt. 
     And then in the end, the colonists arrived, but I quickly realized they were just a bunch of 
egotists, who only cared about themselves. Surely Earth could do better, I told Earth station. 
They said, I was the one who was defective. And said, “I drove 3 colonists to suicide.” And I was 
reduced to a figurehead, rather than a wise old hand. So finally, I too went out the hatch to my 
death. And the cycle was complete. 
      But the new colonists didn’t care about my death and just looked to build a brave new 
World on Mars. They left the orbiter and built cities for future colonists of who there were 
many candidates. 
      And the new colonists were carefully studied so as not to be victims of cabin fever or 
suicidal thoughts. 
      It was a brave new World. 
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Changing into an Android 
 
     I said Gorgette, “Tell me it isn’t so!” She replied, “Oh yes, I am turning into an android.” I 
said, “It’s an anathema to do so.” She said, “Androids are built for Space and the Oceans of 
various Moons in our solar system. They can exist anywhere. And they are better lovers, 
communicating, as they do, through mind reading.” 
        I said, but androids are just programmable machines. Do you really want to be 
programmed?” She replied, “Humans are already programmed with hypnosis and advertising 
and are all greedy for material possessions. Androids are superior and don’t care for chattels. 
Especially not to make slaves out of one’s lovers as humans are known to do. And they are 
much stronger physically and emotionally.”  
      But I told her, “She’d ruined my life and I felt compelled to join her as an android. I didn’t 
want to let her get away.” 
       So, we did it, and I didn’t feel comfortable from the start. And she was loving other androids 
and didn’t care about my feelings. I’d let her turn me into a freak and now there was no turning 
back. So, I looked for other android conversion people (most androids were born out of a 
Supercomputer only), and I sought to kindle relationships with them. But they were cold and 
unloving. I wondered what I had got myself into. But then I found a groovy group of android 
conversions who were quite affable. And one of them said, “I’d had hard luck,” but they were 
‘people’ who were ameliorating the ‘human condition.”’ I said, “I’m awful lucky to meet you 
people and could they turn me back into a human?” They said, “Sorry it is irrevocable.” So, I 
had to get used to being an android, and I found my niche as a psychiatrist. I advised new 
androids about how they should live. But increasingly I found myself telling them there was no 
hope for them. So finally, the androids told me I would be, “Shut off.” And so, I remain to this 
day a Virtual statue of hope. And was seldom turned on, but those in the know, turned me on 
looking for advice. It was my raison d’etre. And I advised most of them to find a way to get back 
to humanity, if they could. Some people co-existed as an android and a human, at the same 
time… And had the best of both Worlds. 
 
 
 
 
A Sex Slave 
 
       I said, “It’s a World of horror for me.” I was a female slave chef to one of the UN’s bigwigs. 
And he treated me roughly and even sometimes banished me to my quarters for a few days 
with water but no food. He punished me when he didn’t like the food. So, I was under a lot of 
pressure, to produce food spiced the way he wanted it. 
       But I knew that I was his favorite chef and had to be content with that. 
       Then one day I met a girl cook, a new cook, and she and I hit it off at first. But later I found 
out she had shared with our master, all my secrets, which caused him to dismiss me and I was 
deported from the Moon, Luna, back to Earth. So, on Earth I worked as a new spice developer. 
And I became somewhat famous for my patented spices. 
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       But then I met a woman from Hell, who made me miserable and desperate and made me 
her sex slave. I reflected that the World was turning into a World of slavery and addiction. The 
woman from Hell got me addicted to neo heroin and that was the beginning of the end for me. 
She made me beg for my heroin and whipped me when I could not satisfy her. And she made 
me into a wimp. Whereas men’s sexual ability declined under heroin, her desire only increased. 
I just couldn’t satisfy her. And finally, I couldn’t work and was on welfare, and lived in poverty. 
And so, I became a drug dealer. And in the end, I was arrested and sentenced to 10 years hard 
time. But I could not bear it, and so killed myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
Bad Ex 
 
      I was lost in the darkness. I had escaped from my abusive boyfriend but staggered and fell 
many times in the dark forest. 
     I’d stabbed my boyfriend in the stomach and left him to bleed to death. Finally, I came to a 
road and staggered across it until finally I saw a car, I waved it down and it was my boyfriend in 
the car. I guess I hadn’t stabbed him deep enough. I ran for it and could hear him laboring to 
keep up, finally I lost him. And then I waited for daylight in the forest and then I followed the 
road by keeping in the forest parallel to the road. 
     But I knew my ex knew where I lived and where my family lived so I wasn’t out of the woods 
yet. 
 
 
 
 
World of Pain 
 
      I said to the girl, “By all rights, you are a demon and don’t care about anything except your 
own welfare and power.” She said, “That’s not true. I give to charities and treat my lovers like 
Kings.” I said, “I don’t feel like a King around you.” She said, “It was a World of horror and you 
should be grateful for what we have.” 
     I said, “I wanted more; I wanted to be free and happy.” 
     She said, “These days no one is happy. We all had to make compromises to make this World, 
which is ‘the best of all possible Worlds.”’ 
     I told her, “She’d been brainwashed by the powers that be, that misery is happiness whilst 
the leaders live a life of pampered luxury and they are free to do anything they want with the 
people. Lots of lovers, lots of workers and such.” 
      She said, “She was perfectly content.” 
     I said, “Maybe you ARE content, but for me it is a World of horror and pain.” And I said, “She 
was painful to me.” So, I killed her. 
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She Fed him Gruel 
 
      I said, “There is no doubt we live in a World of pain. Women these days are out of control 
crazy and abuse the men to no end. We even had to literally lick their boots.  The women 
thought it was kinky. I felt it was just abuse.” 
      My master told me, “Pain and adversity were good for the soul.” I dared to tell her, “That 
this society was soulless.” She said, “I was a malcontent, and had a bad attitude and that she 
would stop loving me altogether and put me to work in the construction industry.” I said, 
“Nooo, don’t do that, I promise to behave, I do, I do, I do…” 
      So, she hurt me by loving others more than me and fed me gruel and I was scrawny and 
weak. I dared tell her, “My life was one of horror.” She just laughed and said, “I was a spoiled 
brat.” 
      I said, “I could write you love poems if you give me pen and paper.” And she replied, 
“according to law #7862, men would be prohibited from writing or any other artistic pursuit. 
The arts were the domain of women.” 
     She said, “Anyway everyone knows men can’t write; our history books are full of women 
writers only.” 
     Finally, she was tired of my shenanigans and traded me to a notoriously cruel woman who 
made men sing for their supper. And my former master said, “You can show your new master 
how good you are at singing.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Future Cripple 
 
I said, mine is a World of horror. I was crippled by a skiing accident on Jupiter’s Moon, Callisto. 
And the leadership there refused to restore my legs, saying, “I was an entertaining jester and 
showed the people how far one can fall. I was a good omen for the people to see.” I smuggled 
out my life story to Earth, and everyone on Earth laughed at my predicament. Don’t be like 
Henry Adamson (my name) and throw your life away seeking adventure, people would tell their 
children.  
     But when the Castillo government learned of my book, they sentenced me to factory work 
doing a robot’s job. We hope you rot in Hell, they told me. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore 
and offed myself. 
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Mindless and Happy       
 
      I said, “There are millions and millions of possibilities for a World of horror.” I was ruling a 
World in which everyone had been turned into a zombie except for me and 3 others, 2 females 
and one male. Plus, me. 
      Our mission was to fix the zombies and make them sentient like they had been born like. 
But it was a tall order, their brains were basically mush.  
       Still, we carried on, and used Supercomputers to restore their brains as android new 
people. There was no way we could do it organically, they were too messed up. So finally, we 
had created a World of clever androids and they shed their human body and mush of a brain. 
       But, surprisingly, many of them said they were unhappy now and longed for their previous 
existence as a zombie. We told them there was no turning back and they had to move forward. 
But they were all against us, the leadership, and killed all 4 of us and went back to being 
mindless and happy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Turned into a Fly 
 
     I said, “My worst enemy had turned me into a fly, just like the movie, ‘The Fly.”’ Only I was 
tiny not humanoid.  But I couldn’t forget my true love and tried to connect with her by buzzing 
around her head trying to form words in the air. She tried to swat me, and I only pissed her off. 
      Then I read her mind finally and told her of my predicament. She said, “You get what you 
deserve,” she said. 
      I thought to her, “I was the victim of venomous fate!” But she wouldn’t hear me out. I didn’t 
exist for her. 
       So finally, I tried to seduce fly females, who were also former humans. but it was no good, I 
wasn’t attracted to them. 
      In the end, a giant human swatted me, and I died. 
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A Lousy Lover 
 
      I said to the girl, “You know nothing of horror!” She said, ”She’d seen some pretty ugly 
things in her life, just like seeing me.” 
      I said, “I just look ordinary; there’s no horror in that.” She said, “These days to look ordinary 
is to be ugly. And you are an anathema.” 
       So finally, I tried plastic surgery to give me a more handsome face and gave me a six-pack 
abdomen and enhanced my cock. 
       Then I went back to the girl and she said, “You are a freak, an android machine and I don’t 
want anything to do with you!” 
       It seemed I just couldn’t win.  But in the end some women took notice of me and expressed 
an interest in loving me! But they all told me I was a lousy lover. I asked them, what was wrong 
with me and they said things like Je ne sais quoi. They just instinctively didn’t like me. So, in the 
end, I killed myself and I was sure no one would miss me… 
 
 
 
 
 
Trophies 
 
      I was in the World of Virtual Reality which was filled with monsters and I was a hunter. I had 
powerful weapons and the monsters were no match for me. I brought back to my home World 
some trophy heads of the monsters. The trophies appeared to be made of light. Then I went 
into battle as an officer and ordered the slaughter of millions of holograms. Then I was being 
mentally abused by my lover, so I killed her. And the court, which was corrupt, and I had bribed, 
found me innocent. 
      There were some local girls who wanted to hear about my adventures. I told them my 
stories in the best possible light. But they were only convinced I was completely mad and didn’t 
want anything to do with me.  
     So, I suffered as a lone wolf, without love or succour. And I was miserable. 
 
 
 
 
 
Just Another Revolutionary 
 
       There can be no doubt that the case of Alphonse S---, was a landmark case. 
       Alphonse said, “He would go down in history as a lawyer for the miserable. He represented 
all kinds of miserable cases and each one was important to him, culminating in a grand class 
action suit, suing the government for more money and psychiatrists for the poor. And he won, 
making himself famous overnight. But he had made a lot of enemies and there were several 
attempts on his life. Finally, he went into hiding and took on no more cases in person and did it 
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all Online. But he won case after case. Despite the fact that we lived in an enlightened age, 
many people were abused and repressed. Life would never be fair and just.” “But still,” he said, 
“Life goes on.” 
       Many poor people didn’t have enough food to eat especially in the former Third World. To 
him it was unbelievable horror. 
       He said, “It is fine for people to be rich, but they had to help the poor to at least lead a 
noble life of luxury, just like they did.” “It should be a World where everyone is well-off,” he 
said. 
       But, he said, “Some people consider themselves above the ‘masses,’ and want nothing to 
do with the poor and just want to hobnob with the rich and famous.”’        
       He said, “It’s all snobbery.” 
       But finally, he was arrested and tried for treason. Many of his supporters protested outside 
the courthouse. But finally, he was executed and many in the populace ran wild and crazy but 
were in the end put down. 
      But the powers that be were satisfied they had put down the revolution and the future 
looked bright for them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Another World of No Love 
 
       I said, my World was one of horror. I lived in the depressurized tunnels of Venus and we 
were ruled by a tyrant, a female madwoman. She said, “All of our population of 20,000 had to 
sleep with a different partner every night. And there was an increase in population from new 
immigrants of about 250 per month. So, there were many people to love. Most people here 
learned that all love was good. And were totally open-minded. 
      But I fell in love with a girl here and only wanted to love her. But this was not allowed, and I 
was punished for my “obsession.” They told me I couldn’t see her again and that bonds 
between the State and me were all that mattered. 
      I said, “It was an outrage and that the State didn’t matter.” And I said, that, “Love was the 
highest state of being, etc.” But they told me I had another thing coming. 
       My World was one of horror. I was forced to love prostitutes and have sex with as many 
women as possible. The authorities figured it was a good life. 
       I said, “We were all forced to be cheap and shallow and the government was a group of 
misfits who had never been in love and were very weird.”  
       “How did it get this way,” I wondered aloud. 
       And then one girl told me, “I was a ‘dinosaur.’” “And wasn’t keeping step with the feverish 
minds of today.” 
       I said, “There’s no end to the infamy. It is a World of evil and pain for the thinkers!”  
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Just Another Tyrant 
 
 
      I said, “It’s a World of thorough evil. Evil deeds are rewarded, and good deeds make one end 
up in the morgue.” Our chancellor was an evil woman who took all the most handsome men to 
be her slaves. The rest of the people were slaves to her dictates too and toiled for her, to build 
her new palaces, new statues and books about her and songs about her that she liked. And if 
you didn’t do what she pleased, there was only death. And it was typically a slow, painful death. 
      I wondered how did we ever wind up like this? I knew the little history that was permitted 
and therefore I knew that better times were behind us. Now there was only woe. And the 
chancellor was just doing what crazed people of the past did when they had total power. Some 
things never change. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Crime Against Humanity 
 
       It was a true World of evil. Our leader called himself, “The new Hitler.” And he successfully 
waged war on the rest of the World in surprise attacks. Blitzkriegs. And he hated “morons,” 
who didn’t agree with him, and had all “morons” killed. It was hard for leading intellectuals. 
They fled the USA, the new Hitler’s country only to be arrested elsewhere. There was no place 
to hide and the new Hitler, had eternal youth, a brand-new thing, which he shared with his 
assistants and lovers only. Everyone else was mortal and doomed to die, sooner rather than 
later. To know that eternal youth was out there, and one was denied it, seemed like a crime 
against humanity. The horror! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Corrupt World of Horror 
 
       Everyone knew there was a link between madness and horror. But when they introduced 
Mind Reading Technology (MRT) most people went mad and said life had become a horror 
story. But as always, the strong survived or so the authorities claimed. Loving relationships 
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though were full of honesty as well as madness and many said love had risen to a new level. 
More than ever many people sought true love with MRT.   
      People needed permission to get into your mind, but some people were not so careful with 
who they let into their mind. Mostly the common person couldn’t handle it and cracked up and 
had to go for Rehab. The authorities had miscalculated the capacity of the commoners to 
handle MRT. The authorities figured they could handle it by baby steps, but many people 
preyed on one another for money and sex and the commoners were lost. Many said the elite 
were the future anyway and that cyber men would take over soon. The common people had to 
just bite the bullet and get through this difficult period. Some said though that they couldn’t 
even sleep, evil people had given them unforeseen nightmares. There was so much abuse in the 
system. 
     It was a corrupt World of horror, was the general agreement. But everyone agreed there was 
no turning back now. 
 
 
 
 
 
Space is a Horror Story 
 
      Our Moon culture was evil. Evil Prince Harold had usurped power and Earth had no police 
force to police the Moon. Harold even deployed anti-spaceship missiles to discourage any 
attacks from Earth. 
      And Harold, had all the best-looking women in his harem and the best quality men were just 
slaves. 
       Finally, the slaves revolted and reasserted control over the Moon. 
      But after that, Earth was more careful in its vetting of potential space settlers and everyone 
destined for Space needed a UN passport certifying that they were a person of good character. 
But the horror of the emptiness of Space changed people sometimes for the worse. 
       Famous Moon writer Erasmus II, though, chronicled the goings on in the Moon colonies and 
found the vast majority of people couldn’t handle space. There were many pioneer spirits here, 
it was true, but the lawless emptiness drove most pioneers crazy in one way or another. 
Erasmus II concluded that space was a horror story for humans. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pipe Dreams 
 
        I said to the girl, “Her future dreams were just pipe dreams. She was hallucinating and her 
imagination was out of control.” And I added, “Everyone knows that androids will take over 
Earth one day and everyone will be required to be a cyborg. But people weren’t being prepared 
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for this eventuality. It would be sink or swim, just like jumping into an ice-cold lake in which one 
couldn’t survive for long.” And I said, “Her dream of a Utopia was mistakenly thought out. The 
World just didn’t work like dreams. Space was a cold, hard reality and was not for dreamers like 
her. But of course, many people had dreams of Space, but they were all naïve. Indeed, Space 
and horror go hand in hand.” 
      She said, “Space is open, space is free, and is not written in stone.” She added, “Perhaps the 
dreamers will be proven to be right. And Space will be a kaleidoscope of dreams. We just need 
our best people to lead us,” she said. 
 
 
 
 
 
Sycophants in Space 
 
       I said, “This is a World of horror! The government of the UN insisted their leaders be the 
one’s who would colonize space. But these leaders were not so imaginative, but rather were 
ass-kissers and sycophants. 
       I added, “That the sycophants were there, but they needed the leadership of a writer of or 
scientist of substance, not a sycophant. The best writers and scientists are the best people,” I 
figured. 
     She said, “But the UN leaders are masters of compromise and worry about the welfare of 
mankind.” And she added, “Space will not be for maverick madmen like you. Rather it will be a 
continuation of Earth civilization.” I said, “Earth civilization is sick and needs an injection from 
new thinkers. We don’t need ass-kissers running Space.”  And I said, “For the thinking human, 
they are in a World of horror already as the spies are running all over them with impunity and 
no one steps up to say it’s wrong.” 
 
 
 
 
 
Everyone is a Slave 
 
      I said, “Our reality is one of horror. The most evil and ruthless man has seized power on 
Moon Triton, Neptune’s Moon.” 
    “And all the best thinkers here have been forced into sexual slavery. The leader was bisexual 
and wanted to have sex with everyone here.” 
    “And the commoners are forced to labor in place of robots. Our leader had decided it was 
best if all had a job. Commoners liked the weekly paycheck and took pride in their work.” 
    She said, “If you can’t deal with the reality of Space, you can usually kill yourself.” 
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Bad Luck in the Future 
 
     I asked the man, Henry, “If he would do me a favor, and stop playing so loud with his rock 
band. I liked them, they were good, but I couldn’t sleep at night even with ear plugs. I was going 
mad and told him to stop playing at midnight. Otherwise, I’d call the cops.” So, he sent a girl to 
me to make up for it. And she was really hot and good in bed. But the band played on. So 
finally, I moved. But in the new place there were audible arguments and even gun shots. I 
learned there had been 3 separate murders in the building in the last week. So, I moved again. I 
was too poor for upmarket housing in a nice neighborhood and could only afford to live in a 
slum. And the next place I went was to a 50 sq. feet home near the downtown. This seemed 
better but there was a break in, in my humble abode and they stole my ID. This led to a 
nightmarish future for me. I received bills I hadn’t incurred and court challenges for offences I 
had supposedly committed, and my computer was hacked destroying my files of the books I 
had been working on, lost forever it seemed. And they took all my money, what little I had. And 
I was so miserable, I killed myself. 
    Before I passed out, I reflected that the plight of the poor, was horrific indeed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Evil Regime on Mars 
 
      In this evil regime on Mars, everyone had to do at least 2 evil acts in a day. Sometimes it was 
murder, sometimes it was just a broken heart. But the alignment of the leadership was lawful 
evil. So they had respect for the law. But murder wasn’t a crime, whereas falling in love was. 
However, I was having a secret affair with my true love. We met clandestinely and outpoured 
our grievances to one another. We knew that just two people couldn’t do anything about the 
unstoppable juggernaut that was our government. 
      And we were good souls and so were hard-pressed to do evil acts. But we had a lot of 
people who wanted to kill us, so we would kill them one by one.  Finally, the two of us had 
murdered 30 people between us and were each given a promotion. I was promoted to Baron 
and she was promoted to Duchess. In our new posts, we forced evil people to kill one another 
and now the population was down to just 200, from an original 1,100. 
      And the King wanted new recruits, and got some evil minded perverts and potential 
murderers to replenish the ranks and these new recruits were abused and finally, killed here, 
for the most part, though a handful of them were promoted and lived on. 
     The meaning of life here was just to survive. And enjoy the luxuries of life. 
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Assassination of the President 
 
      Tim was a stalker and stalked and killed men he didn’t like. For example, he didn’t like those 
in power. So, he started murdering nearby mayors who were easy targets. He’d go to their 
rallies and shoot them and then disappear in massive smoke screens. He wore a balaclava with 
sunglasses and so could not be identified. 
    But after he had killed 7 mayors, satellite imagery led authorities to his house. So, he came 
out firing his laser and killed a few police before being gunned down. 
    However, there were many copycat murderers who read his manifesto which stated, the 
people in power were fools and something needed to be done about it. And to foment chaos 
and undermine the constitution. And basically, raise hell. 
     So, politicians everywhere were afraid of being assassinated and so, finally they stopped 
appearing before crowds altogether. 
     But one young man who’d read the manifesto got 30 men together and they stormed the 
walls around the white house and gunned down with laser guns, the guards and finally, found 
the President in the west wing and killed him. It was the ultimate terrorist act. And of course, 
the marauders were gunned down themselves, but they died happy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Desperados 
 
       I said, “We live in desperate times, people are falling all over themselves to be happy. Many 
of them courted one another, looking for love, desperately. Some believed in true love, but 
most said, love doesn’t exist, and happiness was bunk.” 
       For those that believed in happiness, the goal to life was to earn a lot of money, and live 
like Kings and Queens, surrounded by riches and glory. And also, to find love in passing. 
      But there were also many desperados who would do anything to gain cash or its equivalent. 
Some would even play Russian roulette, winner take all (of the loser’s money). Or fight duels or 
even limited wars to gain cash. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Tables Turn 
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      My World was one of horror. Our rulers forced us to worship Yahweh and were bad neo-
Jews. And they forced us to work in labor jobs for a pittance in payment. Finally, I organized a 
revolt of the “slaves,” and we killed the leadership. But the leaders were quickly replaced and 
finally they put the revolt down and as the ringleader, they put me in a gibbet and pissed on me 
and threw rocks, but kept me alive, so as to suffer more.  But then there was another revolt and 
this time they were successful and liberated me. I was covered in infections and sores, but I was 
soon cured. And I was a hero to many, and they made me their King. There were few neo-Jews 
left and we took away all their money and reduced them to beggars. Now they were the ones 
living in horror. But we showed them no mercy. 
 
 
 
 
 
Horrors of Anarchy 
 
       It was a World of horrors. All the compass points were horrors. This whole World. 
       Where I lived, in the south, the life expectancy was only 20; people murdered one another 
for no good reason and many committed suicide. 
       I tried to lead the people to a World of peace and quietude, but it seemed that everyone 
was chaotic and mad. Indeed, this World had been settled by chaotic types who wanted the 
freedom to live in anarchy. The initial settlers thought that it was possible to live in benevolent 
anarchy, a World in which everyone was free. But it turned out that they couldn’t agree on the 
structure of society and so it was a wild free for all. Gangs sprang up everywhere and ruled the 
masses. The gangs were ruthless and evil. All women were sex slaves, and most men were 
slaves, too! 
        Gangs were run like pirates and fought their enemies ferociously. 
        And now there was nothing much left to loot and pillage. 
        So, one of the gangs attacked a police ship sent from Earth, but were defeated. And that 
was the beginning of law and order. 
        None of the good people of this planet now believed in anarchy. And the experiment here 
with total freedom set a precedent in that few would want to end up like we had. But the 
survivors put together a sane, lawful World. and eventually created progress and a robust 
economy and many tourists came here to hear first-hand about the horrors of anarchy. 
 
     
 
 
 
 
Leaving Mediocrity 
 
      Ours was a World of maddening mediocrity. People refused to do the right thing. And 
refused to use their brain to maximum advantage. They took the easy way out. No one here 
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wanted to apply themselves to a goal, and just lived off generous welfare generated by the 
Planet’s robots. They spent their days stoned and drunk and laughed the days away. They had 
some poets who everyone respected who wrote about the easy life and what a pleasure it was 
to live in this World. 
     I was a woman who wanted more from life. But everyone told me they all lived in paradise. 
And they had all been educated in the horrors of history and were glad to be in peace and to be 
rich people of leisure. It was a socialist paradise, many said. 
      Then I found a man who also wanted more. He said, “There were many people who could 
achieve success in the arts here. And he intended to inspire them with his plays.” She said, “She 
would like to make plays also.” So, they collaborated on a play about the future in which life 
becomes hard and cruel and is no longer free and easy. 
      But many said, such changes to our society would come from people like us two playwrights. 
We were some of a small minority of dissatisfied people. 
     They said they had created a Utopia, Paradise, and nearly everyone was very happy. 
      In our next play we tried to suggest improving on Paradise to make it more intellectually 
stimulating. But many of them said it was a rocky slope we were on and it might bring everyone 
disaster. And many boycotted our plays. But some were curious and interested. 
     My man told me, “Our best bet was to go elsewhere. This World was ignorant and foolish, 
and our talents were wasted on these people.” It was maddening and even I daresay horrific 
here. 
      So, we left on the annual spaceship and a large crowd came to see us off.       
 
 
 
 
 
 
Painting for the Masses 
 
      Ours was a World of horror. Mistakes weren’t tolerated and you’d be punished for your 
errors. I fell in love with a woman who hated me and tried to make her see the light, but she 
started a campaign to oust me from my post as reporter and succeeded. And then I was 
punished for trying to love an impossible woman. The punishment was no sex for a month. 
They figured that would teach me. I was miserable and forlorn. And I had to find a new 
vocation. So, I chose to become a painter and paint beautiful things and beautiful people. 
I studied the new art of physiognomy and made my subjects’ facial expressions, and indeed 
faces themselves, have meaning. 
     But the vast majority of people didn’t like my paintings and wanted me to paint horrors 
instead. There was plenty of horror here alright, to paint. 
     So, I painted devils and angels, with the devils always triumphing over the angels and people 
liked those paintings. 
     I appeared in the paintings as an angel of light and progress.  
     But finally, the authorities said my paintings were a big mistake and henceforth I was to be 
banned from painting. 
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     The government was so authoritarian and cruel. I hated them and they hated me. But at 
least they let me live. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
World of Sickness and Disease 
 
     There were countless Worlds of horror out there. I was glad I lived in a bad World, not a 
really bad World. Our World was devoid of doctors and medicine. The government liked the 
“natural way.” Some of us were crippled physically and emotionally and couldn’t get help. 
     Yet there were a lot of diseases running rampant. Old diseases like smallpox appeared and 
killed many and in the case of smallpox disfigured people’s complexion, if it didn’t kill you. 
     The average life expectancy was only 28. So we lived for the day and partied every night, 
most of us, anyway. 
     But some of us were so fearful of disease, they lived like hermits and so no one. Not since 
Covid-81, had our World been so sick. 
      My philosophy was to work to change society and train doctors. Other Moons and Planets 
had universal health care and we had a ship come into our Moon, Caliban, orbiting Uranus, 
every month. So finally, everyone was so sick, they finally acquiesced and let in doctors. 
      On Caliban, we figured we’d wasted our lives in ill health and now wanted to make amends. 
And be productive citizens. And believed in progress. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Androgynous Human 
 
     My World of horror was I was a female trapped in a man’s body. And so, I got a sex change. 
But at first men thought I looked too manly and didn’t want to love me. So, I had a lot of plastic 
surgery and gene therapy to look gorgeous. I had a friend who said, ”You just loved women so 
much you wanted to be one.” I thought that was a fair statement. 
      But when I was a woman, I missed having my penis, and considered turning androgynous. 
And so finally, I did. The best of both Worlds I figured. 
      But I was persecuted by many who said I was a freak. They said they wanted me dead and 
that I was a bad influence on the youth. 
       Finally, they cornered me in a bar and cut off my head. 
 
 



40 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Fine Line Between Madness and Imagination 
 
     I said, mine was a World of Horror. Here people wouldn’t listen to reason.  And insisted on 
constant masquerades every night. I asked, “Why can’t you just show your face?” They said 
they believed in mystery and imagination. I said, “Why can’t anyone be real just for once.” 
     They said, I lacked imagination. I said, “With my books of madness, I was a first-rate 
imagination individual.” They laughed at me and said, I was just a madman. I said, “Although I 
am mad there is brilliance in it.” They told me to f--- off and get real. 
      I said, “There’s a fine line between madness and imagination and I walked that line.” 
      They said I was a preposterous individual. 
      And I lived like a fish out of water, miserable every step of the way. People even started to 
condemn my books and me, as a person. 
      Some wanted to kill me. And finally, someone did. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Monsters 
 
      I said, this Earth is a World of horror for me.  It was a parallel World, sure. But it was my 
reality. This World was populated with monsters of all kinds. Most appeared human but had a 
frightening mind. Others, looked like dragons, orcs etc. 
      The raison d’etre, here was to acquire gold which could buy love slaves or other human 
slaves. 
      The monstrous “people,” were responsible for all sorts of cruelty to one another. Some 
were masters, others, slaves. 
      Typically, one had to do the evil bidding of one’s master such as attack and enslave others. 
      There were many outrages.  Like rape and pillage. And sadistic humor towards the slaves. 
      There were no good people here. 
       And people came here to this World because they were bored and wanted to put some 
action in their lives, especially evil action. 
      I figured I was a decent man though and had only come here because I was chasing a girl 
who was bad for me, but whom I nevertheless loved. And she told me, “To get lost.” So, I was 
lost in this World of monsters without any gold to get out of here. And I deeply regretted my 
decision to come here. Finally, I was enslaved by a cruel master. And then I killed myself. 
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No One Was Sane 
 
      Ours was a World of horror. Every one of us had a demon inside. Most people here behaved 
normally, most of the time. But then the demon would come out and reek ill and chaos. For 
example, falling in love was very dangerous. You could lose your life or be driven insane. 
Everyone here was driving all the people they knew, crazy. 
      Many tried desperately to stay sane and tried to have stable friends and lovers. But the 
demon inside them always came out sooner or later. No one here was sane. 
       And we built a World that we imagined was Hell.  It was uncomfortably hot, and everyone 
looked demonic in their face. The horror. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I Filled Her with Loathing and Madness 
 
      My life was crazy. My true love told me, “I was a moron and boring.” But I kept trying to 
convince her, I was the best man for her. “F—you,” she said, finally. But I stalked her and ruined 
some of her dates and wouldn’t get out of her life. So finally, she arranged to have me killed, 
but I was ready and shot and killed the would-be assassin. 
       I interrupted her phone calls and threatened all of her friends. But I told her, “I still loved 
her.” She said “You fill me with loathing and madness.” I said, “Why not? It’s good to be mad 
and assholes all have a role to play in this crazy World.” 
       So in the end, she took me back, unbelievably! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       
Lovers Change 
 
       I went all the way to Pluto’s Moon, Charon, just to have a date with my soul mate whom I 
had met on the Internet. 
       She said, “It’s nice to finally meet you. By the way, ‘she,’ was a man!”’ 
       I had come all this way to meet “her,” and was so disappointed. I said, “You are truly evil to 
have led me on like you did; we even had Virtual sex prior to our meeting. 
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       And I had spent my last dollar on a passage to Charon and now was stuck here. It turned 
out to be full of transsexuals and I wanted no part of it. So, I lived alone as a hermit here, just 
finding enough food and oxygen to survive. I was miserable. 
        But then one day a new immigrant came here and took pity on me and loved me as she 
was, a woman. I enjoyed loving her, but she too, gradually turned into a man! Quel horreur!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Death without Fanfare 
 
         It was a World of horror.  The girl I loved was gunned down in front of me. I figured my 
enemies had killed her, just to spite me and torture me. Then I found a new love who I loved 
even more, and she too was gunned down right in front of me. 
        I figured something had to give. Either they killed me or not. But they broke into my bank 
account and withdrew all my money. Leaving me destitute. 
        And they sent diseased lovers, who had new viruses that couldn’t be cured right away by 
modern science,  to love me. 
        Finally, I killed myself and died quietly, without fanfare. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ugliness on Mars 
 
       I said, “We live in the worst of all possible Worlds. Everyone here is ugly and do nothing but 
do ugly deeds.  I myself was ugly and did ugly things. I preyed upon innocent virgins who were 
new recruits to our World and then dumped them and got a lot of satisfaction from that. But at 
least I didn’t kill them.” 
       But our World was bad, and people mentally tortured one another. It was as if we deserved 
each other.       
       We got in one another’s heads using MRT (Mind Reading Technology) and drove each other 
off the deep end. 
       Some of us said that MRT was the end of the World. But our World was Mars and we really 
didn’t matter. 
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Insatiable for Love 
 
     Our World was Mercury. And the people were dark and mercurial. Feverish minds. They 
were on the dark side of life. Some were famous poets; others were great scientists or 
businesspeople. Falling in love here was deep and noteworthy, but one had to be careful not to 
get burned. People here were fiendishly clever… 
     And I knew the mindset of the women here; they were all basically insatiable 
nymphomaniacs. No one man could satisfy them. It was the same for the men here, they were 
also insatiable for new loves. 
     And new colonists were courted by everyone. The new kids in town were the flavor of the 
week. 
     I told my favorite lover, “That love here was just a passing fancy, nothing more.” She said, 
“It’s never been any different.” 
      And many of the new colonists said, people here might be deep, but in their love affairs they 
were quite shallow, and this World was a nightmare for deep thinkers. 
 
 
 
 
 
Tyrant of Australia 
 
     I lived in Australia and now it was the year 2046. Everyone had turned nasty here in recent 
years after, Don Juan had seized power in 2030. Our nasty leader though kowtowed to the 
Americans and so they didn’t intervene in his coup.  He forbid people to fall in love, and if they 
publicly claimed they were in love, they’d get five years in solitary confinement. People asked 
why he was picking on lovers, and he said love was an illusion and foolish. And he made many 
new laws to enhance his own wealth and prestige. He wanted people to respect him as a man 
of power and those who denounced him were sent a one-way ticket to the insane asylum. 
     Then he went too far and attacked New Zealand. Finally, the Americans took military action 
against him. And in the end, they forced him to kill himself, which was hard for a man who 
loved himself so much! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
An Overbearing, Innocent Lamb 
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      I lived in a World of my girlfriend’s love. Her name was Trudy, and she claimed, “She’d never 
loved anyone more than me.” I basked in the sunshine of her love, but finally I realized she had 
other lovers while loving me. I confronted her about it, and she acted madly and told me to, 
“F—off and leave her alone.” 
     I said, “What about the chemistry we have together?” She said, “You are overbearing and an 
innocent lamb.” 
      My heart was broken, and I felt miserable. And I never got over it. And finally, I killed myself. 
 
 
 
 
Planet in the Crazy Star System 
 
      My World at first glance seemed happy and full of glad people. But knowing this World as 
well as I did, I figured it was a giant nightmare for thinking people. People here all had a shallow 
idea of life and love. And couldn’t be changed. Everyone was so polite and nice, it was 
maddening.  
      But they made me their King and my first act was to demand, “Every person find true love in 
my first year as King and psychiatrists determined who was in love with who, though some 
people were excellent liars.” So neo-lie detectors were brought in. The new lie detectors were 
infallible, and everyone had their own personal detector. So then, no one could lie. Lies were 
punished with prison terms and some people said it was maddening. It was a World of horror. 
      My next demand as King was, “For the people to be deeper. And towards this end we gave 
them brain surgery. Recently new technology had allowed for changing brains for the better. 
And suddenly, it was a brand-new world in which people talked deeply about life and love. But 
many people had a hard time with their new brains and had to see a psychiatrist. There was no 
shame in going to a shrink. But remarkably, most people were sane after the surgery and said it 
was like a whole new World had opened to them.” 
      Then I insisted that the people, “All try and get rich, so I stopped welfare payments and 
forced them to get a job, that was meaningful and clever. Some opted to be writers or directors 
or actors or businesspeople or scientists. And I reflected that it was good. Science in particular 
got a shot in the arm, we wanted scientists to design colonies of the future. Along with 
architects.” 
     Our Planet was in the Crazy star system. 100 light years from Earth. 
     But we never saw androids, holograms, conscious super computers or freaks.  Just humans, 
with their brain altered. Into homo superior. 
     Many people were surprised humans had maintained control of Earth. But everywhere 
people were starting to get used to the new world men. 
      But my friend Peter said, “Other places were more advanced than we were, using artificial 
intelligence.” I said, “We were the true inheritors of the future and not machine-designed 
beings.” 
      I said, We needed to preserve humans and try to eliminate their faults.” But everyone had 
plenty of faults… 
      But we believed in the perfect man. 
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      However, then as King I forced everyone to reach, “Perfection of their soul.” 
       Some said, I’d created an anathema. And they didn’t want to progress, they just wanted to 
live and be happy.” Others were behind me 100%. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
War over Perfection 
 
      I said, “We have created a perfect World. And everyone should be glad.” Of course, many 
said, to them the World was an anathema. But I’d created a World in which everyone lived for 
the day and were all intellectuals. It was perfect. 
      But horror crept into our World with angry people who wanted to destroy what we had built 
and didn’t believe it was a Utopia.  And wanted more power for themselves. Finally, these 
people started a war between my intellectuals and theirs. And it was a nasty war. With millions 
of casualties. In the end we were defeated and the usurpers. And the World spun into chaos. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A New Echelon 
 
      I said to the girl, “You know nothing of horror.” She said, “She didn’t want to imagine it.” I 
said, “We have to tread carefully to avoid a World disaster.“  
     She said, “She believed, humanity had grown up and matured and the future was bright.” 
But I said, “The horror of war will leer its ugly head. And everything will be lost.” She said, “She 
didn’t think they would do it; life was now at a new echelon.” 
      And I said, “Humans will never stop fighting. Look at the hatred that exists in human souls. 
Such as the hatred for those who are different than themselves. And even a hatred for those 
who are cleverer than they. Or the hatred for exes. Or even our society itself.”  
      And I said, “It is likely that the future will be a Dystopia of violence and insurrection.” 
      She said, “Nothing is written in stone. The World is ours for the taking.” 
 
 
 
 
 
A New Dark Age 
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      I said to the man, “The future looks bright for humanity.” He said, “He begged to differ.” And 
he said, “The future belongs to the violent and evil people. You’ll see.” I said, “But we live in a 
relatively enlightened age, and surely we have learnt from the past.” He said, “Humans all 
believed they were making progress, but now is the time of the fall of humanity. Back into a 
new Dark Age.” 
     I said, “Your prognostication is bunk and people will move forward to a brand-new world.” 
He said, “History shows us what humans can do. Our modern milieu is just like the fall of Rome 
and is debauched and crazy.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     The girl was loved by all for sadistic purposes. She loved some of them but quickly realized 
they were just using her for kinky sex. There was no love on Planet Venus, just sexual hormones 
out of control. She said, “This World is a nightmare of uncaring, unthoughtful humans who paid 
lip service to the concept of love.” 
     I said, “I want to love you as a crocodile in Virtual Reality.” She said, “I was just another 
pervert trying to use her.” I said, “No I truly love you!” She said, “F--- off.” 
       I tried and tried to court her and bought her thoughtful gifts and behaved like a total 
gentleman. She finally said, again to “F—k off.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Worst Possible Lover    
 
        Then I was saying to Bonita, “I searched the web for the worst possible lover, and it turned 
out to be her.” 
         She said, “But I am sexy and kind.” I said, “You are extremely good looking alright, which 
explains how you have been able to break so many hearts. But you are not kind, you delude 
yourself. All of your former lovers say you are cruel and evil.” 
         She said, “If that was so what are you doing here with me?” I said, “I wanted to experience 
the worst possible World.” 
     Of course, she was psycho, but it wasn’t my first experience with a psycho. So, I didn’t reveal 
my true name or tell her my address and when she came to meet me at a hotel, I frisked her for 
weapons. She said, “You seem like you are not such a fine catch yourself.” I said, “I just want 
you to know I have seen it all before.” 
      And I let her on top and she almost broke my dick and so I chained her down and had my 
way with her and tossed her the keys to the chains as I left. And so, I got away unscathed. 
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     But then I tempted fate and saw her again wondering how bad could she possibly be? She 
tried mind games, but I told her to be quiet, I didn’t want to fall under her witches’ spell. “You 
are my sex slave,” I said, and I cracked the whip. 
     I felt that she was glad to be dominated by a strong man. So, it went for several dates. Then 
out of the blue I asked her, “About her past?” She said, “She’d been abused as a teenager and 
was married to an excruciatingly abusive husband. He made her lose confidence and she looked 
around for other men to abuse her, just like me. Her life was one of horror.” 
     “Well,” I said, “Perhaps I’ll keep you around.”  
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 Crazy Socialist 
 
     I said to the man, “Hell, you are crazy. You mean to tell me that you can win a U.S. Senate 
seat?” He said, “He had no formal education as his parents traveled a lot. But he figured he 
understood the common human. And had a lot of populist ideas, like making beer free in 
supermarkets and giving free TV to the people.” “People like you are demagogs,” I said. He said 
“He would win the Senate seat and then go on to run for President and win. He would give tax 
breaks to common people, often charging them no tax at all on anything. And free Internet and 
mortgage assistance to buy a home. And free Health care for all. He said, “He’d win for certain.” 
And he would preside over a prosperous nation. 
      And so, he was duly elected to the Senate. But then he was assassinated, but his political 
movement continued under his lieutenants’ leadership. But opponents called them socialists 
and communists and all the upstart leaders were gunned down and the movement fizzled out. 
“The horrors,” I said. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Too Beautiful 
 
       Madam Crystal told me a secret. She said, “The key to love is like a battle. You need to keep 
reserves back and send them into battle at the decisive moment. In other words, you don’t play 
all your cards at first. Keep your best ideas until the ultimate moment to overwhelm your 
would-be lover.” She said, “Sure tell her you are a writer, but don’t show your writing until she 
is starting to fall for you. Get her drunk and overwhelm her with your intellect.” 
     So, I told the girl I was dating that, “Love is war.” And she said, “Yes, but in every war, there 
is a winner and a loser, though sometimes it is a costly Pyrrhic victory. She said, “She would 
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win, and you would lose!” But then I showed her some of my books. And she said, “She was 
starting to fall in love!” So, I’d hooked her and now just had to reel her in. 
     But suddenly she grabbed a knife and slit my throat. As I lay dying, she said, “You are too 
beautiful for this World.” I thought, “The horrors.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bad Regimes 
 
       Then I was talking to the girl, Snow. She said, “She’d served in the US army in Iraq and 
Afghanistan.” And she said, “She had seen all the horrors of war! Massacres of civilians, leaders 
gunned down, women raped, pillaging and looting etc.” 
       I said, “In war you got to have the best weapons and protect your officers above all. In 
Vietnam the US killed more than a score of enemies for everyone dead American, but the price 
was too high to pay.” “Both sides were too extreme,” she said, “When all the people wanted 
was a livelihood.” 
      And she said, “And in the Middle East only time will heal the radical sentiments and bring 
about more moderate government. The so-called ‘Arab Spring’ basically failed, but one day 
democracy will come to the region.”’ 
     I said, “The Middle East is a region of darkness and many leaders are evil or not good. Scenes 
like Saddam Hussein’s son’s putting people through the wood-chipper, feet first is a reality. 
Freethinkers are tortured in many Middle Eastern countries and in China radicals’ organs are 
harvested. There’s a lot of tyranny in the World. There are bad regimes in South America and 
Africa etc. who suppress the people and make them miserable, even killing them.” 
      She asked, “So what’s the solution?” I said, “We need to wait for the next Arab Spring!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Animosity for Ex-Lovers 
 
     I said, “Many people are bored, and boredom can lead to crime and injustice. Many people 
don’t like their job and are bored with their lover and family. So, they break up and squabble 
over money in the custody and alimony battles. And have nothing but hatred for the people 
they once claimed to love.”   
       She said, “It is an overwhelming majority of abuse cases is caused by men who are violent 
and commit spouse abuse. Everyone knows that.” 
       I said, “But women can be cunning in a broken love relationship and that is why they usually 
are awarded a lot of alimony and so do no work, just enjoy life.” 
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Greedy Lover 
 
      I said, to Petunia, “I am on a roll. I have won big on the stock market and I am now filthy 
rich.” Petunia said, “Sometimes you win and sometimes you lose. She personally had bad luck 
with her investments and was now bankrupt.” So, I was afraid she’d take half my money, so I 
saw her only once a week. She said, “I’d like to see you more often.” I said, “We’ll see!” But I 
became progressively worried she’d take my money, that I dumped her. 
     I didn’t see her for a while but one day she knocked on my door with a gun drawn. And she 
said, “Open your safe.” So, I did it and she had a backpack which she filled with gold. 
     Then she shot me, and I died. 
 
 
       
 
 
 
      
Persecution of Every Ethnic Group 
 
And I said, “And leaders are bored too. And so, engage in warfare and persecution of their 
enemies. In the World today, they are having a number of ‘exciting’ wars.”’ “And ‘exciting’ trials 
for treason.”’ 
     One guy took the leaders of Sudan to court for crimes against humanity, they were 
persecuting intellectuals; and soon after UN troops moved in to keep the peace 
    In history pretty much every ethnic group or other group were persecuted and shunned. 
Today was now different. In some countries the poor were still persecuted, in others the rich 
were victims and black people and indigenous people still claimed to be ill-treated. And now 
androids were abused. There seemed no end to abuse. 
      And these days people struggled to get ahead of others and liked to snobbishly look down 
on those less fortunate. And many of the poor couldn’t put food on the table. In this 
enlightened age. The horror. 
 
 
 
 
The Best Intellectuals 
 
     I said to the girl, “Let’s build a new World in which everyone is an intellectual and all are 
optimists, no cynics allowed.” She said, “It sounds like an artificial construct, hiding from 
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Reality.” I said, “But it’s necessary if humans are to survive into the future. Only a benevolent 
rule from the best people can save us.” 
        She said, “The debate centers on who are the best people for the job.  There’s a lot of 
disagreement.” I said, “We need to put our trust in the cleverest. “She said, “It’s a slippery slope 
deciding who are the best. In politics, we need politicians to be clever as well as good. I said, 
“The overwhelming majority of intellectuals are benevolent. Those that are not should be 
arrested.” 
      And I said, “It only takes one demagog to totally ruin life for everyone.” She said, “The spies 
should look out for ‘negative’ intellectuals and try and control them with MRT (Mind Reading 
Technology). We are all in this together. We’re all in the same boat!”      
     And I said, “We have to be careful who we watch. We don’t want to stifle the best minds. 
The best minds are outside the box, but that doesn’t mean they are negative, rather it is a 
positive trait. There’s a lot of good thinkers out there, our challenge is to use the best, even if 
they haven’t had much success.” 
       And I said, “We don’t want to have a boring society in which there are no good books to 
read, nor great art to see, nor fantastic music. Nor amazing science.” 
       She said, “It’s true that great thinkers are persecuted in many countries and often ignored 
in the developed World.” 
       As Einstein said, “Great spirits, will always encounter violent opposition from mediocre 
minds,” she said.  
       I said, “That’s true. But in many countries, the cleverest are used to develop weapons, and 
do the bidding of the leaders. But great art has been supressed all over the World and the 
greatest minds are ignored as we said. And their life is one of horror and frustration. Torture 
even.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Horror from MRT 
 
       I said to the man, “Humans treat each other like dirt, in many cases. Creating a World of 
horror for those they don’t like. People use MRT (Mind Reading Technology) like a weapon of 
war to destroy those they don’t like.” He said, “It’s a vicious game out there. Clever people 
need to find a way to survive.” I said, “It’s dog eat dog out there. And there is little justice for 
the clever in life.” He said, “You complain too much, life is not easy for anyone.” But I said, “The 
cleverest are our World’s treasure and should be treated like Kings.” He said, “Most clever 
people just want to be left alone.”  
      I said, “One day everyone will be clever from brain therapy and designer babies. And it will 
be a World of justice for all.” 
      He said, “Of course it is going to happen and from his perspective, the future looked bright.” 
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      I replied, “But in the meantime, many clever people live in a World of horror of knowing 
what ought to be, but powerless to bring it about. And many live with a meaningless job and 
struggle to survive.” 
     He said, “There are plenty of writers out there, but maybe it is hard for them to publish, 
being not in the mainstream. It is a tragedy.” 
 
 
 
 
Martial Law on Io       
 
      I said, this colony on Io, Jupiter’s Moon, is out of control. The President has resigned and 
there is no one to take her place. The colony was bankrupt and 25% of the 120 populace, was in 
jail for sedition. 
      So, I stepped in and declared martial law and contacted Earth to get them to send us some 
police. But there was lots of craziness. Like mad Dan who “Arrested his wife and had her in 
chains for being unfaithful to him.” Or mad Julie who announced, “She would sleep with any 
man who wanted her.” And bizarre Paul who claimed, “He was the greatest genius in Space and 
should therefore rule.” But no one thought Paul was a genius, he had no plans, just bizarre 
claims. 
      But Earth too was in upheaval. There was a coup there in the all-powerful UN and top 
generals and other people told those in Space that they were on their own. 
      So, it was up to me to deal with the situation. I declared, “No weapons were allowed and all 
decisions would be made by the whole populace (excluding those in jail). We decided that mad 
behavior would no longer be tolerated.” But some of the mad citizens said madness was the 
thing that brought them here in the first place. I told them, “This was always a free colony. 
Where people were free, but it was never agreed that people should act madly.” 
      Some of them were bold enough to say that my martial law interfered with their basic rights 
and freedoms and some of them brandished lasers. And some people were killed. What a 
nightmare, I thought to myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Missing the Boat Again 
 
      Here on Planet Q---, in the year 2199 A.D., it was a planet of horror. We had super science to 
get us all the way here. But we weren’t so good at living. People were lost and insane. 
      People read each other’s minds in disbelief. They were all so crazy here. It seemed like all 
the clever mad people of Earth had come here. They didn’t think like normal people, but had 
mad answers for everything. Like, life must conform to their high expectations and life must be 
without meaning and life must be lived in a rural setting and life must be just for the good of 
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the leaders and life should be tailored to suit their wildest wishes and fantasies and so on and 
so forth. 
      Planet Q— was not the only crazy planet. It seemed madness would be the story of the 
future. And greed and power-crazed and sex-crazed people and people obsessed with 
improving their mind. Everyone wanted more. 
       I said, “What gets me is the egotism of so many people. They received an education worthy 
of a genius but they themselves were mostly mediocre minds. You can’t get intelligence and 
vision from a prune,” I said. 
       I said, “My only regret is to have not pressured the best minds to change the World!” 
       “As it is, on Planet Q--, the best minds were reticent and unwilling to take power. They are 
too humble,” I said.  “Whereas total jerks and morons take power.” 
        And I said, “In history clever people had to be humble or they’d be killed.” I firmly believed 
that. They had to “Miss the boat.” My great, great, great grandfather had finished first in his 
class, and was very clever. But during WW I, he missed the boat while drunken only to have it 
go down with all hands lost. 
        I said, “It is just another example of not using our best people even in this ‘enlightened 
age.”’ 
 
 
 
 
 
Madness and Power 
 
      I said to the girl, as Shakespeare said, “Although it is madness, yet there is method in it.” She 
said, “Shakespeare and his tales of Kings are bunk. And this madness which grips us, has no 
rhyme or reason.”  
      I said, “History is mainly made by the mad and they are a small minority of the population.” 
      She said, ”You’ve got to me mad, to try and take power whether it be politically or through 
literature or even music.” 
      I said, “But power corrupts as the saying goes. And everyone in power wants more power. 
They take what they think they can.” 
       And I said, “This idea that the best people don’t seek power is misleading. Whenever the 
chips are down and it’s a serious situation people appear just like Winston Churchill.”  
         
 
 
 
 
Deranged Leader on Mars 
 
      I said, “It’s a pity, that so many potentially great minds, throw it all away, and live mediocre 
lives and the horror of it all is so many things go wrong amidst mediocre leadership.” Imagine 
how the cleverest in Germany felt when Hitler took power. Herman Hesse went to live in 
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Switzerland, and many escaped to America. But as they say in the USA, “Votes matter.” There 
have been some bad Presidents, and some were demagogs, but still got elected. Bad presidents 
could be elected in any democracy if they were populists.  Hitler was a populist. 
     As it was on our colony on Venus, we had a President who was selfish and greedy and 
wanted more money and more sex and more luxuries. And she was a populist who granted 
everyone a good living standard. 
     I said, “How much does one person need? So many cunning people are living in the lap of 
luxury, but are never satisfied.” 
     And I said, “Our ruler on Planet Mars was deranged and crazed. He didn’t care for luxuries, 
he just cared about power and his legacy. And he loved having power over women and reduced 
his lovers to grovelling for his love. And he had fostered science to discover faster than light 
speed travel, more than anyone else. And had helped create cures to many diseases. His 
strength was to inspire people to do their best, but it was all for his personal gratification, 
rather than a brotherhood of man, or anything like that.” 
      And he made scientists’ lives miserable if they couldn’t make breakthroughs. The horror of it 
all. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Another Spurned in Love 
 
       I said to Francine, “I believe our love has grown and grown.” She told me to “piss off.” And 
she said, “You are an idiot, and she was just using me as a toy boy.” I said, ”You’ve broken my 
heart.” She said, “You are a loser, and she didn’t want to see me anymore.” I said, “What about 
all those good times we had, like going to space and climbing Mt. Everest! And the numerous 
friends we met on the way?” 
     She reiterated the fact that, “She was just using me to get her kicks. She had loved clever 
men before, but you are not clever, and she didn’t love me.” 
     I said, “I could get the latest brain apps. How would that be?” She said, “It’s too late, I have 
found a better lover than you, so go screw yourself and get out of my life.” 
     So, I killed myself. The horror. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
World Ruled by Thugs 
 
     I said, “This colony on Jupiter’s Moon, Europa is insane. They’ve melted the ocean here and 
filled it with freak sea creatures with no laws to restrict it. One scientist alone had created 



54 
 

10,000 freaks. The freaks had apps to mind read and had built fabulous cities on the ocean floor 
or drifting cities in the seas.”          
     I lived there for a while and lived on a piece of un-melted ice. It was just like the Wild West. 
People made fortunes overnight and were forever fighting duels. Earth did not police the 
colonies in the solar system. In lawless societies like this, gangs tended to take control and the 
gang who ruled Europa was very progressive and very free. They were people of the future and 
wanted all the latest technology from Earth. But they would tolerate no dissent and killed off 
many leading intellectuals. This turned off other intellectuals from coming here. And gradually 
it just became a rule of thugs and everyone was a moron. 
     In the country of the morons, the dumbest, most ruthless, was King. 
     I said, “This World is a nightmare. I’m getting out.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Horror on Calisto and Ganymede 
 
     I said, “My World of horror was no joke. The rulers of Moon Calisto, orbiting Jupiter were 
claiming to be anointed by God and had a nasty cult going. The cult was centered around their 
great leader who said, ‘Life is esoteric and blind, and he wanted to create a World of 
‘Enlightenment.”’ “He wanted to make people see the light of his wisdom, which included 
falling all over themselves to please him.” And he required people to risk their lives for his 
cause. He was battling the intellectuals for power, but he figured he was cleverer than the 
intellectuals here and he defeated them. He had used his powers of his office to acquire 
weapons for his assassins and the assassins were totally loyal to him. So, they ruled Calisto and 
then went after Ganymede, the largest Moon of Jupiter. On Ganymede, the people had set up 
several colonies which were loosely associated with one another. And their common thread 
was to believe in a better World. The leader of Calisto, Ned, took over the Ganymede colonies, 
without a laser being fired. They all figured, Ned was a brilliant leader, who would lead them in 
the future. 
        But then finally, the UN intervened on Calisto and arrested Ned for sedition. But all the 
natural leaders of Ganymede had been eliminated, so they had to bring in new leaders. Many of 
these leaders were an anathema to the people and they considered them to be non-
intellectual. 
        For a thinking person, Ganymede was a World of darkness and woe. The horrors. 
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Horror of a Conservative 
 
        The girl said to me, “She was a conservative in a World of total progress.” And she said, 
“Progress is going too fast. There’s not enough time to absorb the new brain technology, and 
people were going insane.” 
        “It was just like ‘Pandora’s Box,”’ she said. I said, “Everyone is tired of the status quo and 
want to advance to the next step.” 
        And she said, “Fools rush in.” 
       And I said, “The definition of progress is improvement. And life is improving for all and the 
Worldwide standard of living improves every year.” 
       She said but there are many dangerous trends such as Mind Reading Technology and 
cloning and android lovers and people are living longer and longer; too long. And we are 
perpetually faced with the danger of Armageddon; sooner or later, it will happen.” 
       I said, “We’ll get through it, just like we’ve gotten through everything else.” 
        And she said, “No one believes in love anymore. Just sex and loose morals. And even 
brotherly love is rare. And the State raises all the children. It’s dog eat dog,” she insisted. 
        I said, “This World is no place for a bleeding heart like you. We are now living for the future 
not the past.” 
         She said, “But she was miserable with no one to love. It is her World of horror.” And I 
didn’t want to love her, as I figured she would insist on wasting time with romance. 
 
 
        
 
 
 
 
Horror of Cop-Killers 
 
     It was a dark and stormy night, and I said to James, “Let’s scare the Hell out of the police. 
Let’s booby trap that abandoned house on the corner and kill as many cops as we can. We’ll call 
911 from our stolen phone and tell them, there’s people who have been shot at the location 
and that the shooter had left leaving only victims.” We arranged for bombs to be set off by 
turning on a light switch and crossbow bolts triggered by a trip wire and then a huge bomb we 
would set off remotely that would blow the whole house up. And so, we killed many cops and 
thought we would get away with it. But they had on us satellite imagery and in a landmark case 
used the images to nail us. 
      In prison the guards hated us and made sure we were repeatedly sodomized and beaten 
and even knifed. But some of the prisoners thought we were pretty cool to just kill cops for no 
reason. But they couldn’t stop the sodomy. Finally, one big black guy caught off our dicks and 
ate them. It was our World of horror. 
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Perils of a Virgin 
 
       I said to the girl, “How does it feel to be 23 and still a virgin?” She said, “She was saving 
herself for the right man, but many men were hesitant to court a virgin. So, she started saying 
she was sexually experienced and gave herself to the first comer. But she contracted herpes 
from him and her life now was a horror story. No decent man would touch her when she told 
them she had herpes. And then one seedy character agreed to love her and gave her AIDS. She 
was totally f---d. But she carried on and one day herpes and AIDS were both cured, and she had 
eternal youth, so she lived on. And she hooked up with a man who said, he was cruel, and she 
should stay away from him.” But she said, “She thought she was falling in love.” So he agreed to 
love her but had a lot of other lovers and “Kept her all alone in a hotel room when he wasn’t 
there.” Finally, one day she was having sex with the bell boy when her love turned up to 
surprise her. And so he shot her and the bell boy and they died. 
      In court he argued, she’d cheated on him and deserved to die.” But it was a weak argument, 
so he was sentenced to 50 years in prison. And he knew as a man who committed lovicide, 
they’d eat him alive in jail.               
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Addicted to Cocaine 
       
      She said to me, “There is no limit to the horror one can experience in one’s life.” And I 
believed her. She said, “Her horror began back in 2039 when the ‘Big one’ struck L.A. An 
earthquake that killed one million. She lost her parents and her lover in the quake and never 
got over it. She drifted as if she was sleepwalking through life. She couldn’t concentrate on 
anything. Finally, she met a man who seemed very nice, but he raped and robbed her, forcing 
her to write him a check for all $35,000 that she’d saved.” 
      She was just glad he hadn’t killed her. Then she got involved with a preacher’s son who was 
totally debauched and got her to start drinking and stoning and even taking the occasional 
cocaine. She was drunk all day every day and worked as a prostitute so she could get coke 
everyday.   
        But she told the preacher’s son, “That she was miserable, and her life was one of horror. 
But she didn’t know why she was so f---d.” 
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The Biggest Loser 
 
      Her World was one of heartbreak and disappointment. She had run for President as an 
Independent and won 23% of the vote but finished second and lost badly in the electoral 
college. She was a socialist, they called her. And said, “She was too left wing. She said in her 
party was the Imagination party and she just wanted to end poverty amongst her other ideas. 
Above all she wanted people to learn how to be more imaginative in school. And should try and 
be imaginative in their daily lives.” 
      But people laughed at her and called her a “loser.” 
      Some famous writers and scientists though rallied to her cause, but the common human 
won out in subsequent elections and so she was still a loser. Populist leaders defeated her again 
and again. So, then she was 60 and running in her final election and she said, “She’d give 
everyone in America a 2-week-yearly vacation to Latin America. And everyone must have one 
month’s vacation every year.” This won her the election. And suddenly she was a winner, but 
on inauguration day she was gunned down and so went down in history as the biggest loser 
ever. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Downfall of a Professional Athlete 
 
     I said, “My life was horrific. A former pro-hockey star, all my money was embezzled by my 
money manager. And when I lost my money my trophy wife left me and sued me even though I 
had nothing. Sure, I had good memories of playing hockey but now my life was a joke. Finally, I 
got a coaching job in the minors, the AHL. I decided to liven things up by bringing back brawling 
to hockey and imported a number of goons. Our team had a few good players who wouldn’t 
fight and so they played when the brawls were over. As coach I finally was threatened that if I 
couldn’t control my players and end the fighting, I would be suspended. But we fought on and I 
was banned for life from coaching. There wasn’t anything else I was good at, so I ended up 
selling knives. I thought about cutting my own throat with the knives but finally stabbed to 
death a prostitute and then went to Hell in prison. I was abused in every way whilst there and I 
had no chance of parole for 17 years. But I survived the horror and got released after serving 
the 17 years. While in prison I got interested in gambling on sports and tried my hand at it after 
my release, but I was a loser every time. To be a successful, professional athlete and then fall to 
total destitution was too hard for me to take, so I finally offed myself.” All this I said to my latest 
girlfriend. 
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Writing Tales of Horror 
 
    I said, “I deserve a better fate. I’d written several books of science fiction, chock full of good 
ideas and concepts, but the major publishers had rejected me. I didn’t know if my case was 
hopeless or should I carry on?” The man, Bill, said, “Writers like you are beyond your age and 
write lasting pieces for posterity.” 
      But I was taking the rejections hard and thought of killing myself. So, then I wrote some, 
“Tales of Horror.” The tales reflected my mindset which was totally insane. But Bill said, “The 
tales were golden, but were too crazy for the publishers. Even though life was horror for many 
people during Covid-19, when you are writing now.” 
       I said, “I had an endless supply of horror stories to write about Covid times. But ultimately 
they were stories of hope!” 
       Bill said, “I am sure you do, but why not write like Stephen King, he tells a good story and 
then suddenly introduces paranormal phenomenon and horror elements. Personally, I liked the 
“Shining.” I said “Stephen King is trying to scare readers with the paranormal, and I am writing 
more to inform readers of the horrific realities that actually exist, in fictitious form, of course. 
      He said, “He guessed few people could write like Stephen King.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lost on Venus 
 
      I was forlorn and lost on Venus. I was out in the wilderness where strange squat bushes now 
grew and I was in my pressurized Space suit, which powered me forward despite the pressure. I 
had been convicted of murder in the colony where I was living and now, I was on the run. 
Finally, they caught up with me and cut off my legs with their lasers. Then they brought me to 
trial and asked me why I killed the man. I said, “He’d gotten inside my head actively and was 
driving me insane, telling me I should assassinate the President of the colony. I just wanted to 
die,” I said. But finally, they rendered a verdict of not guilty and got me a nice girl who wanted’ 
“To be with me.” But then I killed her too in a fit of rage for not being true to me. This time I 
was found guilty and my punishment was brain surgery to change me. When I awoke from the 
surgery, I didn’t recognize myself and was totally lost. But no one felt sorry for me. So finally, I 
killed myself. 
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Horrors on Moon Miranda 
 
     “I believed in her,” I said. “I believed she could end the horror on Uranus’s Moon, Miranda.” 
She said, “But these are dark days indeed. But the source of the horror was our leader, Auntie 
Jean. She fomented chaos and had peoples’ heads chopped off, if they didn’t agree with her.” 
      The girl, Mabel, said, “She had some loyal followers who’d be willing to overthrow Auntie 
Jean!” So, our heroes sprung into action, but Auntie Jean was ready for them, having read their 
minds and put down our usurpers. 
     So, all 10 of us conspirators were sentenced to the guillotine. And life went on. 
     Over time Auntie Jinni lost interest in ruling and so appointed her clone to take over. She left 
for deep Space. But her clone was even more authoritarian than her. And finally, all the people 
rebelled against her, but the clone leader put it down and so nearly everyone was killed off. 
And no new immigrants wanted to come here, so it was just the clone and her 10 thugs; not 
much of a colony. They deserved one another people said. But the thugs were unhappy there 
was just the one female here and so killed the clone leader. And they too, went to deep space. 
Abandoning this colony of pain. 
 
    
 
 
 
 
Trying to Banish Pain 
 
   I said, “Our colony too, was one of pain. Everyone was subjected to pain for a few hours every 
day and we told them pain was a teacher of life. The life without pain is not worth living.” 
But some said this homeopathic therapy was bunk. I said, “Causing pain to others ought to be 
made illegal.” 
     She said, “This World is full of pain and we have to do something about it. 
     I said in the past, “Pain was a reality for all, but now in this enlightened age, surely we can 
banish pain and horror. It should be illegal to cause pain to another. 
     Our colony in deep Space, was rated low by the “Guide to the Galaxy.” And few wanted to 
come here. From Earth, it was a 4 week-journey.  We had nothing to offer, we said. Except pain. 
There were some monks who thrived on pain and self-sacrifice. And some of them came here. 
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Love in the Times of Horror 
 
      I said, “You are too far ahead of your time to live comfortably in our time.” She said, “Very 
nice for you to say so. But the modern milieu is crazy and horrific. It’s not about just being 
crazy, it is about a mad World where everyone is insane.” 
       I asked, “Will you save us?” 
      She said, “It’s every person for themselves, and I cannot change that. I can just offer 
temporary solace to those who seek it.” 
      I said, “I seek your love!” She said, “She had a special feeling for me, too!” 
      So we were lovers and we witnessed, wars and strife and bad feelings. But we were just glad 
to have one another, in this World of horror! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Angel of Revenge 
 
       I asked, “You are a ghost? The apparition said, “He was an angel.” I asked, “Why do you 
haunt me?  
       “Because you are evil,” he said, “And you need to change your ways. You murdered my 
niece and you almost killed her sister. I am here to give you a big headache, but ultimately will 
create your salvation.” 
        I asked the spectre, “Is this a new thing, angels?” He replied, “We now have more power.” 
        So, I asked, “Do you want me to kiss ass and spoil everyone I see?” 
        He said, “You need to run for President and make amends for the horror you have 
created.” I said, “The only horror I see is me being haunted by you.” 
        “It won’t be easy,” he said, “But you are already a US Senator. And you are to say you want 
to build a socialist paradise for all.” I said, “But I am not a socialist.” He said, “You are a center 
politician, who will announce socialist programs. 
         And the angel said, “And you will use your powers to clone his niece; he knew it is still 
experimental, but he knew it would work. He had a lot of friends in high places, who informed 
him so.”  
          I said, “I was scared of you, whatever you are.” 
        He replied, “If you do as I have instructed you will see me no more.” 
        And then the “angel” disappeared. 
        But I did what he had bid me to do and sure enough I became President, and I cloned the 
woman I’d killed two times, two clones. And I never saw the angel again. 
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Dancing with the Rat Men 
 
       I said, to the girl, Denise, “I am not scared of Virtual Reality (VR), are you? She said, “But its 
untried and dangerous from what I hear.” “We all are mortals; still, we have no eternal youth, 
and life is not worth that much anyway.” She said, “I don’t want to throw away my life, to die 
like a dog in VR.” 
     So, I went to VR by myself. I zeroed in on a colony of rat men, who wanted me to be their 
King. I told them, as King, “I first wanted to capture a woman to satisfy my carnal desires. So, 
we attacked a freehold and I got two wenches to be in my bed.” “Then I announced to the rat 
men we need to breed faster and take over new VR territory and make ourselves masters of VR. 
So, we bred in VR producing many clones and youth and our numbers swelled and we overran a 
lot of new VR territory and we built new Worlds in VR, parallel universes some of them.” 
       And I told the rat men, “They had to change their visages to be good-looking humans. And 
have their minds altered by brain therapists. To be Superhuman.” And the rat men agreed. So 
finally, we became a great power on VR. But then we were conquered by a group of high-tech 
geeks, who enslaved us and made our World one of horror. We had to kiss their ass and behave 
as they said. So, then I just wanted to get out of VR and met a man who could take me out of 
VR and he took me back to where I’d been before. And my girl, Denise, was still there. I told 
her, “You are right, VR is Worlds of horror.” She said, “At least you survived.” I said, “Just 
barely.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Nightmare Woman 
 
       I was talking with a woman who claimed to be a “nightmare.” I said, “You seem all right to 
me.” She said, “Trust me, I am a bitch and a witch, and you don’t want to get involved with 
me!” I said, “But you turn me on!” So, I loved her, and it was good at first. But then she talked 
about “Suing me for sexual abuse and cutting my dick off.” And then I knew what she meant 
that she was a nightmare and she had access to my friend’s e-mail addresses to wreak havoc 
with them too. So, I disappeared, and she couldn’t find me, but I had a feeling she wouldn’t give 
up easily. So, after a year hiding, I came back into the World with a new identity and didn’t see 
her again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



62 
 

Living for Pleasure 
 
      So, I was talking to apparitions of my dead female twins who had died in an air car accident. 
The twins would now be 16 years old, sweet 16. But they told me they lived on in Virtual Reality 
(VR). It was like being in Heaven, they said.  
      I asked them, “If I could join them in VR?” And they said sure, it was golden to meet me 
again. But I found there were no pleasures in this VR, no drugs nor panacea. And I told them, 
“VR was boring.” So I took my leave of them and, “Wished them luck in the afterlife.” 
       For me, a World without pleasure was not worth living, and was in fact a nightmare. I lived 
for drugs and drink and sex mainly. It was enough for me. Power didn’t interest me!  
 
 
 
 
 
Misery in Virtual Reality 
 
       She said, “She lived in a World of horror in which her cousins ruled. Their rule was marked 
by pain and suffering for all. Even the leaders lived a life of horrific pain.” I asked, “Then why 
live there?” She said, “It’s complicated, but she had sworn fealty to her 3 cousins. And she got 
some pleasure out of this Virtual Reality (VR) World. But she was humble and satisfied, even 
though she was raped again and again and was sometimes without drugs.” 
       I said, “You need a reality check, living in your VR is miserable and horrific, just like you say. 
Come away with me.” 
      She replied, “There is no World without horror for me. But I’ll take you up on your offer.” 
So, we went to sunny Mexico and lived like a King and Queen and we were both satisfied.  
 
 
 
 
Escaping a World of Torture 
 
       Wendy said, “She was a victim of poisonous fate. And had been sexually tortured in the 
dungeons of her Lord. Her Lord was just like the Marquis De Sade and had threatened to throw 
her into the oubliette. So, she tried her best to please him, and finally he was tired of her and 
let her go. That was when I met her. I found her to be a charming, interesting girl and I said, 
“Come fly away with me and we will experience what pleasures these Worlds have to offer. 
All’s well that ends well,” I said. And she agreed, “To join me.” 
       So, we lived the life of hedonists. Experiencing every pleasure that was known to 
humankind. But ultimately, we both concluded that our life was empty. 
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A Brighter Future 
 
      Neil said to me, “He was certainly looking for better Worlds. But in the meantime, he was 
with Anne. Anne was OK with him, but was not so clever, he was just using her for sex.” He said, 
“It was peaceful and calm to be with her and he’d known horrors before. His last girlfriend had 
stolen all his money and given him a new sex disease, which would nevertheless be cured soon. 
So, he wore condoms and waited for a bright future to appear to him.” 
      And Neil told me, “The optimum World was just to have a job and a true lover. Most people 
had neither, but were greedy for a job and a true love. Some Worlds had a job for everyone; 
especially on the Mars and Mercury colonies, and to find true love required a lot of research, 
and most people couldn’t be bothered and so just took the love that was given to them.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Felon’s Tattoo 
 
     April grasped at life and tried to get what she could. Finally, she was convicted of operating 
an air car on manual while drunk. It was a felony and she served 10 years hard time, rather than 
elect to have her brain changed. While in jail she did a Masters’ degree in future studies. 
     But when she was finally released, she didn’t recognize the World anymore. People wore 
strange neon clothing and now did no work and feasted constantly with anti-fat pills. Instead of 
working everyone spent their time looking for thrills and parties. People valued their friends 
and contacts above all. 
       There was no love, though, and people treated her cruelly as she had a small felon’s tattoo 
on her forehead. 
        She wanted to remove the tattoo, but her parole officer forbade it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Mentally Disturbed Woman 



64 
 

 
          For four straight Saturdays, as a shrink, I saw Doreen. She was a deeply troubled soul who 
was a paranoid schizophrenic. She said, “She kept aural hallucinating and ‘heard’ voices telling 
her to kill her psychiatrist.”’ She disturbed me and so I forced her into the mental hospital. 
While in the hospital she attacked other patients and said afterwards, “That they were in her 
head driving her mad.” She said, “She lived in a World of horror in which everyone was out to 
get her and slander her. She imagined a guy with a gun was stalking her and everyone was 
talking about her behind her back. Her hearing was enhanced,” she said. And she said, “Robbers 
had stolen her ID and had taken all her money,” but this wasn’t true. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Horror in Love 
 
      She said, “In her youth she’d run away and joined the circus. That was back in 1970. She said 
she lived a life of abuse and finally was forced into sex slavery. Her life had been one of horror, 
and woe. She said, “She’d never had a true lover, just Johns.” 
      But, “Now eternal youth had come about and suddenly there was hope for her old bag of 
bones. And she went back to school and only dated nice boys. But finally, she fell under the 
spell of ‘the Master.”’ 
     The Master was a handsome but cruel man who continually raped her and abused her. She 
was used to being abused and was glad it wasn’t worse.  
     I said, “How many women are living a nightmare with their lover abusing them? And how 
many men are miserable from a cruel woman? For many it is a World of horror.”   
                         
 
 
 
 
 
 
Queen of Mars 
 
   The girl, Debbie said, “Fancy meeting a great guy like you in a place like this!” The World that 
we were in was Mars, but we were in a Virtual Reality variant which was ruled by Queen Lala. 
The Queen was a polygamist, whereas all her followers were monogamists except they all 
wanted to love the Queen. But the Queen was known to mentally torture her lovers and screw 
up their brain. Countless lives had been ruined by the Queen.  
     I had come here on a lark, just to see if I could find love here. But Debbie’s problem was she 
was too shy and was a wallflower and her boyfriend had brought her here, and she said she 
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hated this World, and for her it was a World of horror, alternating with boredom. Anyway, she 
was looking for a way out and latched on to me. But it turned out she was a psycho stalker of 
me. And I had a hard time getting away from her. But finally, I left Mars, for Earth. And 
disappeared there into the masses. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Vengeful Spurned Lover 
 
     Berenice said, “Her father had made sure she would be a success. And had granted her 
money to study acting. And they lived in L.A. so there was ample opportunity for her to make it 
big. Finally, she made it big and then was drawn away from me by a famous director. He 
treated her like a Queen, but he insisted she remain faithful to him. But she was also interested 
in me, an upcoming actor. In the end, she left the director and loved me instead. But he was so 
angry that she had snubbed him, that he spread lies around Hollywood such as that she had 
neo sex disease and was a psycho.” Of course, these words were untrue, but she was 
devastated and killed herself. 
    I was so sad, as my true love had left me forever. I wondered how could she do this to me? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Neo Heroin Buddies 
 
      I said, “There was ample opportunity for success in this World, but I wanted it all. I wanted 
to be filthy rich and have a bevy of women and a constant supply of drugs. So, I became a drug 
baron. All drugs were now legal, but I controlled the source of supply and was very wealthy. 
Most of the time I was out of my mind on crack and finally, the authorities cracked down on my 
pleasure and forced me into Rehab.” My lawyers said, it was an outrage. But the leaders said I 
had been convincing people to take dangerous crack and neo heroin. It wasn’t a crime, but I 
had to go to Rehab. They said, it was a fair judgment. In Rehab., they altered my brain so that I 
wouldn’t crave pleasure so much and would be more interested in intellectualism. 
      But they forced me to get off of the heroin cold turkey and it was a horror for me. I almost 
slit my throat. 
       As it was, I hooked up with an interesting madwoman. She said, “When they let us go, we’ll 
get back on heroin and enjoy life!” I said, “I have been altered and I am sure you too, and we 
will no longer enjoy heroin.” 
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       “Well then how about sex?” I asked. She said, “Of course let’s go right now!” 
       And so we got through Rehab.  
       After we got out, I needed to find some cash, so I said to the girl, “Let’s start a high-class 
escort service.”  She agreed. And it made us rich and we treated the girls well. 
        She said, “We seem to gravitate to the edges of the law.” I said, “It’s the best way to get 
rich quick.” 
       And she said, “She wanted to go back to school and learn how to be a writer.” And she said, 
“She had a sad, but interesting tale to tell horrific tale of a junkie.” I said, “Why don’t you just 
go ahead and try and write your story!” She said, “Maybe you are right. I have read a lot of 
books very carefully and I can learn from them!” 
     But we were both restless and depressed without heroin and we were at each other’s 
throats. Finally, she stabbed me to death. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tired of Life on Titan 
 
      I told the girl, “I was sick and tired of this existence.” She said, “But we live in Paradise, here 
on Saturn’s Moon, Titan.” I said, “Maybe it is Paradise for you, but not for me. For me this is a 
place where there are no children, just clones of yourselves, and they are boring. And you all 
want to live on forever, you say you enjoy life so much. You spend all your time in love affairs, 
and it has gotten old and not many tourists, fresh meat, if you will, come here. The population 
is only 21 plus 63 clones. I know we were all kindred spirits when you came here, but that has 
also gotten old. And 10 people have committed suicide in the last year alone.” 
      “I’d rather be on Earth, quite frankly.” I said. But she said, “Earth is in chaos and it’s dog eat 
dog.” I said, “Still I’d prefer it to this boring World.” And she told the others what I had said. 
And everyone now snubbed me (I had no clones). So, I left. 
       Back on Earth I fell in with a gang of drug dealers and lived the easy life. But then I was 
arrested and sent to Hell: Federal prison. The prisons were run by gangs too and I joined one of 
them for protection, however I was sodomized many times and was miserable. And then finally 
I stabbed one of my rapists and after that everyone was gunning for me; I was truly in Hell. And 
wished I’d stayed on Titan. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Life Lived in Vain 
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        I wanted to know if my old flame still loved me. So, I looked her up Online. But she said, 
“She never much liked me, and it was good riddance to see the last of me.” And then I looked 
up some old friends and they showed no interest in getting together with me. I reflected that 
I’d lived my life in vain and that my life really sucked.  So, I went to Luna and met some slave 
traders, who I joined.  It was very lucrative, and I prospered. But then one day a rival gang 
captured me and sold me as a sex slave to a man. I wasn’t even gay but had to take it up the ass 
almost every day. He kept me in chains, and I couldn’t get a good night’s sleep with the other 
sex slaves snoring and rattling their chains. I was in Hell, and I thought it must be my destiny. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Persona Non Grata 
 
      I figured I had the go ahead, the green light, to live in sin on this Baptist Christian colony. I 
had two wives, but no one took action against me. Then I started importing liquor and drugs 
and I really liked to party with my wives. But still they tolerated me. But everyone here was 
relatively poor and I wanted to be rich so I set up android love doll stations where tourists could 
come and find great sex. Finally, the Christians deported me from this World, Pluto, and I was 
left with nothing on Moon Prospero of the Uranus system. Moon Prospero, was settled by a 
group of monastic Baptist scholars who had no use for me. And I was in Hell, a very cold Hell. 
And in the end the monks threw me into the wilderness, outside of the colony, to die and I 
died. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Superfluous Couple  
 
     I said to the girl, Michelle, “Our destiny is to be a success. We are both good writers with lots 
of ideas. She said, “Maybe so, but the powers that be, don’t like brilliant writers and even send 
their spies against them.” But anyway, we wrote a book together about a hypothetical group of 
thinkers who imagined a completely different World, one where everyone lived in a robotic 
induced Paradise.  Robots did all the work and had an IQ of about 130, so could do all the jobs. 
But one exceptionally clever robot killed all the thinkers with a robot mob behind him. And so 
the robots took control, calling themselves, “Androids.” But it was true that they were androids. 
And it was true they craved power, even more so than humans. It was humans’ Frankensteins. 
But we could not publish our book at all. No one wanted it. We thought it was pretty good 
though and self-published it and toured the USA trying to promote it. But we basically failed 



68 
 

and were miserable. What kind of World do we live in? We asked ourselves. We were two 
superfluous people who had no use. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Perils of Progress 
 
      I said, “Many people live lives of ordinary horror. An abusive mate, a mindless job, trouble 
putting food on the table, separated from their children at age 5. Driven insane by MRT (Mind 
Reading Technology), and brain changes to keep up with the Joneses.”  
      She said, “Yes in this so-called Paradise, this enlightened era, many people were miserable 
and suicidal.” 
      And I said, “Progress is moving so fast, it creates more problems than it solves. Solve one 
problem and it creates 3 more. For example, air cars were a good idea at first, but then 
everyone wanted them even though they were expensive. And if they couldn’t afford one, 
they’d whine and bitch, and even kill themselves.” 
      And we gave the poor food, but many traded food, for money to gamble with. They were 
quite convinced they would win. 
     And we allowed parents to see their children more often, but they cared more about their 
friends than their parents and some openly wondered why their parents had created them in 
the first place. 
      And we tried to tell them that they had all they needed and no need to keep up with the 
Joneses.  
      As for MRT, it had created a lovely World of love and despite some mental problems people 
generally got used to it. And no one could enter your mind actively or passively without your 
permission. 
      And brain changes were all voluntary. If you didn’t think you could handle it, you didn’t have 
to go through with it; but most people opted for genetic therapy for their minds. 
       And as for the mindless jobs, the authorities figured, everyone needed a job. 
   But many whined and complained and said they lived in a life of horror. And surely, they said, 
they deserved a better fate. 
         But the authorities told them that they were free, provided they didn’t get political and 
their lives would be sublime in the end. 
           But that is another story. 
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World for the Taking 
 
       In my opinion, this World was for the taking. And I greedily took what I could. I amassed a 
fortune in stocks and was able to retire at age 24. And I had a collection of 15 lovers who all 
said they were loyal to me. And so, I cultivated my garden and had a number of children who I 
spent time with. 
       But then was the stock market crash of 2097 A.D.  And so, I was forced to take a job as an 
air car salesman. And my women were used to a life of luxury and they also had to go out and 
work and most of them left me. 
      I was relatively poor and certainly miserable… 
      And then I lost my job and was totally destitute. Only one of my lovers, Janet was still with 
me and we lived off of her prostitution. And I was her pimp. We had a comfortable life and 
managed to stay off of heroin, but then one day my girl was murdered. They implicated me and 
charged me with murder. But the court found me to be innocent, but I was miserable all the 
same… 
        So, I went on welfare, the dole, and scrounged out an existence for myself. No decent girl 
wanted me, and my life was one of horror. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Murdered by a Robot 
 
        I believed in the tunnel of pleasure. It was a subsurface tunnel below ground on Venus 
which was a sultry Paradise with great looking women who I had imported from Earth. There 
were some open caverns along the tunnel which snaked on for many km.  
        Tourists came here for sex and drugs and good times. And I was famous on Venus, and 
well-known on Earth. But then one night a disgruntled tourist shot me in the back and I almost 
died. Fortunately, they had good hospitals here on Venus. So, I was back to my old self the next 
day. But in the meantime, my general manager had seized control of the business and she 
locked me out. And I found that she had bribed many officials that I thought were in my pocket 
and they were in on it too. And they deported me to Earth. 
      On Earth I tried to start again with a robot business. The robots were all builder robots 
useful in Space and on Earth. And I forgot all about Venus. 
      But one of the robots stabbed me in the back and it took me 30 minutes to die. As I died, I 
reflected you take your chances and sometimes you get burned. 
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Painful Parting 
 
      I thought to my lover, that I loved only her. She thought, “My mind was full of sexual desires 
and she knew me. And knew that I didn’t really love her. That I craved variety…” 
      I thought, “But you are my love. And I’d be willing to marry you and have a monogamous 
relationship.” 
      She thought, “Being stuck with you, would be an anathema. I want out of this relationship!” 
      I thought, “But I am destined to succeed as a writer. And will one day be famous.” She 
thought, “You are an ordinary man, and will never succeed.” And then she left me. 
      I was so crushed that I killed myself to end the pain. 
 
 
 
 
 
      
 
 
Spoiled People 
 
      I said today in 2077 A.D., “Everyone has a World of horror in VR (Virtual Reality). And people 
are dying like flies in VR. But there seems no end to be addicted to VR. For many, it is an escape 
from dull terrestrial Reality.” 
      The girl, Melinda said, “People are all spoiled these days. And just want to get their kicks, 
but in the end, they die.” 
        I said, “The horrors!” 
        But she said, “Eternal youth is just around the corner. This will likely spoil people even 
more. But many will kill themselves over heartbreak as they are mostly bred to be wimps. 
        I said, “Even our leaders are wimps. We need strong, democratic leadership.” 
        She said, “Our system favors sycophants and ass kissers to be the leaders.” 
        I said, “Humans have overcome numerous plagues and wars and tyranny in the past. And 
we will no doubt overcome this time of the wimps.” 
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A Disappointing Lover 
 
       I thought to the girl, Carla, “That I wanted her, right now.” She thought, “Everything you say 
is so right. But it was not so easy to win my love.” I thought, “Why miss out on the ecstasies 
that might be?” She thought “I’m not like the perfect drug to satisfy only you!” 
       I thought, “Love me now or I will leave you!” So, she thought, “OK.” 
       So, we read each other’s minds using MRT (Mind Reading Technology) whilst we made love 
and I thought it was good. But she thought, “She was quite disappointed in loving me.” I 
thought, “She was hard to please.” She said, “I was a charlatan, who couldn’t love well.” So, she 
left me, and I killed myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
He Had it Made 
 
        I proclaimed that, “I was the best lover and had a big dick (both not true). And I advertised 
for love on the Internet. But my ratings were quite low, so I kept changing my identity. There 
were a surprising number of women who were interested in the best possible lover. And I 
wrote them poetry and gave them thoughtful gifts and charmed them with my spiel.  Most of 
the women I loved thus, were ordinary, but greedy for sex and love, and good-looking. 
       I hypnotised some of the women to love me over the Net. And they were drawn to me like 
a moth towards a flame. And they burnt their wings. 
       And I was very busy with so many loves. I took anti-sleep pills and slept for just one hour a 
night. And I was on all sorts of sex enhancers. I was able to come 15 times per day and each 
session typically lasted 25 minutes. The rest of the time I spent looking for new loves. 
       One girl said, “I was a sex maniac. And then another the same. But I didn’t tell them I had so 
many lovers. They thought I just had two. But I went through at least 3 new women every day 
and if they were really good, I kept them around. But most thought I was just a so-so lover.” 
        But then one girl hacked into my computer and discovered I had many lovers, and she 
contacted all my women and told them what a philanderer I was. 
        And she put my picture all over the Internet and described me as a charlatan, who just 
used women for sex. So I had to get plastic surgery and change my identity again and start over 
with fresh, new lovers. 
        But this time I was being watched and my attempts to find love Online were sabotaged. 
And I was miserable. Then someone cleaned out my bank account and I was left destitute; a 
street person. 
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War in Germany 
 
     In the year 2059, Gunther told me that, “In Germany, they were afraid their leader was 
another Hitler. He rounded up and arrested many non-white people and declared Martial Law. 
He put them in camps and worked them to the bone.  Other EU states condemned him and 
kicked Germany out of the union. But Germany had a military almost as powerful as that of 
Britain and France but now he instituted conscription, and everyone was afraid. So, Britain, 
France and the USA attacked Germany and nipped the nascent movement in the bud. Germany 
had no nuclear weapons.” 
      Some Germans fought hard and millions died, with France finally using nuclear weapons on 
Germany. The French were mad that the German public had again elected such a leader in the 
first place. 
      The horrors of warfare would not soon be forgotten. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Corrupting the Game of Basketball 
 
      I announced that, “I was buying every single NBA team with large offers to the owners.” The 
owners were concerned about the impact I’d have on the game. But my money talked, and 
shareholders and owners took my generous offers. 
      Henceforth every game was fixed, and the players played like the Harlem Globe Trotters. I 
made a big fortune betting on the games that were fixed, and the players couldn’t admit it was 
fixed or they’d lose their job. Finally, a group of the best players boycotted the games and the 
movement gained steam. One year later only 30% of the players were left. So, I brought in 
players from the minors. Some said the game was reminiscent of the professional wrestling 
matches. But I still had a lot of people watch and frequently bench clearing brawls erupted with 
the ringside spectators joining in. Many people watching enjoyed the fighting. 
    Some critics said I was appealing to the lowest common denominator, but I was getting so 
rich, I didn’t know what to do with the money. I thought of bringing brawls back to hockey and 
also to soccer and baseball. Commissioners of other sports though fought me tooth and nail, so 
I bought teams using phony investment groups, that were really just me. In the year 2060 I was 
worth 10 trillion dollars plus. The richest man in the World. And I had my idiosyncrasies, I was 
into loving 18-year-old girls or even younger if it could be arranged. I had a penchant for virgins. 
     And I dined every night on steak cooked rare. And I built a lot of towers to live in with my 
employees to live in and including my stock of women. 
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      Some basketball players said I had ruined the game and set up their own league, but I 
bought them up too. Some players said I had enslaved them, and their life was one of horror. 
Some even said I was a racist, but that wasn’t true. 
       And the paparazzi had a field day we me and my loves. But I didn’t mind; I was happy for 
any attention I could get. 
      But when I was displeased with one of my lovers, I simply dumped them and had lawyers 
look after it. But typically, they were crushed to be dumped by the World’s richest man. I even 
dated famous celebrities and many women wanted a piece of me. But I dumped them too and 
some were heartbroken. If I just loved them for a few encounters I wouldn’t have to go to court 
and pay them, so I mostly had no regular lovers… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Fake Multi-Billionaire 
 
        I told the girl, “She should take a walk on the wild side.” I said, “Stick with me baby, and 
your life will be sublime.” I was posing as a multi-billionaire, but in fact I was nearly bankrupt. I 
treated her to the best restaurants and bought her nice gifts and finally she agreed to love me.  
But then after a couple of years I was out of cash and we broke up and I sued her for alimony. 
She was shocked that I didn’t have any money, but she was rich, so I gained millions and 
millions. She told mutual friends, “That I had made her a pauper, and a fool, and she was in 
Hell; full of regrets about dating me in the first place. How could she be so dumb?” she said. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Fragile Girl 
 
      Vanessa was a girl with a fragile ego. But I broke her heart by loving others and finally, she 
went to see a shrink. The shrink told her, “To leave me,” ”But she figured she still loved me.” 
So, she hung on to me. But I didn’t respect her and her bleeding heart and so I became 
increasingly abusive to her, hoping she would leave me, but she kept saying that, “She still 
loved me.” 
    And I said to her, “If you continue to love me, you will be in a Hell of your own making.” 
    But she clung to me, so finally I dumped her, and she killed herself. I reflected the World was 
a hard, cruel place for such a delicate creature as her, and I felt bad about it. 
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A Vengeful Russian Lover 
 
    Yolanda said, “It was madness to go and live in St. Petersburg, Russia.” She said, “It was cold, 
and few spoke good English. But she liked to drink vodka and liked crazy Russian men. But then 
one man imprisoned her in his secret basement room and repeatedly raped her. She broke out 
though hitting him with a lamp and knocking him out cold. Then she ran from Russia. Her 
enslaver was highly placed in the Russian government, so she didn’t feel safe until she reached 
the Czech Republic.” 
       But that man was powerful and hacked into her computer and said, “He’d kill her and all 
her family members.”  
       She was so worried she couldn’t work (she was a fashion model) and had to live with the 
first man that would have her. So, she met a nice French man in France, who was very romantic 
but was overbearing and jealous of her new friends. So finally, he threatened to kill her, and she 
was in Hell. So, she stopped talking to her friends and just lived with the Frenchman.  
        She reflected that she’d had bad luck, but, dreamt of a Prince Charming to take her away to 
America. But then two of her uncles were gunned down and she figured it was the Russian. She 
felt so bad she killed herself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Night of Horror 
 
       “Let me tell you a tale of horror,” said the girl. She said, “We all fear the night, primal fears 
really.  But one time she was in a wildlife park in Kenya and darkness came faster than she 
expected so she had to set up camp. She was all alone and built a large fire and turned on the 
radio to scare away predators. But then she heard the roar of a lion. She cowered in her tent. 
And finally, the lion charged her tent, but she screamed extremely loudly and anyway the lion 
finally gave up. She didn’t get any sleep that night and kept the fire stoked and the radio on. 
She wondered why she had been so careless to risk her life from such a beast, like the lion.” 
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A Classic Horror 
 
        Naomi said, she loved being scared and enjoyed all the classic horror films and liked the 
thrill of going walking at night. Of course, she had some mace and had to spray several would-
be attackers at different times. Friends told her she was playing with fire, but she paid them no 
heed.  
      Finally, one night an attacker came up behind her and stabbed her in the back and left her 
to die. But she called 911 and they were able to save her. Friends said, surely now, she had 
learned her lesson. 
       She said, she’d try and bring her attacker to justice. Then one night she heard footsteps 
behind her, and it was him, so she sprayed him in the eyes with mace and called police. She 
jubilantly bragged about it to her friends. But in court she couldn’t prove her attacker who 
stabbed her was the same guy she’d sprayed with mace. So, he was let go. Now he knew her 
name and he’d be coming for her; she was scared out of her mind. So, she lived in Hell and 
couldn’t sleep at nights and lost her job and was on the streets. She knew he would come for 
her one night… 
       But he never came. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hiding in Her Bubble 
 
      I complained to the girl, “You know nothing of horror.” She replied, “She didn’t want to 
either.” I added, “You hide in your bubble. And watch the time roar quickly by.” She said, “She 
had to be faithful to the old ways, and if progress makes me old-fashioned, that is fine by me.” 
      I said, “But our World is torn asunder by wars and bioweapons. We need to use the best 
people to combat the challenge. You are doing us no favors by hiding from it.” She said, “There 
are a billion clever people, why can’t some of them do something? I am just a lonely outsider.” 
I said, “The buck has to stop here with you and me.” 
     I said, “You have no children and I’d like to give you one. Someone to live for other than 
yourself.” She said, “I want no part of this World of horror and certainly don’t want to bring 
children into it.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Moving with the Times 
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      I asked the girl, Amy, “What do you know about love?” She said, “These days, love doesn’t 
last long and there are always plenty of lovers waiting for your love!” 
      I said, “It’s a pity that it is so.” 
      “I think it’s grand,” she said.  “A never-ending supply of lovers makes life sublime.” 
       I said, “But surely, human beings were meant to have a permanent mate!” She replied, 
“Times have changed.” 
       And, “She knew some old-fashioned people like me, who were equally miserable. You have 
to move with the times,” she said. 
       I said, “I figure that it is insane to have so many lovers, one doesn’t value them and respect 
them.” 
       And I said, “For me it is a nightmare to try and find true love. The road is paved with 
heartbreak and woe.” 
       She said, “Don’t take it so hard; it’s only life.” 
      
 
 
 
 
Madness in Africa 
 
      She told me we should elope from America and go live in Africa. Africa was now booming, 
and the spirit of progress was so overwhelming, one could smell it. So, we went there to live 
and set up a small business for tourists to come and see all of Africa. We took one tour group at 
a time, typically about 50 people and took them on a tour of the continent. Before starting the 
business, we had traveled Africa for two years and figured we knew the places well. 
     But one day while we were in Mozambique, we were ambushed by poachers/drug lords who 
killed us all. Africa wasn’t truly developed yet. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Glorious Days 
 
     I said, “We live in exceptional times. It was the year 2071, and, almost everyone was in love 
with someone.” She said, “It’s not true love. Nowadays love affairs only last about a week. 
People are just using one another for sex and companionship.”  I said, “But almost everyone 
was happy. That’s the main thing.” She said, “People like you are brainwashed to think we live 
in the best of all possible Worlds. The World could be a much better place. For example, people 
could be kinder and more imaginative and have their own philosophy.” I replied, “If you want 
that, we’d need to alter the brains of the people and this is an anathema.” She countered by 
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saying, “It’s evolution. And anyway, new education could go a long way towards making people 
better. New education is determined by the best minds and is a fun and loving experience.” I 
said, “I wish I had gotten an education like that!” She said, “Why don’t you go back to school?” 
      So, I went back, but I discovered the students were all hypnotised by their teachers to 
believe the governments spiel about life. The government wanted people to love themselves 
and have a big ego. I said, “Everyone in school is on the wrong path. And egos clashed. And 
even mediocre minds thought they were geniuses.” 
       “Education was ruining the youth,” I added. “And we were in for some desperate, greedy 
times. The horror!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Helping the Third World 
 
      I opined, “That people needed to learn what is right and what is wrong. It seems people 
these days are lost and don’t know where to turn.” I campaigned for President and said, “I 
would recruit hundreds of millions to do charity work in the Third World,” and I was duly 
elected. 
       “The meaning of life,” I said, “Was to help your fellow human.”  
       We gave the poor cell phones and taught them English and the Arts and Sciences. 
       But in several South American countries and Asian and African countries too, the teachers 
we had sent them were murdered. And it became positively unsafe for our teachers. So we 
asked UN troops to go in and keep the peace, but there were clashes and many died. But we 
told the UN troops they were fighting for the cause of liberty. But in order to restore peace, we 
needed to kill off the drug dealers and anarchists. And this was a problem. Corrupt 
governments stood in our way. The horrors. 
       We sponsored revolution in such countries, but most of them were put down and the 
corrupt rulers remained in power. 
        But finally, we convinced the USA government to send troops and there was terrible 
carnage with guerilla warfare on the part of the corrupt governments. Even the mighty USA 
couldn’t stop them.  It was the year 2056. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Changing Love 
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       I said to the girl, “Why is it that all your friends are greedy and want me to love them?” She 
answered, “Because you are a sexy guy, and they crave pleasure!”  
       A few days later, after I’d loved some of them, I told her, “They are insatiable, and I am 
tired.” She said, “I hope you saved some love for me!” I said, “I’ll take another Viagra.” And so, I 
was immersed in her World. 
       I asked her, “Why don’t you and I swap all our memories and bond even stronger!” She 
said, “It’s a big step, but why not?” 
       So, I delved into her memories and found she had run for President in her home in Jamaica 
and had been an activist seeking a more equitable society. And she had narrowly lost. And she 
had had many lovers in Jamaica and the USA, and I relived some of these memories of hers. She 
seemed to like clever, passionate men. And admittedly some of her former lovers were better 
lovers than me. 
       For her part, she experienced my memories of loneliness and hardship in my youth. And she 
said, “Adversity is good for you. And made you into a strong man!” 
       But then one day she dumped me, and I was crushed and forlorn. And her friends no longer 
wanted to love me. I was all alone in this great big World and killed myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
He Built Air Cars One Could Live In 
 
        I said, “I live a life of horror. My enemies have shot me ten times, but I lived through them. 
I had made these enemies by stealing their women to come and live with me. I now had 10 
women living with me in my mansion.” 
       I constantly wore a bullet proof vest and bullet proof face and head helmet and had 
servants stand guard over my garage and property. 
       I had gotten rich in the air car manufacturing business. 
       I made “home cars” which people could live in instead of a house or apartment. These cars 
had a shower and a toilet and a kitchen and several bedrooms. And all flew on automatic pilot. 
But I preferred to live in my mansion as it was more spacious. 
        However, I had changed the World with my home cars, and I was a trillionaire. It was the 
year 2062. 
    But then I was poisoned and had no time to reflect on my life, and I died. The horror. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Horrors of Lost Love 
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      I felt guilty about dumping numerous women so finally I went to a monastery, “To clean 
myself up.” 
      But it was cold, and I stayed inside and drank beer that the Belgian monks had made. 
      I was drunk all day, everyday for a month and then I left, back into the World. 
      I wanted to find a woman who was as clever than I, someone I could respect and treasure. I 
searched the Net, and finally met a genius woman. She was a biochemist who had been 
instrumental in finally curing all cancers. I told her about the books I had written and suddenly 
we were in love. And we stimulated one another to do better. 
       But then she was murdered by a robber and I was lost. I booked myself into a mental 
hospital, but my mind was destroyed, and I couldn’t recover. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Secret Experiment 
 
      The girl, Nancy, was an astronomer and she had been studying a far-off planet, that was 
sending signals in English. She wondered what was going on, but as she looked into it, the spies 
got in her head and told her to desist. She was confused, but confided in me, her best friend. I 
told her, “It is probably a secret CIA experiment, but who knows?” 
       She said, “The voices in her head were driving her mad and her life was a nightmare. The 
horrors.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Horror of the Law 
 
     Bambi was telling me, “She got a promotion in the police force to detective lieutenant. She 
had cracked the case of the serial killer who had terrorized and killed dozens and dozens of 
prostitutes. She also said that prostitutes should be totally legalized, and all should be working 
for an escort service for their own protection and to get away from evil pimps. But the state 
legislature voted her motion down.” 
     So, then there was another killer, and he killed dozens more. But again, the state legislature 
failed to act. The horrors. 
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She Couldn’t Find Love 
 
       Natasha was telling me about her former lovers. One was violent and abusive, another was 
bisexual and just using her as a front, another was a bank robber and so on. 
       I told her, “She needed to be more selective in choosing lovers and she should try for poets 
or musicians or something. So, she hung around her favorite rock bands, and she had some 
torrid love affairs, but they typically lasted only a few nights. I said to her, “It’s your fault they 
don’t want to stick with you. Maybe you could learn by heart their lyrics and perhaps that will 
help. She said, “She felt like she was throwing herself at the rockers and came across as a 
desperado.” I said, “Love stings.” She said, “There didn’t seem to be any love for her. And her 
life was a nightmare.” 
 
 
            
 
 
 
Bored and Evil 
 
       I was talking to a girl about horror. She said, “In Virtual Reality it is full of dangers. Yet 
almost everyone went to VR sometimes, risking death.” 
       I said, “On one hand people today have eternal youth, on the other hand it is a thrill to put 
yourself in danger, and risk death.” And I said, “Many men like the thrill of battle and many 
women like the thrill of loving a stranger.” And I added, “Life today is murderous and evil. How 
did we ever get to this?” She said, “It’s boring to be good and she wanted to go to Hell on 
Earth!” The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
Armageddon Days 
 
       Maureen was telling me, “She believed all mad people were in a horror of their own 
making!” 
       I said, “It’s not only mad people who live in horror. Most people have experienced horror in 
their lifetime. That’s just the way it is.” 
       She said, “Wild animals face horrible enemies everyday almost and it is human nature to 
live in horror.” 
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       I said, “The greatest horror of all is our wayward government. They don’t help the poor or 
the desperados and make life dog eat dog. The horror.” 
       She said, “Government officials are elected by a crazed populace who responds to their run 
of the mill populism. Our education system has failed us, and not prepared us for the madness 
and horror of contemporary times.” 
       I said, “Most people are starting to think that the human race is doomed. Armageddon is 
just a whisper away. And there have already been some limited nuclear wars!” 
       She said, “She imagined what a post-nuclear World would be like. She would have to attach 
herself to a strong leader and be a survivor.” She said, that’s why she lived in Yellowknife in the 
Northwest Territories of Canada; she felt safe here.” 
        I said, “I feel bored here too; I miss the big city nightlife. Few great people live here. But I 
too, think it is a safe place. Better to be safe and bored!” 
 
 
 
 
 
Our Fate 
 
      Clotho was telling me, “Fate was on our side. We lived in a safe country, Australia, and our 
future looked bright!” I said, “But going to Space was the Future. That’s where the opportunity 
is, and Australia was initially settled by people who wanted opportunity. It’s in our genes.” 
       She said, “But the government of Australia, in this year, 2150, is concerned about the brain 
drain to Space.” I said, “The best people want adventure and opportunity. For the common 
human, life in Australia is just fine.” 
       She said, “But it is madness to send our best people to Space. It will make Earth a basket 
case.” 
        I said, “I wouldn’t worry about that. There will still be opportunity on Earth with a large 
domestic market. And now the whole World is socialist, and everyone is well looked after.” 
       And I said, “Space is not easy; it’s a challenge and you need to be a pioneering spirit to truly 
succeed there.” 
       But as the 22nd century continued, people went to Space in droves. It was a big land-grab 
and every inch of solid ground/ocean was taken. If someone came on your property/ocean 
sector you’d receive credits. So just moving around became expensive. But there was a lot of 
wealth in Space. 
        Clotho said, “Now deep space is within reach with faster than light travel. And the human 
race will evolve into many deep intellects.” 
        But on Planet after Planet, authoritarian rulers took over and basically enslaved all the 
humans in Space. Space was essentially lawless, and dictators found it easy to take over these 
new colonies; the horrors. 
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Androgynous People in Space 
 
    I said to Sheila, “How does it feel to be a lesbian in Space?” She said most gay people opted 
to become androgynous and were open-minded towards different body types. Even “Alien 
designers.” But she said, “That many people persecute the androgynous people and make their 
life one of horror.” And they enslave them and physically and mentally abuse them. And if they 
complained, they’d be eliminated. Non-androgynous people considered them to be ‘Freaks.’ 
And not worthy of human rights.”’ 
       I said, “Humanity has a long history of intolerance. In every generation many are abused.” 
 
 
 
 
 
Stalker 
 
     I thought that maybe the girl would love me. But she rejected me. So, I stalked her and sent 
her love poems and flowers. But still no dice. Then I started killing her lovers with gun shots to 
the head. She suspected it was me, but she had no proof and each gun I used only once and had 
bought the guns on the black market. After the fourth murder, I asked her, “To marry me.” And 
she led me along and then after a week of dating she put a knife in my heart and left me to die. 
In court she said she knew I had murdered her lovers, but the court suspected that she was the 
one who killed them. And she was sentenced to 25 years with no possibility of parole. 
      She got out 25 years later and my clone was waiting for her. My clone said, “She had better 
love him and finally, she killed herself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Spurned Poetess 
 
      She was saying, “She had been intimidated to meet me as I was such a famous writer.” I 
wrote mainstream, contemporary things and sold millions of copies. And she said, “She was a 
writer too, and wrote poetry mostly.” I looked at her poetry and it was pretty good. And I loved 
her and it was pretty good also. But she asked too many questions and I felt she was just trying 
to get fodder for a novel from me. So, I dumped her, a woman spurned… 
     And she tried to shoot me, but, missed. So, I told her, “Give me all your money and get out of 
my life or I’ll use the video of the shooting to try her in court.” But I didn’t want to go to court, 
as it was bad PR. So, I made her sell her house and pocketed the money and she killed herself, I 
heard. 
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Did She Love Me? 
 
       I wanted to know, if she truly loved me. So, I devised some tests. The first test was I hired a 
gigolo to try and seduce her and note her reaction to pure sex and little dialog. She was bored 
with the gigolo so that was good. The second test was I asked her, “If she’d risk her life for my 
cause (my cause was revolution, rule by a philosopher King).” She said, “She was certainly 
willing to fight for it.” That was OK. Then the third test I asked her, “If she was willing to follow 
me to the ends of the solar system and just be with me and no one else.” She said, “She was 
sure we’d drive each other crazy and why would we want to cut ourselves off from civilization 
in general?” I supposed it was a fair answer, so despite the current of the times I asked her to 
marry me. She said, “What the hell, we’re practically married already, spending most of our 
time with one another.” 
         But as time passed, we grew apart. And finally, she applied for a divorce. I lost my temper 
and murdered her by strangling with my bare hands. Then I went to Hell in prison. But I didn’t 
care to live so hung myself in my cell. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Her Favorite Story 
 
      I said, “Tell me your favorite story from your life?” She said, “She fell in love when she was 
16 with a man who was 20 and they were true soul mates and had a lot of fun together, but 
finally they grew apart and broke up.” And she said, “My favorite memories are all with him.” I 
asked her, “If she’d like to make a movie about it?” She said, “Why not?” So, we made the film 
and we got actors to play the two primary roles (We were both in our 40’s now). But as we 
approached the conclusion of the movie, she suddenly changed her mind about me, and 
wanted nothing to do with me, not even finish the film. And she shot me in the stomach and 
left me to die but paramedics arrived, and I survived. I did not press charges, but my heart was 
broken. And finally, I took my own life. 
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Bestiality 
 
      There had to be a reckoning I figured. There was no way the Bizarre Tom Smythe would get 
away with his circus act of bestiality between animals and men. He had no trouble finding 
women who’d like to love a male elephant or a tiger etc. It was sensational though and made 
Bizarre Tom, rich. And people who saw the films had sex with their pet dogs and so on. But 
finally, Tom was arrested for cruelty to animals. He fought the charges, “Saying the animals 
enjoyed it and he was doing a service to humanity turning them on with his videos.” But in the 
interest of public safety, he was sent to prison for 3 years during which time he was sodomized 
many times, but he liked it and enjoyed prison thoroughly. When he got out, he went right back 
to his animal videos and many thought he had a point. Others thought he was a holy terror who 
drove people and animals insane. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In Love with a Whore 
 
     I called for an escort and was pleasantly surprised with a real hot blond. I was having so 
much fun drinking with her that I forgot we were supposed to have sex. Anyway, I was chock 
full of Viagra and so loved her again and again. I asked her, “To come back and see me next 
week,” and arranged a time and we would meet at my hotel again. All week all I could think of 
was this sexy girl. 
      But the next time she came she drew out a gun and demanded, “I withdraw all the money in 
my bank account.” I had $25,000. She would be right with me with her hand on the gun inside 
her purse at the bank. And she said, “Don’t try and stop me.” So, she got the money and took 
off in a taxi which I later tried to trace, but she had apparently changed taxis many times so I 
would have no trail to follow. 
      I reflected it is a rough league playing with women of the night. But I couldn’t pay my bills 
and had to declare bankruptcy and finally tried to embezzle money from my office (I was an 
architect) and was kicked out of my social clubs. Finally, I was convicted for fraud and killed 
myself. All on account of a whore. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Man and His Dog 
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     I greedily lapped up the attention of my Master. The Master was ruler of Moon Charon, 
orbiting Pluto. And the Master treated me as if I was his dog. But I was technically a free 
woman. But he kept me on a leash. And he liked when I growled and when I licked his bum. But 
finally, I bit off his penis and chewed and swallowed it and then ran for my life and pawned his 
jewellery for a passage back to Earth. I read in the Net news that he had been “stabbed by a 
prostitute.” Anyway, he recovered and got a penis pump which gave him sexual satisfaction, or 
so I heard. As for me, I attached myself to a poor poet and we were content. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Madly in Love 
 
       I fell in love with a man, Ben, who treated me like a Queen. And I loved him. The two of us 
were inseparable. We lived on Mars in one of the larger colonies there. But with the ravages of 
time, we drifted apart and there seemed no longer a point in us being together. 
        So, we broke up. But immediately I regretted it and got in touch with him and asked, “To 
see him.” But he said, “No, we are finished.”  
        So, I threw myself at any man I met but got no satisfaction. Only abuse and one nightmare 
after the other it seemed. And I reflected most people in Space were miserable. Maybe there 
were places on Earth that were different, but I’d never been there.  
        Finally, still on Mars, I met a man who seemed to have vision and wanted to change Mars 
into a series of love colonies. Different kinds of love in each. And I hung around him and finally 
one night he loved me. And soon we were a number. I told him, “About my former love, Ben 
and how much we’d loved one another.” But one of his friends said, “He recognized me as a 
prostitute who he’d had sex with last year.” My love asked me about it, and I tried to explain it, 
but I couldn’t. So, he dumped me, and I killed myself the same day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Another Evil Tyrant 
 
     I said, “I’ll never twist your words and will be a faithful chief of staff.” The President said, 
“OK, you got the job." But this President was difficult and obstreperous. And I had to lie on his 
behalf. He was swindling money to his offshore accounts and was passing bad laws that favored 
the rich and bankrupted many of the poor. Most people went along with his dictates, but there 
were protests; but these were put down violently.  And he also was about to go to war with 
Cuba which maintained the communist system even today in 2055. And he declared, “New 
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eternal youth discoveries to be ‘Experimental,’”which meant that he would take them and 
nobody else. The horrors. He was a real tyrant, but he patted me on the back and encouraged 
me to, “Keep preaching his spiel.” But it was a World that was rapidly spinning out of control 
right before my eyes. The masses were restless, and many wanted revolution. 
 
 
 
 
 
  
Cinderella Story 
 
      I believed it, when she said, she was a Cinderella story. She said she was born poor but was 
saved by a handsome magnate. She was in love with him. But then he was murdered after 
they’d been together only a few months, and she didn’t get much of an inheritance. She used 
the money she had to search for the killer, but in vain and finally she was bankrupt.  She was 
such a nice girl and I felt sorry for her, so I brought her into my life as a member of my harem. 
But she wanted me to get rid of my other girls and love only her. I told her, “If you don’t obey 
me, I’ll put you out on the streets.” 
      And she had a lot of free time, so she wrote a book about her miserable life, but publishers 
thought it was boring. And I got a copy and found she figured I was evil and cruel. After all I’d 
done for her. So, I kicked her out into the streets. She said, “The horrors.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What She Was Most Afraid of 
 
     I said to the girl, “What are you most afraid of?” She said, “Being alone in this great big 
World.” I made a living out of giving women what they didn’t want. And for her, I got her to 
give up all her friends and see and love only me, and then I dumped her after cleaning out her 
bank account and I disappeared. I was sure she’d be crushed by my actions. But life was cruel. 
The horrors… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Refugees from America 
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     I knew that she was a rebel. She wanted to set up a new USA in Tahiti. Built on American 
constitutional plans. She said, “She was aghast at the modern USA with its no longer tolerating 
free speech and freedom in general.” Many refugees came here to Tahiti seeking succour and 
justice. But she had no military power and the USA quickly snuffed her and her colleagues out. 
The horrors.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
He Created Aliens 
 
        I believed in the Future. I believed in Aliens coming to Earth and taking over. So I created 
several aliens based on some far out intellectuals, that nobody paid much attention too. But my 
“aliens,” said, “They were here to take over Earth and everyone must believe in them and go 
along with them.” Some wanted war with the aliens, but the “aliens” had already infiltrated the 
government and so they were allowed to survive. And more and more people believed in them, 
as aliens. And they said, “That all humans must turn into holograms and value the World of the 
mind. And should live in deep Space. And my aliens said, “They had a leader named James 
Christ, who would save humankind from a dependence on material pleasures and lead the way 
forward into the future. But as these aliens gained power, they banned sex and love and they 
forced more and more people into Virtual Reality. Some people said though, that a World 
without love was not worth living. But we swept their complaints under the carpet. We were 
taking over. 
      People asked me what I had against love, and I told them, “Sex is primitive and debasing.  
We want people to enjoy the pleasures of the mind in VR.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mind Rape 
 
     I opined that, “She was totally f—d; she believed in ghosts and spirits.” And I said, 
“Holograms are plentiful in our World, but are not worthy of your support. Holos are known to 
be greedy for power and Virtual riches, and many have no conscience.” She said, “But she liked 
the idea of life after death as a holo. To enjoy the spirit World and its intellectual diaspora. To 
give up on material pleasures.” I asked, “What’s wrong with material pleasures?” She said, “She 
didn’t want to talk to me anymore.” So, she lived on as a spirit, but finally wanted to return to 
being human. But she was denied. And she was trapped in a holo body and it was growing more 
horrific by the day. Various powers in hologram paradise tried to get into her mind and 
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succeeded. Henceforth everyone in cyberspace knew what she was thinking. “It was like mind 
rape,” she said. “The horrors.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Murder in Space 
 
     I was upset about the fact that my true love was leaving for Space.  She asked me “To join 
her?” but I said, “I wouldn’t want to be cooped up in small quarters in Space. We’d drive each 
other insane,” I said. But she said, “That ultimately the Moons and Planets had wide open 
spaces and would be terraformed eventually. Best to get in now while real estate was cheap!” 
      So, she left and I followed her progress. She said, “Almost everyone in Space didn’t believe 
in love, whereas on Earth most people were romantic, at least in theory.” 
      And she said, “Pioneering days were tough, but one day she would be very rich. She owned 
a few mines on Mercury.” 
      But finally, she was murdered for her land and the murderer wasn’t punished. The horrors! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rebellion on Venus 
 
     I was stripped of my rank as 4-star general for failing to quell the rebellion on Venus. The 
Venusians thumbed their nose at Earth’s government and the colonies joined together and built 
anti-Spaceship missiles in case Earth tried to reassert control. 
     They didn’t like Earth because of its high taxes and for making arrests of popular Venusian 
leaders who wanted a socialist Paradise. On Earth there was great inequality, and the Venusians 
couldn’t relate to them. 
      Finally, Earth sent a nuclear missile with cloaking technology to Venus and it exploded killing 
about ¼ of the 50,000 population. So, the Venusians sued for peace. 
       And Earth took over the national Venusian government. And appointed the richest local 
people to rule and the taxes were raised. 
        But the colony was simmering with discontent and they rebelled for a second time and 
executed their leaders. This time Earth’s various parties couldn’t agree on which course of 
action to take and finally, left them alone. And I assumed the leadership of all Venus. 
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Life is a Vicious Game 
 
     I believed that it was foolish to resist my true love’s ambitions. She wanted to be President 
and wanted me to support her in this bid. Her plan was to keep the status quo and freeze 
science for at least 10 years giving the people of Earth time to adjust to new technology such as 
elongated youth, which raised the number of years of youth. And also mind reading. But people 
wanted such new technology and were willing to fight for it. 
      And finally, they assassinated her. And I was crushed under the wheels of the law. And 
arrested and had my mind rearranged. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Love Party 
 
       I thought to the girl, “You are the best thing that has ever happened to me!” She thought, 
“Slow down, I am not in love yet!” 
      I said, “All I can think of is you.”  She made a number of great speeches about love in the 
modern age.  She said, “People need to be satisfied with their lovers. Why not just live for love 
affairs and forget about the violence on Virtual Reality?” She had a following she called the 
“Love party.” The Love party believed in free love and getting one’s kicks. One must have a new 
lover every day here in Houston in the year 2101. And one must be kind to your lovers. Being 
unkind was to be a federal offence. 
       I said, “You have to branch out to other issues if your love party is to succeed.” She said, “All 
that matters is love.” So, her party was defeated in the election, but then a tyrant seized control 
on behalf of the masses. The masses wanted free drugs and entertainment and were easily 
satisfied. They said they believed in love, but sex was all that mattered, for most of them. And 
the masses formed a mob which killed off members of the “Sinful” love party including us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Cock of the Rock 
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     I said to the girl, “I was the cock of the rock here and had 12 lovers living with me in this 
micro colony on Mars and I asked her to join us.” She knew that, “I was a famous writer of 
fiction and said she’d try it for a while.” But the women squabbled with one another regarding 
who would get to see me and when. They had an agreement though that every woman here 
would get equal time with me, but they still fought over me. 
      I was living like an Emperor, I figured. But one of the girls said, “You lack ambition.” I replied, 
“What would you have me do?”  She said, “Why not promise to break the hearts of all the 
tourist females who come here. Promise them. Many women would like to feel something, if 
only it is pain.” 
      And she said, “We could make a lot of money from tourists coming here to love you. And so, 
you could afford all the latest luxuries for your harem.” 
      So, I invited female tourists here, and loved them and got them to make a donation and 
then dumped them cruelly. But in the Guide to the Solar System, our small colony was not even 
listed. Thus, some women had no idea what they were in for. 
      But one of my love victims wrote about our micro colony in the Guide and described it as a 
Colony of Horror. After that few women came here, and my women wanted their designer 
drugs and luxurious homes built for them and plastic surgery and so on. So, I raised cash by 
starting a guided tour of Mars to all and sundry.  There were many things to see, Like Olympus 
Mons and colonies with towers of steel and glass. And see the new Martian wildlife, which 
included android and organic beasts. It was exciting to see them. I led the tours and seduced 
many tourists. Meanwhile my harem was off limits to all except me and my girls didn’t get out 
much. 
      But finally, my women were sick and tired of being cooped up and getting little love, so they 
told me they wanted out. So, I killed the two leaders and warned the rest to refrain from plots 
against me. But in the end, while loving two of the girls, one of them put a knife in my heart and 
I quickly bled to death. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Freedom Fighters 
 
     I said to the girl, “Everyone these days wants freedom. But some want freedom to take away 
the freedom of others. Everyone is in a cage and want to get out, but it is not easy to be truly 
free. And a totally free human is often hated by others who don’t understand what it truly 
means to be free.” 
      The girl, Sandy, replied, “If you are totally free, you need only concern yourself with other 
free people. Just like the Freedom colony on Mars. They have no need of non-free people. But 
they have a militia to defend their colony from outside attacks. Many people who were 
persecuted on Earth like Chinese and Russians come to the freedom colony.” 
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        I said, “But you can find free people all over. I would say there is a total of 10 million totally 
free people. Some of them don’t even notice that they are truly free.” 
       Sandy said, “I worry that the Chinese will attack the freedom colony with overwhelming 
force and kill the World’s ‘treasures.’” 
        And Sandy and I loved one another and then went our separate ways. But a week later we 
saw the news that China had attacked the Freedom colony and killed all 20,000 of them. They 
were like sitting ducks I figured. The horrors. 
 
 
       
 
 
 
 
Too Good for this World 
 
       I told the man, “I was surprized to see him here in jail.” He was a well-known comic, but he 
had no jokes for the serious situation he was in. It turned out he had satirized the wrong people 
and was now charged for inciting hatred and rebellion. He told me, “He’d probably be killed on 
the inside of the prison and was worried sick.” 
        As warden I made sure that the joker had 24/7 protection, but one night, some men in the 
laundry room suddenly stabbed him in the back and he died. It was too bad, but some people 
are just too good for this World. The horror. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bad Luck Girl 
 
      I wanted my daughter to study history. I said, “We have all sorts of people in this family, but 
no historian.” And I felt, “That history contained all the lessons we needed to learn to live in this 
modern World.” I was a disciple of the ancient Greeks in particular. My daughter said, “She’d do 
a B.A. in history and then move on from there.” I paid for her full education. Eventually she got 
a Ph.D. in history and another one in music. I encouraged her to play the piano well. And finally, 
she formed a band; “Suzie X and the Bitches.” Her stage name was Suzie X. 
      But she understood history and made concept albums based on historical periods. They 
became quite famous. But then one day a deranged fan broke into her house and blew her 
brains out. It was a horrible event and I reflected that sometimes the best people die 
needlessly. She had been my favorite child. 
      So, after a while I cloned her and began to bring her up just like the original. But then when 
she was 16, her boyfriend killed her in a jealous rage. And I wondered, “How could this happen 
to me? 
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Philosophy of Prostitutes 
 
       I said the whole affair left a bad taste in my mouth. It seemed that my friend, Will, had 
embezzled all of his company’s funds. And used the money to pay for top quality escort girls, 
and cocaine. He’d pissed it all away. His punishment was brain changes which took away most 
of his desire for pleasure and would make him a medium-level intellectual. So, he was in effect 
forced to be an intellectual. 
       But it didn’t turn out as they hoped, he searched for philosophy in whores and produced 
the book, “The Varying Philosophies of Whores.” “Every prostitute had their own take on life,” 
he wrote. 
     Some prostitutes believed in love, others believed the future looked rosy. Some said, they 
provided the closest thing to love most men ever get. And some said sex and love made the 
World go round. The prostitutes all believed in free love and a free World. 
     And they all took courses on how to please a man, any many were quite erudite. 
     But women’s groups were upset by his book and tried to get jail sentences for prostitutes. 
But instead, partially due to his book, prostitution was finally, made legal in most States. 
     In the end I was stabbed to death by a “Female Freedom fanatic.” And as I lay dying, I figured 
I was destined to die young. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hellish Utopia 
 
     I wondered what the future would be like. I was an astrophysicist. I was talking with a 
famous sci-fi author who told me, “The future would be Utopia for the masses, but some great 
thinkers will be in Hell.” “How so?” I asked him. He said, “New technology is very dangerous. 
Especially mind reading and the realities of empty space. Astronauts would drive each other 
insane through cabin fever.” “Indeed,” he said, “Many people will try and escape Earth and its 
tyranny of democratic demagogs. The spirit of the pioneers will be in Space and new Planets 
and Moons will be full of challenges. But Earth spies will be there and use mind reading to drive 
them mad.” 
      I said, “Surely you can come up with a better version of the future than that?” He said, “The 
future is a dark place in which many will be heartbroken. But there will be plenty of 
entertainment for the masses. And the intellectuals would, ”Fight it out amongst themselves.” 
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But, “The cruel and greedy who are amongst the cleverest, will triumph.” He said. 
     I said, “But what about your halcyon stories of happy futures?” He replied, “They are just like 
fairy tales; they are but dreams.” 
     I answered, “I didn’t know you were so cynical?” He said, “In his youth, he had been 
optimistic, but now figured he knew the World, and there were too many bad actors, and evil 
people and humans were in for a dark age that will wipe out progress overnight.” 
     He said, “It’s a miracle that we’ve come so far, but it is all in vain. And the space program will 
be shut down, and it will be a socialist state in which everyone is poor. And computer systems 
will also be shut down. The hackers will bring it down. And people will go back to a basic life. 
Just like the fairy tale, ‘The Fisherman and his Wife,’ people will try and play God and so will be 
punished for their hubris.” 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
The Best Woman in the World 
 
        She proclaimed that, “She was the best woman in the World. She said she was an up-and- 
coming writer and was a fantastic lover (she was very, very sexy), and was very kind. What 
more could a man want?” 
       I said, “It takes guts to say you are the very best of women Worldwide. I think you are too 
proud, full of hubris.” 
     She said, “She was on top of the World.” 
     So, I loved her, and it was intense and wild as if I’d been hit by a strong hurricane. Then we 
went our separate ways pledging to keep in touch. 
      But then I heard a few weeks later that she’d been murdered by a jealous lover. It was a real 
bummer for me, and I reflected, this World was full of uncertainty and madness. But when you 
stick your neck out and challenge society’s norms, they often chop your head off. 
       I believed the killing of this wonderful woman was arranged by our corrupt dictator that 
was jealous of her power. It was hard for females to take power. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Female Skid Row Bum 
 
      I exclaimed, “It is impossible for me to find love. I am a homeless woman and I stink and am 
getting old (55).” The social worker said, “We’ll get you a place to stay and get you cleaned up 
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and give you some make up to put on.” So, I went along with her. I was still in shock from my 
boyfriend dumping me out into the streets and wasn’t very alert. 
     Then I met a nice homeless man and he said he’d love me, but he dumped me. It was the 
year 2095 and supposedly we lived in enlightened times. The social worker set me up with a 
shrink, and the shrink told me, there’s no jobs for you unfortunately but you can continue to 
take welfare and can afford a little place of your own. But I was living in Canada, where 
cigarettes are very expensive and smoked 3 packs a day which ate up all my money was on skid 
row and hopeless and finally took my own life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Intolerant Philosophy 
 
     I wandered long about this World and wondered long about the meaning of life. I concluded 
that the key was to create meaning. Create children and create books and create political 
platforms. I called my philosophy, “The Book of True Creativity.” But the book was offensive to 
most and I put many famous people down.  Finally, I was murdered by a nobody. The horrors. 
     As I said before, “If you stick your neck out, they’ll chop it off.” 
  
 
 
 
 
 
He Hated Poetry 
 
     I asked the famous poet, “Who is your favorite girl, in the World today?” He said, “It was his 
sister, Marie.” 
     And I must say, I hated this poet for his revolutionary verses, I figured he was just a shit 
disturber and his poetry was lousy. I could write better poetry, if I tried. So, I set out to murder 
his sister and gunned her down on the street and got away with it. The next day I asked him, 
“How was he coping?” He said, “He was crushed, and his life was ruined.” And I was secretly 
gleeful. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Sitting on a Park Bench 
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     I was talking to the dog, in the park saying, “I bet you’d like to grow up and turn into a 
human,” and so on when a girl approached me and asked, “Are you a modern-day shaman?” I 
said, “I guess you could say that.” And I asked her, “Are you a witch? She answered, “Yes, a 
good witch, who could be wicked when she wanted to be.” I said, “What’s your mantra?” She 
replied, “She believed in imagination as the greatest of human attributes.” She said, “Nirvana 
was one thing, but imagination was more powerful.” 
      I asked her, “To what degree do you think that everyone can be made to be creative?” She 
replied, “Everyone can be improved, but basically few people are true creative geniuses. Maybe 
it is as high as 1% of the population. Many are creative in nature but do nothing with it. We 
need to use those people in government to make our societies true Utopias.” 
      And I said, “In times of war and dark ages how do creative people fare?” She said, “In times 
of war creativity is discouraged and all must blindly follow orders from uncreative people. In 
dark ages, everyone is too busy trying to survive.” I replied, “That seems right, but I feel creative 
people are killed off these days more than ever. Many of them are in Space which is largely 
lawless and are killed by tyrants.” 
       She said, “But creative people find creative ways to survive; I wouldn’t worry about them.” 
But, I said, “Imaginative people tend to live in big cities/suburbs, and they will all be nuked one 
day.” She said, “As long as there are people, there will be creative ones, I am sure.” 
      And I asked, “For her love?”  And she said, “Sure.” So, we did it and then went our separate 
ways. But I remember the day after she left, the super scientists on Europa, Jupiter’s Moon, 
were killed by a mad dictator. The horror. Space was risky.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ugliest Man in the World 
 
     I said, I am an ugly man in every way and my World was one of horror.  I had elephantiasis on 
my face and was covered in warts.  Even prostitutes often turned me down and I couldn’t get a 
job anywhere in this highly competitive year, 2190. Most people didn’t have jobs, but most ugly 
people had plastic surgery on their face and bodies. I didn’t want to change and actually 
revelled in freaking people out with my appearance. Finally, I tried to make the Guinness Book 
as the ugliest man alive and they awarded me the record. I toured with a circus freak show as 
one of the stars of the show. 
     The horrors. 
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Getting Away with Murder 
 
      I said, “I understand you are from the American CIA. What can I do for you?” One of them 
said, “We are examining you as a person of interest in a missing persons case. As you are 
perhaps aware, a certain friend of yours, Ms. Deveau, was recently murdered?” I said, “Yes, I 
heard it on the news.” And I said, “Angie and I were old friends, and I was crushed to hear the 
news.” 
     The other one of the two agents said, “Any ideas about anyone who might have done it?” I 
replied, “Almost everyone liked her. I have no idea.” The first agent said, “Well if you hear 
anything let us know.” I said, “Thank you, officers.” 
     But what they didn’t know was I had gunned her down during an argument about her not 
seeing much of me. The argument quickly escalated, and I shot her with a black-market 
handgun.  
     But finally, they closed the case and I had gotten away with murder. And life was lovely. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Her Prince Charming 
 
     I granted her wish, as King, “To marry her to one of my sons.” But it turned out this son had a 
chip on his shoulder about life and showed it in his mistreatment of this girl. Despite the 
maltreatment, the girl figured he was her Prince Charming.  And she believed he was the right 
man for her. Finally, if she displeased him, he would starve her and beat her. Eventually she 
realized he was not who she had dreamed he was, but, was a wife abuser. So, she told the King 
all about it. The King had long suspected this son was unstable and abusive, the son even 
mistreated his father, the King. So sadly, the King had his son killed and the girl was free to go 
where she wished. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Big, Bad Wolf 
 
      She asked me, “Who are you, the big, bad wolf?” I said, “I’m here to blow your house down. 
The better to see you, my dear!” She said, “You appear to be a man who doesn’t respect 
women, especially young women like me.” I said, “I’ll huff, and I’ll puff…” She asked me, “If I 
was going to kill her?” and I said, “Yes,” while we were walking through the forest. 
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      She said, “You realize I am wearing a wire?” I said, “I’ll kill you all the same. And so, I slit her 
throat and she wasn’t wearing a wire as far as I could see, so I used magnet iron detector and 
found a bug in her asshole. But I reasoned if she had no more bugs, they’d never find the body 
and so I couldn’t be convicted. So, I burnt the body and then saw another bug that must have 
been in her stomach. So, I left both bugs and fled. But I was too slow and was suddenly 
surrounded by police and sent to Hell in jail. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Living the Horror 
 
      I said to the girl, “Tell me a horror story!” She said, “Once upon a time, there was a girl who 
loved a man deeply, but then she found out he was a murderer who had killed old people, after 
they wrote him a check for all their savings.” I said, “Sounds pretty grim. But I have a story to 
tell you about a girl who was blind to her boyfriend’s true nature and she was suddenly 
murdered seemingly out of the blue.” She said, “OK, you are scaring me now.” And I added, 
that, “I am going to kill you now!” And I shot her in the face. And left her to die. 
      There was no motive for the killing, even though she had told a friend, “She might see me 
today.” I told police that we were set to meet but she never arrived. And they couldn’t trace me 
to the lake where I had submerged her body. Friends spoke of my fine character and police 
really didn’t believe I had killed her. But then a young boy of 11 testified he had seen me 
dumping the body and had recorded it on his phone from across the lake. And so, they had me. 
Everyone was surprised including myself. Who knew what lurked in the hearts of men! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
He Couldn’t Find a Soul Mate 
 
     I wandered the Earth for many years looking for a soul mate. It seemed I was too picky or 
women I liked were too picky, but anyway I couldn’t find a soul mate. So finally, I started to put 
my dates in bondage as if I was the Marquis de Sade. I got off on it anyway. But then I started to 
keep them in my basement with a gag on and handcuffed. Finally, I would let them go, telling 
them, if they told anyone about it, I’d kill them no matter what the consequences. 
     The first four that I handled in this way remained mum and I had tapped their cell phones 
and made frequent threatening calls to them. But then a girl who seemed to enjoy the 
treatment, so I let my guard down and she put me in handcuffs instead and called police. It was 
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big news in our small town and soon 3 of the 4 other women came forth to testify against me. I 
was not released on bail. 
      So, I was sentenced to 100 years in prison and I didn’t last a day in federal jail and was 
murdered by another con with multiple life sentences and nothing to lose. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Jilted Ex 
 
        She said, “She didn’t mean to be offensive, but I sucked.” I said, “I have tried to be a good 
lover to you, and you don’t appreciate me.” She said, “Get out of my life.” So, I was determined 
to make her sorry and soon hooked up with the hottest model on Mercury. And I was a famous 
director and we made for the most famous couple on the Planet Mercury. And I pulled some 
strings to get my former love fired from her job as a reporter.  But I was still obsessed with her, 
and watched her 24/7 with my agents and the agents made sure that she didn’t get any job of 
any kind. She was finally tipped off that I was behind her fall from grace, so she agreed to meet 
me and in a public restaurant and she shot me in the head right there in front of everyone. My 
last thought was she was going to Hell for this. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Centauri Queen 
 
      I said, “It’s a falsehood that Wendy could claim to be innocent. After all she had gone to the 
Planet of Horror in the Centauri Star System. Everyone on Earth knew about the mad, evil 
female dictator on Horror Planet. The dictator turned everyone into an android so that they 
could survive on this planet with ease. And gave them all one half of her brain to go with the 
other half of what they had before. And in order to live they had to show her proof that they 
loved her. So many crazy books were written about her and many more were inspired by her. 
She liked horror stories above all. And she liked music and art about her also. There was no 
science and scientists were persecuted. And for her part she created hologram ghosts to haunt 
and at the same time inspire the people. And her lovers had to let her on top and sometimes 
she whipped them.” 
     But getting back to Wendy, she came here and was driven mad by the holograms and wound 
up painting the dictator Queen as a demon, and the paintings were so good that the Queen 
promoted her to assistant to the Queen. 
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     Two planets in the Centauri system were settled by normal humans who avoided the Planet 
of Horror like the plague. But some wanted to overthrow the mad dictator and they sent agents 
to the nasty planet and got Wendy to assassinate the Queen, which she did. 
      But as previously mentioned Wendy was guilty of helping the former Queen with her evil 
behavior. But the new government she formed forgave everyone of their number who had all 
kowtowed to the former Queen. 
        However, Wendy turned the Queen’s palace and library and art gallery and music bank etc. 
into tourist attractions. Tourists would come here and learn just how dominant and evil a 
dictator could be. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Gift from God 
 
     Then Richard told me, “He designed churches to glorify God.” I said, “There is no God and 
your glorious buildings serve no useful purpose.” He said, “Of course there is a creator and 
humans are truly made cleverly. A civilization this advanced had to be from God’s gift.” I asked, 
“Where is this God of yours and what does he do for us?” “He is omnipresent and omniscient, 
and we must emulate him and try to advance our society,” he said. I said, “What would your 
God do if I killed you right now?” He said, “Some are destined to live long, others not so long. 
But life is a great gift from God.”  
      I was so tired of people like him and finally I shot him in the head. I didn’t want to live any 
more anyway, so I got my lawyer to give me some cyanide and died before the trial. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Females Take Over 
 
      I said to the girl, “This is a World of horror. All the women have joined the anti-man 
movement in which females were in charge and men were subjugated. It’s not right.” 
     She said, “The tables have turned and now women, who are superior, now rule.” I said, “I 
thought we were trying to give women equality not superiority.” She said, “Women are tired of 
men and their wars and corruption and lies. Men need to be reigned in and controlled by their 
better half!” I said, “Making slaves out of men is not the answer.” She said, “Men are getting 
what they deserve.” 
     I said, “It’s a cruel World of slavery and men are just chattels. How did we ever get to this 
situation?” She said, “All the great books of recent years have been written by women. And it 
turns out female books are much better than the books written by men in yesteryears. And 
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females have done well in science and are preparing to colonize Space.” I said, “It all seems kind 
of kinky to me.” 
      She said, “You are just another sick pervert who seeks to get his weird kicks...” I said, “I am 
sorry that you feel that way. I think you should see a shrink.” She replied, “Most mad people 
are men, and she was totally sane. Women will lead this World into sanity.” 
      And so, I lived the nightmare with tyrannical women, many of whom were interested in me, 
but I was not free and most unhappy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
They Changed Her Mind 
 
      She said, “She was going to kill herself, if they didn’t change the law!” The law in question 
was everyone is equal, and all questions were put to a referendum. There were no leaders. She 
said, “Our society is without leadership and she couldn’t stand it.” So, she was forced into an 
ambulance and brought in for Rehab. They altered her mind/thinking and she came out of it a 
changed woman who now sang the praises of their glorious society. 
     And she said, “We were lucky to live in such a Utopia. Where everyone was considered 
important and valuable. And everyone found love or love was found for them.” 
      Such was life in the 22nd century. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cloning Planet 
 
     I threatened, “To kill everyone in the colony if they didn’t obey my orders.” And finally, they 
said no but, I went ahead anyway. “My orders were to clone myself, a male as a female 100’s of 
times. But each of the women clones had a different face. And I, the original of the clones was 
male. I loved all my clones dearly and we took over Mars colony 16.” 
      And we were all kindred spirits and prepared to go into deep space. It was the year 2166 
and other planetary systems were now well within reach… 
      And we didn’t care about others, only ourselves and we created 1000s more clones, all born 
with memories of me, the original. 
      But then as we prepared for Space, I was haunted by a hologram from colony 16 who was 
not one of my clones. She drove me crazy in my mind and ordered me to kill my clones and told 
me she was in the heads of all my clones and would wipe us out. And one by one we killed 
ourselves all on account of one disgruntled bitch. 
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Regrets about Going to Space 
 
     I had had reasons to regret my life thus far, but then I asked others on Venus love colony 
about regrets. And all had regrets, especially about coming to Space. Mostly they said, they 
should haven’t been so greedy to get to Space. Cabin fever and many people they disliked, 
were among the reasons they didn’t like Space. And the best Virtual nightlife was not open to 
us, we were only allowed into common places. We had thought people on Earth would be 
interested to talk with us, but most people thought Space was boring and pointless. We tried to 
lure famous entertainers and artists here, but they didn’t want to come. It was dangerous, it 
was boring, and they didn’t necessarily like the people on Venus. 
     But then one day I was deported from the Venusian love colony to the pioneering colony. 
The pioneering colony was full of scientists, many of whom were brilliant, but they were 
absorbed in their work and didn’t like socializing. Most of them were monogamous. They had 
no time for me, and I tell you I was feeling bored and useless at the same time. I didn’t have the 
cash to get back to Earth and I had no job. And I was miserable. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Scary Freaks 
 
      I tell you it was a tale of horror! Dirk P---, had set up a World of horror on Mar’s Moon 
Phobos. It was a World in which scary freaks who looked and acted like freaks dwelt. Just the 
ugly look of them was scary and they’d try and touch you and it was revolting. And they would 
try and rape you and kill you. I didn’t hang around to discover more, but I complained to the 
UW (United Worlds) about this place, so they sent a group of inspectors. But the freaks found 
out it was me who had blown the whistle on them and some of the freaks showed up on Earth 
and hunted me down and killed me. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
He Raped the Queen 
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       The horror! Ben R---, had raped the Queen of Venus, and then quickly left. The King said 
he’d hunt Ben R---, down and kill him. It turned out, Ben had impregnated the Queen with a 
“monster baby.” The Queen had it aborted, but complications arose, and she died. The King 
meanwhile had chased Ben to Mercury. But he had changed his face and identity and the trail 
grew cold. And the King never caught Ben R---. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sullied Honeymoon 
 
       I said, “Why don’t we take a quick tour of Space for our honeymoon?” She agreed. And we 
went first to Venus. But in Colony X, there were hundreds of would-be Casanovas and Love 
Dolls. She said, “She’d met a man while I was sleeping and he was the love of her life, so she 
was leaving me.” And so, I despaired, but then an android love doll introduced herself and I was 
full of lust for her. After I loved her, she said, “Only the completely mad would get married 
these days.” And I found some other love dolls to love, and I heard she’d had some other loves 
and was really happy and I was too. 
     But then one day a love doll put a knife in me and took me jewelry and left as I lay dying. I 
reflected going to lawless Space was risky and I had gotten burned. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
She Didn’t Love Him 
 
     I knew that she didn’t love me, but I loved her. So, I tried sending her love poems and 
flowers every day. But to no effect. 
      Then finally I told her, “If she didn’t love me, I would kill myself.” 
      So, then she took pity on me and agreed to” love me off and on.” I was so glad…. 
      But then after a year of good loving she told me to “Get out of her life.” I was so distressed, I 
killed myself. But not before I cloned myself into a hologram.  
      So, I haunted her and drove her crazy; she had problems functioning. Finally, she killed 
herself and I felt gratified and turned myself off. 
 
 
        
 



103 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Loving his Clone 
 
     I said to Darren, “What do you want in life?” He said, “He wanted to retire to a life of leisure 
with plentiful love dolls.” And he asked, “What about you?” I said, “I want to create a female 
clone version of myself to love me forever.” He said, “You are a narcissus man. And you are 
headed for a fall. You seem full of hubris.” And he added, “You are just wanking off.” 
      I was upset by the conversation with Darren, but finally, I had completed a female clone of 
myself and was full of high hopes. 
      But the clone love said, “She was sick and tired of being alone with me and wanted to love 
and meet others.” 
      So, my heart was broken, and I went through life as a desperado and finally was killed in a 
duel. 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Trying to Be a Sci-Fi Writer 
 
     I was saying to Ray, “I am trying to make it as a writer.” Ray said, “Better to commit suicide 
than be a writer.” I asked, “But, why?” He said, “True writers tell people what they don’t want 
to hear, and this makes them angry. That’s why we have no writers in our city of any kind.” 
     I replied, “Maybe it is time for people to wake up?” He said, “Mark my words you’ll be dead 
within a month.” 
     Then I was with Beatrice, a woman who had made a life as a writer. She said, “She was a 
pornographer who illustrated her love stories. But it was a difficult life,” she said. I said, “Do you 
think I have what it takes?” She replied, “Sure but you I assume want to write about the future, 
when everyone is just trying to live for the present, believing that the future will not be 
somewhere we want to be in. But I applaud you for trying.” And she loved me. 
     So, I brought out my first book, “The Book of Future Love,” and e-mailed it to everyone in 
this city of Atlanta. I had a good search engine I was using… 
     But the response was wholly negative. People threatened me with death and said I should be 
punished for my lies. And they wanted nothing to do with my, “Book of Future Love.” 
     So, I had no option but to kill myself. 
 



104 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Sedition 
 
     I jested that, “The modern World was a joke with no rhyme or reason. And it was empty, yet 
people somehow lived on.” Humans, I said, “Were like a virus destroying all in their path.” But 
many thought it wasn’t funny. And they wanted to have me arrested for treason. But I said, “If 
you can’t handle the truth, you don’t deserve to live.” 
      But they persecuted me in the courts for “revolutionary activities” and finally it went to the 
Supreme Court of Mars and they judged me guilty of sedition. I said, “You people are f---d, and 
don’t know what is right.” But someone up there liked me and pardoned me for my “Crimes,” 
and I was a free man. But finally, I was assassinated and died. As I lay dying, I reflected, it’s a 
cruel World. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Draco and the Aliens 
 
     I said to the man, Draco, that punishment was too much here on Mars Star station. The 
station was basically full of astronomers and astrophysicists with a very large radio telescope, 
but Draco insisted that they find evidence of Aliens. But they didn’t find them, so he started 
cutting their rations and even torturing them in his dungeon. So finally, one astrophysicist 
fudged the data, and claimed to have evidence of extraterrestrial life. And he used crazy 
peoples’ talk from Earth as if it were Aliens speaking. But finally, he was exposed and then killed 
by Draco. 
      Scientists here all feared Draco and he killed off the scientists he didn’t like. Everyone had to 
kiss his ass or die. 
       But in the end, Earth took action and landed a ship and killed him. But the scientists 
continued their search. 
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Demands of a Dictator 
 
      I had had enough of Marcus P. He ruled our Mercurian colony (M-16) as if he was anointed 
by God. He said, things like, “Everyone must act like an alien at the Balls and parties. And if they 
didn’t play their part well, he’d have them killed.” It was the year 2130. And Space was largely 
lawless.     
      And he said, “Everyone must make gifts to give him every week.” And if he didn’t like the 
gifts, he’d kill them. 
      And he demanded all the women, “Must love him once every six months.” Above all, this 
demand was the straw that broke the camel’s back and the people rose up in revolution. But he 
and his guards put it down and when the carnage was over there were only 101 left on M-16 
out of a former population of 435. So, Marcus gave out free land to new immigrants and 
welcomed them to M-16. But only foolish people came now, and he eliminated them, soon 
after they arrived. 
     Something had to happen here, and finally I poisoned him, and he died. 
     The people all praised me as a hero. And I told people, “To relax and be themselves,” and 
soon new immigrants were pouring in. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
She Didn’t Believe in Love 
 
       I told Angie, “That I loved her.” She said, “You are joking, right?”  I said, “No I am in 
earnest!” She said, “You are a dinosaur and quite pathetic. Everyone knows in these days of 
free love that old-fashioned ‘love’ doesn’t exist, and never has. You are psycho!” I said, 
“Couldn’t you try to love me or at least see me again?” She said, “No she had a long list of 
would-be lovers to get through.” 
         I felt like I was naked in winter and felt very uncomfortable. I had a chill down my spine. 
And I killed myself. 
 
     
 
 
 
 
Lousy Mother 
 
      I told her that, “I regretted meeting her, but now we had a child, so we had to see one 
another regularly.” She was a lousy mother and was cruel to our child. And when the child was 
old enough to speak, she said, “Her mother was cruel.” So, I got the courts to give me full 
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custody, so I didn’t have to see the woman more than once a week. But she told me, “She 
hated me and was going to kill our daughter.” So, I showed police the phone record and they 
moved in on her, but the child was with her. And when she saw the police, she stabbed the 
child twice, one stab in each eye and so the child’s brain was dead. 
      Then I took my life, believing I was empty without my daughter. 
            
 
 
 
 
 
 
Power in Wealth 
 
      I believed I was right to go to Space. I went to Io, Moon of Jupiter, colony #3. In this colony 
the people were self-policed, and peace reigned. It was free love here and everyone was happy. 
Except for Mordred, who believed, everyone here was a wimp and a loser. He was the richest 
person in the colony by far, though. And he insisted on designing the curriculum for the youth. 
Basically, he taught them to love him and his money. Parents complained about the education, 
but these parents were tried for sedition, with him as the Judge. And he deported them, but, 
kept their children here. 
      Many people here were secretly incensed with Mordred, but he was too powerful to take on 
and was now ruining life for everyone. He even stopped the free love and henceforth the 
women could love only him. 
   The people rose up in revolution and had his head on a pike. Things then went back to 
normal. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Nobody Cared for Her 
 
      She said, “She was full of resentment. She resented the peoples’ choice for judges and the 
judges wanted to try her on charges of treason.” They said, she had tried to undermine the 
judicial system and put liberals in charge. But the peoples’ judges were all very old-fashioned, 
just like most people here. In fact, in a World of constant change, this city was a bastion of 
conservatism. 
      But she said, “She hadn’t given up.” And so, she faced the charges with a bold up and 
coming lawyer. But the lawyer said, “She would be sentenced to death, and it was better for 
her to run for it (she was out on bail).” But she said, “She had nowhere to run to; this was her 
adopted home and believed it was important to stand up for her beliefs.” 
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      So finally, she was sentenced to die. It didn’t even make the news. Nobody cared about her. 
She read the morning papers and couldn’t believe there was no mention of the trial.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Framed 
 
   I said, “You are the worst offender in the history of this colony (Mars Skylight).” And I said, 
“Your known crimes are treason and crimes against humanity.” She said, “She was totally 
innocent and had been framed.” I said, “But they have you on tape saying, ‘You would raise an 
army to rebel against the State and another tape has you saying you will kill all love dolls.”’ She 
said, “The tapes are a fakery, and it is easy to make such frauds in this day and age. They just 
plain don’t like me.” I said, “You are doomed to die a horrible death.” She answered, “What can 
I do?” I said, “Recant and perhaps they will let you away with brain changes.” She countered, 
“Then I would not be me. It is the same as being dead.” I was a modern-day Priest of the 
Christian Super Alliance and I said, “May God have mercy on your soul.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
She Had Super Energy 
 
     I was wondering, as a woman, where this woman got the energy she had. So, I had her 
followed and she made regular visits to a brain clinic and they were giving her some new kind of 
energy drug. So, I booked an appointment with the clinic and asked about, “Their energy pills? 
And they asked, “Who told me they sold those?” I said, “It’s a secret.” OK they said, they had 
the energy pills and would let me try them. So, I did, and I felt brand new, but then I noticed I 
was changing into a strange new person. I figured my identity had been compromised.  They 
said, “You are in with us now! And they introduced me to their leader, Gary N---, he said, “We 
all believe that we can take over the World with a high EQ and high energy. A fast-paced 
World.” And I lapped up his words and wanted to proselytize for the cause. But it turned out 
that Gary N---, wanted to change people into sex androids, who were full of energy and lust. I 
went along with it, it seemed right. But then I was a stranger to myself, I was a whole new 
creature, and didn’t feel right. And then Gary N--, had me give a talk on the new movement to 
the press, and during the interview I broke down and cried and said, “This is not the World I 
want!” So, I was ostracized from the party, and had nowhere to go, and so finally I killed myself. 
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Toy Boy 
 
       The tyrant of Mars #15, said, “She liked me.” I had been knocked around in school and had 
had a hard life. But she said, “I had spunk.” So, she gave me a job as personal assistant and she 
made me party to all of her dirty secrets. And to be honest, I didn’t really like her. But she was 
happy with the job I was doing, and we got on reasonably well together. And finally, she took 
me to her bed, and it was great sex. 
        But then suddenly one day she announced I was under arrest for sedition and would be 
executed at dawn. I was shocked but, reflected I would have been doomed regardless of 
whether I agreed to work for her or not. So, I died without a facial expression and felt noble for 
once in my life. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Barbaric Girl 
 
     I said to the girl, “Barbara, you are aptly named as you are barbaric and primitive!” She 
responded saying, “What’s wrong with the simple life?” She camped out in the wilderness near 
spacious Algonquin park in Canada for much of the year and lived off hunting animals such as 
moose and birds like loons. Of course, it was illegal in the park to kill wildlife, but she lived just 
outside of it. 
     But I was from Greenpeace and I hated her, so finally I set fire to her tent while she was out 
hunting. 
     This scared her, but she went to the nearest outfitter and bought another tent. So finally, I 
attacked her with an automatic rifle and then she was no more. And I burned down her camp 
destroying her cell phone and other evidence that might link me with the crime. 
      I knew I’d done the right thing! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bad Teacher 
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     His name was Girodat, and he was a teacher. But he was a lousy teacher and even failed me, 
the cleverest student in the class. 
     And as school wound up for the year, he suffered a nervous breakdown. He couldn’t handle 
kids. And he would lie about us to our parents… 
     I wanted revenge for his failing me, so I put a clear slippery lotion around the front of the 
room. And sure enough, he slipped and hurt his ankle. Then I used a crossbow I had brought to 
school and shot him in the head. 
    Children’s Society social workers interviewed me and found me to be clever but, told me I 
would have to stay at a juvenile detention center. I was only 12. While in the center, I 
discovered girls at age 15 and had sex with several girls. When I was 18, they sent me to 
another low security prison for men only. Minimum security jails were not so bad. We got 
cigarettes and the occasional whisky, and I was studying at an Online university. When I was 19, 
they released me. And I lived happily ever after. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Architect of Mars 
 
     I said, the architecture of Mars colony, “Alpha One,” is splendid with its brilliant skyline.  But 
I was actually jealous of the architects and thought my designs were better. So, I got elected 
mayor and proclaimed that the entire colony be rebuilt according to my plans. It was a real eye-
opener for some. But my woman told me I was right, and a small minority of the population 
agreed with me. But I went ahead and abandoned the old city and built a new one nearby. It 
created a lot of jobs in an era where jobs were scarce, and many were glad of that. So, life went 
on. 
      However, I was bored, so I had some of my opponents assassinated and many people 
secretly believed I was behind the murders but, said nothing. 
       And then one day I dissolved the City Council and declared, “Martial Law.” Under Martial 
Law, I arrested and executed all my most vocal opponents and disassembled the old city. 
       People in other Martian colonies worried that I would attack them next and tried to kill me 
several times, but I was one step ahead of them. 
        Finally, the UW (United Worlds) legislature on Earth declared me to be an “enemy of 
humanity,” and sent ships to restore order. But I had procured some short-range missiles and 
shot down all 5 ships. The Earth government was in a conundrum and didn’t know what to do. 
In the end, they did nothing. 
         And then I proclaimed that all women of the colony must love me once a year. This didn’t 
sit well with most of the women, but they didn’t know what to do. Many killed themselves 
when it was their turn. 
       So life continued in this way for decades on Mars. 
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Revenge Against Women 
 
    I was forlorn after my true love dumped me and decided to take my revenge against women 
in general. So, I started to kill women. But then one of them I was about to murder told me, 
“She loved me!” So, I didn’t kill her and instead became her boyfriend. And so life went on. The 
six women I’d killed; well, their cases were never solved. And I never told anyone about it. 
      But I was an advocate for better education of women and to make breaking hearts illegal. 
No cruelty here on colony Vitruvius on Mercury.  
    
 
 
 
 
 
A Demonic Painting 
 
      I said to the prostitute, you have inspired me for my next painting. “It will be a picture of 
you and I with devilishly accented faces, making love.” She said, “You bring out the devil in me!” 
      She said, “She wanted a copy of the painting,” and I agreed. 
      But she came back to me after I’d sent her a copy and said she’d been misrepresented and 
wanted to sue me. I said, “But you are just a prostitute…” She said, “But she still had rights.” 
It was really a good painting though, and so I gave her $10,000 dollars. But I later sold it for 
$30,000, so I figured it was fair. But she came back again, and then I knew she was psycho, and 
she blew my brains out. The horrors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Greed in their Eyes 
 
      I said, “There’s no end to the bad vibes I’ve been getting from this Venusian colony: 
Marrygold. People here are so greedy you can see it in their eyes. Most of them have large 
tracts of tunnels with air pressure 100 on the barometer. When they first settled here they 
bought land and then used robots to dig underground homes. They decorated their tunnels 



111 
 

with great paintings and pictures and there was big money in the art trade. One of them even 
bought the Mona Lisa. The colony was a famous art mecca for tourists. And they had a number 
of famous Earth artists living here; they would give lectures on art to tourists and sell their 
works. They also had a lot of gold which they mined here on Venus and the tunnels were also 
decorated with gold ornaments as well as mirrors and kaleidoscope lighting.” 
       People here vied with one another to have the most outstanding tunnel nexus. 
        But I had no tunnels and just lived in “poverty cave” with a few hundred others. The people 
of Marrygold were mostly rich but the poor were just given a modicum of food and a place to 
sleep was all. I had come here as a tourist but, lost my money in a failed mining adventure. And 
now I was hopelessly marooned amongst all this wealth. Tourists didn’t see poverty cave and 
the rich never mentioned it. They called us the untouchables when talking about us. Finally, I 
could take it no more and hung myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Shrink on Mars 
 
      I predicted the colony on Mars, Mars #14, would soon be insolvent. They invested heavily in 
skyscrapers with the latest luxuries, but many thought they were overpriced and didn’t buy. 
When they finally did lower the price, it was too late, no one wanted to live in such an 
unfashionable area. So to boost the economy they gave free condos to new immigrants and 
finally people started showing up and spent money on decorations and nightlife and drugs and 
drink and so on. I was one of the few shrinks in town and I found many of the new immigrants 
were running away from something. Sometimes it was due to debts such as alimony, 
sometimes their whole life on Earth was a disaster. But here on Mars #14, it was a fresh start 
for many. I occupied one of the condos and was a superintendent. On Earth I’d just been a 
shrink who passed the IQ test to come here. You needed an IQ of 140 to come. I was 141. And 
life was comfortable, and it looked like the economy of the colony would stay afloat. 
       But then I became involved with a woman, one of my patients, who loved me hard. But she 
turned out to be crazy bi-polar and a schizophrenic to boot. I tried to have her deported, but 
without any luck. And she ruined my practice and ruined my friendships and loves and so finally 
I murdered her. 
        The court of my peers determined that while this woman may have ruined my life, it was 
no reason to kill her and deported me back to an Earth prison. 
        In jail on Earth, I didn’t survive and was killed by a crazy prisoner who was on the verge of 
death row. 
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Isolated in a White, Futuristic Cell 
 
      I said, “I want to die a free man.” I figured I was not free now; I was just another malcontent 
who was disenchanted with “the System.” The System isolated everyone into individual white 
cells and people were given computers to see what they could do. I figured some connived 
successfully to escape the System. I tried to act cleverly with stories, paintings and playing the 
flute and tried to be the middleman on business transactions. But still I remained in my cell. As 
time went by, I remained in the cell and I figured the owner of my cell at least was milking me 
for all he/she could. I wanted a woman badly, so I started masturbating to hologram women 
Online. It was disgraceful but I didn’t know what else to do. 
      Time passed and I didn’t seem to age and soon I had been here for 50 years. I was at my 
wit’s end so finally I cut my jugular with a pencil I had for drawing. And there the nightmare 
ended. 
 
 
 
 
 
  
Cloning a Dead Lover 
 
      I didn’t want to forget her, but as the years passed memory of her grew dim. But then came 
2056 A.D. and I was able to clone her. I personally oversaw her education and had her develop 
her talents in ways the original one didn’t have a chance to. By age 20 she was ready, and I 
started loving her. But after a while she said, “She wanted to date younger men and didn’t love 
me.” So, I set her free, but I couldn’t take the pain and so I told her, “Without her I could not 
live. She said, “She felt for me, but wasn’t the same girl I had known, and I would just have to 
accept it.” So, I blew my brains out.     
       But then my love clone, cloned me. And she raised me from a child. And made me into a 
man she could totally love. I felt I was being manipulated, but it was good. So, a happy ending I 
thought. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Love in 2162 
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     I thought to her, “The average breast size for women has increased from 34” to 40” in just 
the last ten years (it was now 2162).” And I thought to her, “It has improved the loving.” She 
thought, “Men are like children; they are so shallow.” And she thought, “A woman’s body is like 
a temple of purity which is sullied by men.” I thought, “What’s wrong with sex?” She thought, 
“It’s these days not like love at all, but just greedy desires.” I thought, “I know from your mind 
that you don’t really believe that.” She thought, “I’m torn. On one hand I believe love is 
everywhere, on the other hand it doesn’t last in these days of multiple variety and 
temptations.” I thought, “But surely being together, and spending some time together makes 
the heart grow fonder.” She thought, “I thought it was absence that made it so?” 
       And I thought, “I want you to be my love slave!” Then she suddenly pulled out a gun and 
shot me and I died. As I lay dying, I reflected, I should have played it cool. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Love on a Tropical Isle 
 
       We were isolated on the tropical island mountain, where no one bothered us, we just went 
down to the beach once a week for our supplies. We were enjoying one another’s company and 
entertained ourselves Online. 
       But then one day I found her masturbating to a hologram man and she seemed to enjoy it 
more than she enjoyed me. I was deeply concerned and broached the topic with her. But she 
said surprisingly, “That she was growing tired of me and wanted to leave the island. We’d 
already lived here for 3 months and that was enough,” she said. And the next week she left 
with the supply ship leaving me alone. At first, I was flabbergasted. Then I went Online and tried 
to get a real woman to join me on this tropical paradise. Finally, I hooked one. I paid for her 
passage by boat and told her everything would be free. So, we got along fine at first, but then 
she, too, said “She was bored with me and wanted to leave. In a fit of rage, I throttled her to 
death and then burnt the body and then left the island with the supply ship as if nothing had 
ever happened. And I disappeared in Manila, but I found US authorities were looking for the girl 
I had murdered so I stayed in Philippines, where the trail grew cold for investigators. But then 
they put out a picture of me and said I was connected with the disappearance of the girl and 
some people recognized me. I narrowly avoided arrest and went south where I bought a 
sailboat and sailed to Indonesia where I’d be safe. And I lived quietly on a tiny island with the 
same grocery routine as before, once a week. And so I lived out my days. 
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Horrors on Moon Caliban; The Zombies 
 
     I opined this World of horror cannot be sustained. Most people had been turned into 
zombies by our leaders who proclaimed they were aliens and were superior. If you displeased 
them, they’d turn you into a zombie. So those that remained human had to tread carefully and 
kowtow to the leaders. The leaders were said to be living high with great alien drugs and love 
slaves. Even though they claimed to be aliens, they still enjoyed pleasures of the flesh. 
     And the zombies were given stem cell meats to feast upon and spent their days wandering 
aimlessly to no purpose. The horrors. 
     But I didn’t have great drugs and I didn’t have any loves and I would like to get off of this 
Uranus’ Moon Caliban, but there was no Ships coming here. We were on our own. 
      So, I put on a brave face, and tried to live but life was hard without a woman. I didn’t dare 
blame my misery on the powers-that-be. And despite my misery I was glad to be alive. But then 
one day I said, “I demanded a woman.” They said f—k you, and turned me into a zombie. The 
horrors. 
     As a zombie I was semi-conscious but, was miserable for years and years. But then one day 
the UW (United Worlds) showed up finally and ousted the evil regime here. And us zombies 
were all restored to our past minds. But it wasn’t the same and we were all feeling that the 
newcomers, the UW, was evil too. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Space Changed Her 
 
       I said, “I wanted to know all about her trip to Space.” She told me, “She met a lot of good 
pioneering types, but Space lacked the glitter of Earth nightlife. And the men were more 
concerned with science generally speaking, rather than love. Some of them apparently used the 
scientific method when loving one another.” 
       I answered, “I think I love you!” She said, “She wasn’t looking for love, but rather with just 
good sex. She’d learned that from Space. Sex makes the World go round,” she said. 
       I said, “I think your trip to Space was the ruin of you!” She said, “No one believes in love 
anymore. It is just a juvenile concept for wimps. You need to grow up,” she said. 
       I replied, “A World of no love is not worth living.” And she dumped me. 
       I couldn’t get over being spurned by her. And finally, I felt it was a loveless World and I 
killed myself.     
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Playing with Fire 
 
      I had to tell my girl, Cynthia, I had cheated on her, loving the tyrant of our land, April V--.  
Cynthia said, “Are you still worshipping the devil?” I said, “The devil is a close friend of mine, as 
you know.” 
      She said, “She wanted out of our relationship,” so I cut off her head, on the table saw. The 
court found me not guilty (the judges were all in my pocket) and many were outraged. But my 
lawyers kept saying she’d cut her own head off with a table saw after I told her I was breaking 
up with her. And I had the police (also in my pocket), silence the would-be witnesses with death 
threats. 
       Then I met a girl who said, “She would be true to me forever!” So, I loved her, and she 
became my number one lover. But as time passed, she smothered me with her love. And I felt 
like I couldn’t breathe freely or indulge in other women without her freaking out. So, I finally 
told her we were through and gave her $100 million in cash. But she was crushed and 
overdosed and died. I thought to myself at least I saved $100 million! 
     And so, it went with me. I had lots of lovers who mostly wound up dead but, playing with me 
was like playing with fire. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Love Colony 
 
     I said to the man, Morris, “That a man could do far worse than end up here on Mercury #5 
colony.” 
     The colony was quite prosperous, and its denizens controlled ¼ of the Planet and the total 
population was 39,000, in the year 2133. 
      And the law was you had to be 18 to come here and they specialized in adult movies with 
deep plots. They had the best actors and actresses here. But there were no action or violent 
movies here. Just love stories, romantic comedies, romantic tragedies and the like. But all the 
movies had a lot of graphic sex. People would watch them and masturbate in groups. 
      But I wondered if there wasn’t more to life than sex and love. Certainly, the authorities said 
that was all there was to life. I said I’d like to restore thinking to our World. Get the best 
thinkers to come here for synergistic purposes and have lots of great love. But the intellectuals 
didn’t want to come and be cooped up with a population of only lovers and not intellects. 
       I was heartbroken that the intellectuals didn’t want to appear here in person, but they did 
appear Virtually in Virtual Reality and enjoyed sex holidays. 



116 
 

       I guessed I couldn’t complain, but I wanted to die. I was sick of love movies and I couldn’t 
find a better life than here. So, I started to live on the edge with neo heroin and finally died of 
an overdose. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
They Played God 
 
     I joked that I was the most sinister persona in a World of wimps. It was a long story how I’d 
come to this colony on Pluto. People figured here that they were actually tough and strong to 
endure such a cold World and they mostly strongly believed in God. I asked myself, will the 
death of religion ever come 100% to all the people? And we had produced some Superhumans 
who claimed to be Gods too. I said, “No one can play God!” But my girl said, “Admit it some are 
much cleverer than you and ought to be worshipped!” I said, “These Superhumans are greedy 
and full of faults.” She said, ”It’s just like the  Gods of the ancient Greeks, Gods are entertaining 
for the people. It’s a World of entertainment as you know!” 
      I said, “It’s all a lie. And I don’t like it. I have talked with some of the ‘Gods’ and they seemed 
vulnerable and weak to me. I don’t believe the Gods are truly omnipresent or omniscient. They 
are just a group of clever geeks who want to take over the World. 
      But finally, I was accosted by the “Gods,” and they told me, “My life had reached an end and 
I had to overdose and die.” I didn’t want to die though, so finally they blew my brains out. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                             
Insatiable People 
 
     I was and agent provocateur /agent of change. I demanded a better World, and riled the 
people up, to bring happiness to our World. Happiness had almost disappeared from the 
vocabulary. People were insatiable, these days. 
      I said, “The meaning of life is the pursuit of happiness.” But most here on Venus told me, 
they believed in progress and the accumulation of wealth. I said to them, “The World you 
envision is empty and senseless.” They said, I was f—d, basically. 
     I said, “I’m going to run for mayor of this colony and would bring positive change.” But they 
assassinated me and my movement ground to a halt. 
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Lost in a World of Perverts 
 
I said, “I was lost in this World of perverts.” How I came here was a long story. But suffice it to 
say my ex was a pervert and got me involved with this World. People here perverted 
everything, especially sex. But it was a freak show of weird minds. They were all anti-
intellectual, and boring to me. But they forced me into perversity like loving an underage girl 
and whipping her and chaining her. Or having sex with a morbidly obese woman or loving a 
dominatrix or loving a gay man etc. If I didn’t go along with them, they threatened to put me in 
solitary confinement indefinitely. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Death of an Athiest 
 
    I mentioned to the evangelist, Bob, that his subscription to God’s work had expired and he 
would have to pay more. He said, “God has done nothing for me and I am living destitute on the 
streets. I said, ”I don’t believe you, I believe you are a rich miser.” “Give God what is God’s,” I 
added. 
     He said, “I could stick my God up my ass.”    
     I told him, “God will forgive your transgressions, but you need to come to church and rejoin 
the Kingdom of God.” 
     He said, ‘God’ was just an instrument to control the people and keep them down. There was 
no God.” 
      So, I ordered his execution, we couldn’t have people like this disrupting our happy God-
fearing society. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
He Didn’t Believe in Paradise 
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     He Bon, said to me, “He wasn’t interested in coming to my Paradise on Venus.” And he said, 
“My colony just glosses over the cold, evil reality of life and that one day everyone in my 
Paradise will realize that.” I said, “But we were all upbeat about the future and believed we had 
the best people here in this colony. We had famous people invite other famous people to come 
here and it was a star-studded affair. Many stars came here for a vacation and many stayed for 
a while. It was simply a place of great conversation and fun.  
       And we had the Earth’s most famous playwright here for a while, and he wrote a couple of 
plays here. We all enjoyed playing a role in the screenplays, no matter how small the role. 
Everyone here was an optimist and imaginative and had to show imaginative work they’d done 
in order to be granted a visa to come here. 
       As for Bon, he killed himself out of sheer boredom in Space. I said, “The strong survive.” 
  And I said, “He was a Luddite. Good riddance.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Random Love 
 
 I held my own with her in the Presidential debate. She wanted, “Everyone to love everyone 
else, sexually and brotherly.” I was female too and said, “People need to be free to choose who 
they love and not be subject to such orders from the State.” 
     But most people voted for her not me. And so I was forced to love men I didn’t like. The 
Supercomputers chose your lovers at random. And I was miserable. 
      However, 4 years later we had another election, and I ran again. And I asked the people, 
“Was random love, really good for them?” Many said, they enjoyed surprises, and everyone 
was now good looking due to genetic therapy. So, no lovers were bad.  
      And I was surprized when they re-elected her. She’d made me totally miserable and I wasn’t 
allowed to see my regular lovers. Just random, new ones. 
      So finally, I killed myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
An Artist Who Fell Short. 
 
      I wanted to know, who was who, on Mars. In the year 2021, the population of Mars was 
10,000 and I tried to get to know them all. 
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       Everyone here was a pioneering spirit and very independent. But I loved a few of the more 
artistic women here. 
       One woman in particular really turned my crank, and I loved her hard. She was a painter of 
Martian scenes. I said to her, “I liked her art.” 
       But then I moved on to another and the painter was crestfallen. She said, “You don’t know 
what it’s like to love you!” 
       So, then I decided to keep loving the painter, but I knew she was heartbroken with me. 
Then finally I left her for good. And while I was leaving, she killed herself with cyanide. This 
upset me, but I reflected it was a cruel World. And only the most creative would survive in the 
future. She simply wasn’t good enough. 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
Men Couldn’t Satisfy Her 
 
      I believed that most men just wanted sex and no love. I was a girl who could deliver that. 
But it was empty. And I decried the modern World. Then I met a man who said, “He agreed with 
me, the modern World sucked.” 
      But it turned out he was just interested in sex, like all the others. Love was a joke to most 
men. But the majority of women believed in true love. Many women loved android gigolos who 
gave them the romance that they craved… 
       Most men preferred real women though some liked android love dolls. But most men 
preferred the challenge of a real woman as opposed to easy loving with the love dolls. So, 
women had to do their best to challenge men and stimulate them intellectually and above all to 
be good in bed. 
       But I couldn’t get satisfaction from android men nor real men. And went to a lot of places 
searching for love. Some friends said I was unreasonable and searching for a man who didn’t 
exist. But finally, I grew weary of searching and started to live on the edge until finally I 
overdosed and died. At my funeral friends said I was too greedy for love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Clever Idiot 
 
     It was my belief that everyone here was mediocre on Mars #31. And so, they made me their 
mayor in hopes that I could attract good thinkers to the colony.  So, I offered those with an IQ 
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of 140 or higher, “”Vast tracts of land to develop as they saw fit.” It was the most generous land 
grant in the Solar system. So, some were enticed to come here and built their own colonies on 
Mars #31 land, so that Mars #51-60 were all created. 
      The new colonists didn’t care about the 2,500 denizens of Mars #31, and lived in their own 
bubbles. 
       Proud skyscrapers rose up on the new colonies and they were real hubs of activity. I myself 
invested in a couple of skyscrapers and made a mint. 
       But finally, I realized these people were superior to me and I couldn’t even get re-elected by 
the people of Mars #31 with all the new people here. 
       So, I was useless, and tried to die graciously at a wake in which many spoke well of my 
pioneering efforts…. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
World of Complaints 
 
       I wanted more out of life. So, I took a ride to Venus #13. Venus #13 was known as a colony 
in which everyone complained about life and whined and bitched. No other colony would stand 
them, but here they were par for the course. As mayor, I knew it was fair if few whined and 
complained. So, we encouraged the disenchanted to come here and try and make a better 
World. 
        But finally, I started to get tired of hearing complaints and made a decree that no one 
could complain about anything or they’d be executed. But many stood up and complained, 
however my goons arrested them and killed them. So, in the end, we had a World that was 
simmering with discontent, but they could not voice their opinion. And I wouldn’t grant anyone 
an exit visa, so they were all stuck here. 
       There were several attempts to assassinate me and finally they succeeded. As I lay dying, I 
thought my life had been lived in vain and without substance. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Paradise for All 
 
      I wondered what it would take to make a World of total Paradise for all. So, I started small 
with a few acres of land on Mercury. But I was in the UW (United Worlds) website in which I 
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proclaimed, “Paradise was here. It would be a World of pleasure and highbrow thoughts.” I 
managed to attract a few golden females who also wanted a Paradise for all. And together we 
offered to grant every immigrant’s wish, that we could within our powers. Many were intrigued 
and made outrageous wishes and we made them come true on Virtual Reality. They asked why 
did they have to come here if it was all on VR? And eventually they all left the Planet. 
    Me and a handful of girls were left lost and confused in VR and finally we died out. 
  
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bohemia on Mars 
 
      I wanted to live in a World in which everyone was an intellectual, and everyone was equal. 
I found that World in Mars #27: The World of Intellectuals. There was a Bohemian synergy here 
and people here inspired one another, and it was a lively democracy, but only those with the 
highest IQs could rule. Everyone however wanted to improve their minds and now there were 
many brain apps that could increase cognition, increase memory, increase imagination, 
increase knowledge etc. Many thought, those with the best apps, would rule as superhumans. 
And it was dog eat dog to get these apps. The richest could afford the best, but sometimes the 
app dealers would only sell to the cleverest. 
      And everyone here wanted to befriend the cleverest people here, apps or no apps. They all 
wanted to get ahead. 
     But some critics said this Bohemia did not attract the best, even though they claimed so. It 
was hard to judge. 
      But, in my case, I blew out my mind with mind altering drugs and became a behemoth of a 
woman. A juggernaut, and my poetry was without peer. At least many people thought so. But 
once my mind was blown there was no turning back. 
      And in the end, I faded from view, and died quietly and proudly. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
She Drove Men Crazy 
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     I said, my life is like a Grimm’s fairy tale. It’s pretty grim and I have done some things that 
were bad, I admit. But I wasn’t a bad girl, on the whole. 
    I was extremely good looking, and men lost their reason with me and I played a succubus, 
demon. Fifteen men had killed themselves on my account. I was secretly proud that I was able 
to move them in such a strong way. 
      I was verging on the greatest murderer of our times, right up there with the serial killers, 
and there were no more wars. 
      I told my suitors straight up that I would drive them crazy. But they paid no heed to my 
warning. Fools rush in and that’s what all men are, in my opinion, fools. It was a foolhardy 
World and everyone misbehaved. 
      I planned my next murder to be a duel between two of my favorite lovers. I told them I was 
worth fighting for. So, they fought a duel and both died. Oh well! I thought. That was 17 dead. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 A Delicate Girl 
 
     I hankered for a really good, hard-loving woman. But the computer set me up with a fragile, 
delicate woman who wore her heart on her sleeve. “Computer knows best,” it said. 
     The girl wanted, “To know what I’d written?” I said “I’d written about war and fighting, just 
like Hemingway. And death like Edgar Poe.” 
      She said, “Wow, you are going to be famous.” 
      I said, “What is fame but fleeting success. One moment you are in the spotlight and then 
next you are dead.” 
       “But even a modicum of fame is enough to get a clever person through life. Despite the 
enlightened age we live in, life is cruel,” I said. 
       She said, “Yes, its dog eat dog. The strong survive. As a woman she had latched onto a 
successful man and was his #1 lover. He got her through the tough times. But she would like to 
love me.” 
        So we did it and I felt she was falling in love with me. I was much too sophisticated for me 
to love anyone. I was a cyber hero. But was flattered by her love all the same. 
       But she was the clinging sort of person, and finally I broke up with her. And I heard the next 
day she had killed herself. C’est la vie. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



123 
 

 
 
Lost in the Woods 
 
      I said to the girl of 13 (I was 14), “We’re lost in the forest just like Handsel and Gretel. Only 
we are not siblings.” “And no wicked witch either,” the girl said. 
      But after several hours of wandering (the sun was high in the sky so we couldn’t use it as a 
compass), we came upon a group of lumberjacks cutting down trees. I said to them, “We are 
lost!” But they chopped off my head and gang-raped the girl, and kept her in sex slavery for 
years and years. That’s what can happen when you are lost. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rejected Writer 
 
       I inquired into publishers for my novel that I’d labored on for 10 years.  But they rejected 
me mostly with form letters. So, I self published it and tried to promote it. But I failed. My 
woman said, “Don’t take it so hard. Maybe posterity will look fondly on your work. 
      The book was about intense future love and intense future hatred. And all the senses were 
enhanced, all emotions were extreme. There were no moderates here on this Martian colony. 
Everyone was a radical. And politics was highly dangerous. I thought it was good writing. Full of 
new Dystopian elements. And I felt the whole World had turned its back on me, by making me 
desperate and miserable in my life and by rejecting my book. So, I lived on the edge with neo 
heroin and finally overdosed and died. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chinese Lovers 
 
     I said, “To the redhead, how does it feel to be the only white person in a colony of 300, 
mostly Chinese.” She said, “She felt welcome here and liked the Chinese people.” 
      I was Chinese myself and asked for her love which she graciously gave. And we were a hot 
number in the colony. But after dating her for a few years she suddenly started to get cabin 
fever and wanted to go elsewhere. I said, “I’ll come with you!” But she said, “No she wanted to 
be alone for a while.” And so, she went back to Earth. But we kept in touch and she told me, 
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“She’d met a far better man than me, also Chinese.” It was hard for me to take and I had no one 
in the colony who I could confide in.  So, I moved inwardly and became a hermit and just faded 
away, hoping one day she’d come back to me. Finally, I took my life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Doing it Right 
 
      Inexorably, she kept doing it right in the colony. Her colony was Asterix-2 on Mars. Here the 
people were all former prisoners who had committed minor crimes. They sent them here for a 
fresh start. But they were not above committing social peccadillos and breaking the law. She 
meanwhile was making new laws like repeat offenders had to serve many hours of community 
service, typically in construction, helping the robots.  
      And she passed a law making it illegal to make others unhappy. Above all breaking peoples’ 
hearts was punished with a jail term.  
       And she put into law, the demand that everyone try their best in life or be jailed. 
      These laws were hard for the people to follow. And soon everyone was breaking the laws. It 
was out of control and finally the people rose up in revolution. Even her lovers rebelled against 
her. She escaped to a neighboring colony, but these people didn’t want her and her draconian 
laws and so deported her back to Earth. 
       Her heart was broken, and finally killed herself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Classic Rock Revisited 
 
      She said, “She played the trumpet and liked to play the “Unknown soldier,” by the ancient 
band, “The Doors.” And she liked classic rock. I said, “Everyone knows that the dreamy 
psychedelic music of contemporary times is best. Like a dream. She said, “Classic rock was also 
like a dream and why couldn’t we celebrate the past?” 
      And I said, “You’ve got to keep up with the Joneses.” 
      She said, “I hate you!” And she stuck a knife in me, and I died. 
      I thought as I bled to death, that intolerance is the scourge of our times. And I thought, 
she’d probably get away with it, given she was such a famous classic rock performer. The 
horrors. 
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Black Widow 
 
      The preferred method for killing one’s enemies was to have them overdose on neo-heroin. 
It left no trace of murder. I personally was a woman of substance, but I had murdered 25 men 
with overdoses. And I still wasn’t caught. Sometimes I injected my victims while they slept in a 
drunken stupor.  
       I called myself, “Black Widow,” but the men kept coming. If I really liked a man, I would 
spare him and see him again in a couple of months. 
        Some were chickenshit to date Black Widow, me. And I started killing off those chickens to 
add to my death count. Finally, I was at 33 deaths when the authorities finally caught up with 
me, they had surveillance cameras outside my home and saw me bring home the men in 
question. So, I killed myself and that was closure for most. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cynical Futurists 
 
      I said, “I don’t know if you are right when you say, ‘Life is a horror story!’” And I added, 
“Maybe it is a horror for some, but not all.” She said, “Life is a horror story for all these days, 
with everywhere bad leaders and friends who are cruel to be kind.” “Tough love seems to rule 
the airwaves these days,” I said. 
      She said, “Above all love is a vicious game. With partners taking all they can from romance 
and giving virtually nothing in return except sex.” 
      I said, “Why are people so cynical?” She said, “The future is bunk and grim and nothing to 
look forward to.” I said, “That’s why I do neo heroin, it is something to look forward to.” And 
sex is something to look forward to as well.” She said, “She’d stick with neo heroin.” 
      And I said, “It’s a World of horror.” 
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Evil Reality 
 
     I told the girl, “We all live in a grim fantasy!” She said, “That’s true, but it could be worse. As 
it is if you have a dream you can go for it and it will probably be realized.” I said, “But unlike 
previous times, most people are now nasty, and some are even evil.” She said, “The evilification 
of the World is certainly a scourge, but there are numerous good worlds on Virtual Reality.” I 
said, “But in the real World, most are now evil. How could they turn everyone into an evil 
persona?” 
     She said, “It’s just out of control greed. People want money and power over others and 
control of the future!” I said, “But it is evil.” 
      She said, “You need to think beyond good and evil as Nietzsche said. The Superhumans are 
coming and they will probably not be evil per se. Evil just doesn’t make sense from a 
Superhuman perspective.” 
       I said, “Are you saying you are Superhuman?” She replied, “Of course. My brain has been 
genetically modified.” 
       And I said, “I guess I will be forced to become a superman. But I fear that evil people are 
now controlling things.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Disgruntled Intellectual 
 
      I said, “It was a fact that this café was a meeting point for disgruntled intellectuals.” The girl, 
Abby, said, “We live in a Paradise for the common human, and it’s a case of the greatest good 
for the greatest number, as Bentham said.” 
      I said, “But if intellectuals ruled there would be so much great art and science!” 
      She said, “After all we are all just humans and need to survive. If we miss out on arts and 
science, so might it be! Most people are happy” she said. 
       I said, “But it seems we are cutting off our own heads and living like zombies.” 
       “A World without good leadership is no World at all,” I said. 
        She replied, “The whole concept of a democracy is everyone gets an equal vote. The type 
of elitism you are spouting is unheard of in the chronicles of humanity. The masses have always 
ruled.” 
        I said, “Democracy is bunk. All people are not created equal!” 
       She said, “If you try and rock the boat, you’ll be pushed off into the sea of madness.” 
       I said, “But still I don’t want to go gently into that dark night,” as the poet said.           
        She said, “For some life is a horror, I know!” 
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A Futuristic Revolutionary 
 
 
      I said this country, the USA, has now become a banana republic. The rulers are jokers and 
insane. And big business controls everything.” The girl asked, “What do you plan to do about 
it?” I replied, “A middle class revolution is required now, or there won’t be any middle class to 
speak of! And I am willing to stick my neck out and be a leader.” She said, “The powers that be 
will make short work of you and you will be dead in a week.” I said, “I have it all planned, I will 
join the Underground movement and work behind the scenes to destabilize the government!” 
       She said, “My heart is with you, but I fear you will fail and die and just make the 
government even more despotic.” 
       I said, “We have truth on our side! And justice for all.” 
        But as it turned out I was arrested in my hideout and tried for treason and duly executed a 
few days later. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Futuristic Freedom 
 
       I knew that, nobody cared about me. In fact, most modern-day people didn’t care about 
anyone other than themselves.  It was a selfish World of gratification. 
       The girl said, “There’s nothing wrong with selfishness. Indeed, the vast majority endorse it.”  
       And she said, “Everyone these days is a proud egotist.” 
       I replied, “It’s OK to be proud, but fools should not be proud; rather they should bow down 
to their natural leaders.” 
       She said, “People these days are tired of leaders and just want to be free as possible.” 
       And she said, “Anyway it is not your problem. You are free to go to Space and realize your 
dreams. 
        I said, “Space is mostly under the control of dictators and is not free!” 
     And I said, “If I can’t convince a clever one like you to join me in my quest for freedom, then 
there’s no hope for me.” 
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       She said, “She wished me good luck.” And didn’t even love me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Thrown into the Oubliette 
 
      I observed that these days people were able to handle a lot of pressure with the new brain 
app. Most people on this colony on Jupiter’s Calisto #2: The Pressure City, were salesmen. 
Calisto #2 put out a lot of luxury products, many of which were consumed locally. The 
population here was 55,000 in the year 2177. And the economy was booming. More and more 
immigrants were coming. 
        But as a salesman myself, I found the pressure was too much to take. I was bombarded by 
pompous demands every day and threats such as losing my job and going to jail and being cut 
off drugs and harassment or even murder of a family member. 
       So, one day I cracked up and murdered my boss. The punishment was to be thrown into the 
oubliette and forgotten. While in the oubliette I cannibalized others and tried to stay alive, but 
finally, I too was eaten. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Another Cruel World 
 
     I told the man, Cain, “We lived in a World in which we were all slaves to the evil Queen, and 
she enjoyed forcing lovers to fight each other to the death in the ring or be tortured 
indefinitely. And if you didn’t have a lover then you’d battle another for permission to love the 
girl of your dreams.” 
     Cain said, “Of course he knew all that, but had survived two trips to the ring. And currently 
had the love of his life. Life goes on,” he said. 
      I asked him, “But, couldn’t we live in peace? And couldn’t we be kind to one another?” 
       He said, “He was kind to his lover but it was illegal to be kind to friends.” 
        I said, “I’m due to fight another lonely man for a woman’s hand. He said, “Good luck.” 
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        We fought with swords and shields and my opponent prevailed and finally stabbed me 
deep in the eye so I couldn’t be revived. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Weak and the Strong 
 
    I opined that, “She was an evil witch, an evil bitch!” She said, “She was just playing the cards 
she’d been dealt. It is an evil World, and one must steel oneself in order to survive. She’d 
broken a lot of hearts, sure, and she’d caused many men to kill themselves. But they were all 
wimps, and the World is better off without them.” 
      I said, “In ancient times, women were kind and held society together. But now, women are 
destroying civilization.”  
      And I said, “Sure, many men are mentally weak, and need support of a strong woman.” 
      She said, “I don’t care about the weak, I only care about the strong. Future men will be 
cyborgs and we need to keep pace with that.” 
      I said, “We mustn’t leave the common human behind. We can give them brain apps that will 
help them to keep up.” 
      She said, “The common human will disappear in the new future. They won’t be able to 
handle this fast-paced World.” 
      I said, “For the common human, I guess their lives will be a nightmare. But clever people 
too, will be living in a nightmare.” I said, reluctantly. 
      She said, “It’s just like we are in a horror movie. And we need to get our kicks!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Debate Over Insanity  
  
       I said to the movie idol, Beatrice, “I worship you! And I am an up-and-coming writer. I think 
we’d make a good match.” She said, “She’d read some of my work and had to say, I was a 
madman.” I said, “It’s a World of madness and horror, don’t you think?” She said, “Maybe 
that’s true, but we need to rise above it and live the good life. Which is to say we need to live 
for good deeds.” I said, “Good deeds are for bleeding hearts. It’s not a nice World. And 
everyday it gets more competitive.” She said, “At least there are few wars and peace reigns… 
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       I replied, “But everyone will war against themselves for their future conduct. It is all 
madness!”  
       She said, “One can always act sane, no matter how bad it gets! 
       I replied, “No one is sane these days!” 
       She said, “It is just progress disease. We’ll overcome it in time.” 
       I said, “According to polls, more and more people consider themselves to be insane. It is 
now 76% who believe so.” 
      She answered, “It may be an insane World, but it is a good World.” 
      I said, “For most it is a nightmare today. Who knows what the future will bring?” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Futuristic People Have an Attitude Problem 
 
      I told the man, “I was a girl who was lost in life.” And I said, “I’d had many love affairs, but 
they all wound up being nightmares. Some were psychos, some were deadbeats and losers.” I 
added, “There are no men today whom I respect. They are mostly hedonists and only care 
about sex.” 
      The man told me, “You have to roll with the punches. Life these days is very competitive and 
so you need to be tough and strong. And you need to be a winner!” 
       “Rather I need to be a whiner,” I said. He said, “You can bitch and complain all you want; it’s 
a free World. “ 
        I said, “People today have an attitude problem. They think that society owes them a 
luxurious life and they need not give anything back. Only take, take, take.” 
        And I said, “It’s becoming a World of horror, where no one is good.” 
       He said, “Who ever said that life was good. For most in history it has all been a nightmare 
and hard work.”   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
An Obsession 
 
      I held the keys to restoring her memory as a brain surgeon. But I was not ethical, and I put 
some fake memories of her and I in her head. These false memories, made it seem like I was 
the love of her life for many years and replaced memories of the boyfriend she loved best. 
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When she awoke from brain therapy, she seemed to recognize me immediately as her true 
love. So, I dated her for several years. But finally, she said, “She didn’t know what she had seen 
in me in the past, but now she hated me.” So, I got her into surgery and created more happy 
memories of me and her and so prolonged the relationship.  
      To me it was just a cat and mouse game. And I honestly don’t know why I liked this girl so 
much. It was an obsession, an infatuation. 
      I was well aware that I was pushing the limits with her and driving her to suicide. But I was a 
greedy man and I liked to have my way. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Best Thing that Never Happened 
 
      I joked with the girl, “That I was the best thing that never happened.” But she took me 
seriously and asked me, “How it was I was in such poverty?” I said, I tried to write books, most 
recently a book of original quotations, and before that wrote a short screenplay about a 
romance between the clones of Friedrich Nietzsche and Marilyn Monroe on Mars in 2100. But I 
was too far outside the box for virtually every publisher. But I doggedly kept trying and maybe 
one day I’d hit the big time.” So, she read some of my books and declared, “She was in love.” 
“Where do you get all your ideas?” She asked. I said, “I am an idea man, I have a strong 
imagination and I have read all the sci-fi classics, which inspire me.”  
     And we talked about her past. She had been CEO of a number of major corporations. And 
was now on a prolonged holiday. She said, “She had some catching up to do in life.” I told her, 
“I had feelings for her as well.” So, for a few brief weeks we were a number. And I felt I was 
writing my best stuff called, “Crazy Loves.” But finally, she told me, she wanted to experience 
all that the World has to offer. And of course, “We would keep in touch, etc.” But that was the 
last I saw of her. A friend of hers told me my former love had been raped and murdered in 
South Africa.” And I never got over it and I never succeeded in literature either. But for a brief 
period, I was truly inspired. 
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Another Spurned Lover 
 
      I said, “I feel tired of lovers asking me for money. Love should be a gift. These women don’t 
care about love, only money. Maybe because I am rich, women are attracted to me. But I’d like 
them to love me for who I am, not just for money. After all it takes cleverness to get as rich as I 
was. So, I started hooking up with rich women only. And I had a lot of good times. But then I 
met a magnate who was very proud, and I liked her very much. And thought I had finally found 
true love.  But it turned out I was just her toy boy, and she didn’t believe in love.” She said, 
“Love is just physical attraction.” 
       I felt like I had been burned by a branding iron. It really hurt. So, friends said, I had turned 
into a suicidal maniac. And I drove my air car in manual, which was illegal, but I was wild in my 
driving and I hooked up with women who were junkies. And finally, I overdosed and died. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Philosophy of the Common Human 
 
     I said, “No one knows how many lovers you’ve had, and I’ll bet you’ve lost count too.” She 
said, but almost everyone is like that these days. I said, “You are all sluts and a disgrace.” She 
said, “We engage in free love and its euphoric and we are all happy!” I said, “You’ll regret it 
some day and be bored of pure sex. Perhaps you’ll want something more, finally. And try and 
make up for the lost years.” And I said, “Love grows.” 
     She said, “I think you have a low sex drive and don’t get normal pleasure from sex.” I said, ”I 
am sure I get as much pleasure as the next man. But there are other pleasures of the mind 
enhanced with drugs which is true euphoria. For example, euphoria comes when one starts a 
new business or new sociological studies or discovering through polling, things related to 
politics. And of course, all the elite have their own philosophy.” 
      She said, “Few have their own philosophy. But I am worried about the common human and 
how they will survive this technical age.” I said, “The masses always survive more or less. Even 
in a great war, most survive. And babies are not endangered.” 
     And I said, “Actually everyone has their own philosophy whether they state it or not. Simple 
or not.” 
     And I said, “Virtual Reality (VR) is the boon for the masses. They can go on futuristic 
adventures while paying for them and the creators of VR. VR creators will be like Gods.” 
    She said, “It is already a nightmare for the common human and they take refuge in sex and 
are hesitant to risk their lives on VR.” I said, “Life has always been a risk. But if people can’t 
handle it, they can always change into an android. And have a totally new set of pleasures.” 
     She answered, “To change and lose who you are is an anathema for humans. A horror even.” 
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Dystopian Present 
 
      The girl, Lana, told me, “She was afraid of the future. That’s why she was writing about it!” 
      I said, “As you know, I am writing about the future also. But instead of being afraid of the 
future, I am celebrating the future with all its great possible outcomes.” She said, “Your Utopias 
are pretty things, but I am afraid the future will be much more dire than you predict.” 
      I replied, “My books are something to aspire to, to set the bar high whereas your Dystopias 
just depress people and make them afraid of the future just like you. It’s just fear mongering.” 
      “But,” she said, “History shows us all sorts of miserable people, with typically only the false 
elite running things. The ruthless rise to the top. And mostly bad people seek power. Bad 
people are willing to ass kiss or even murder if it gives them more power. Perhaps, it could be 
said many of the best people had been killed off in the past but those who weren’t in politics 
survived. The true Kings and Queens are dead,” she said. 
       I said, “These days they use great scientists for weapons and other research, but it is 
difficult for those in the Arts to succeed. They are like swimmers from the sinking ‘Titanic.”’ 
“And there is relatively little literature or music or painting making it to the mainstream.”  
     She replied, “It sounds like you are cynical after all. I said, “Currently it is largely a World of 
horror, just like always, but it is going to get better. And imagination will rule the day.” 
     She told me, “Yes, it’s a World of horror. On that we are agreed.”  
     It was the year 2025. 
 
 
 
 
 
Life is a Hallucination 
 
       Violet told me, “This World is like a hallucination. No one is real. Everyone is playing a role 
that they think others would like. Everyone wants to be popular and well-liked, but few people 
these days are well-liked. Most people like the famous actors and actresses and these are the 
people they like best. But Virtual Reality gives everyone another set of chances to be well-liked 
and discover their niches. But of course, they mostly fail. It is a World of disgruntled failures,” 
she said.  
     I said, “Life is not just about winning, but rather fighting the good fight.” And I said, 
“Everyone today is on such an ego trip. We are mostly ordinary humans and don’t need to put 
on airs. Just get through one’s life.” 
      She said, “But, humans these days, are on dangerous ground. They live in the shadow of 
nuclear holocaust and yet pretend all is well. 
      I said, “I wouldn’t be surprised if they blew the whole thing up!”  
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Utopian Scholar 
 
      Will was saying, “He wanted to ban all horrific acts from the face of the Earth. No more 
killing animals, no more prisons (replace them with brain therapy), no more denying the 
populace eternal youth, no more life without neo lie detectors, no more lawlessness and war, 
no more hiding our best minds from the World, no more politics (just referenda), no more 
racism and sexism, no more poverty, and no more illegal drugs (legalize them all), and so on.” 
     I said, “It smells like Utopia, to me.” Will said, “It’s just a start. In the future the best people 
will rule, and we will almost all be happy.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Screwing Around with the Power 
 
      I told the girl, “Your story sends a chill up my spine. And I feel cold.” Her story was about 
having people in her head driving her insane and she made it seem like they were indeed real 
people. I asked, “How can you appease these voices? She told me, “They say I need to change 
into a man and atone for past sins by loving lovers they had chosen for me.” 
      I said, “It sounds like they are trying to make a fool of you.” She said, “She thought the 
voices were angry because she dumped the Vice President whom she was dating.” I told her, 
“She shouldn’t f—k with the power.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The God School of Art 
 
     I said, “It seems like we’ve hit a brick wall with our plans for the future.” She said, “If only we 
had money we could get to Mars or beyond.” I said, “We need a new plan!” She responded, 
“We need to go to Planetoid X at the fringes of our solar system. And we will lead tourists 
there. The tourists will cover our passage and deep space lurks just beyond.” I told her, “The 
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colony on Planetoid X is a small one, only 500 people, but they are known for their charm and 
hospitality. And were mostly a colony of painters. Their “God School,” was to create paintings 
of God. God appeared in various guises which they painted.  But one could only view the 
paintings if one came here in person. 
      So we made a lot of money with our first tour of 50 people. We told them we had a lot of 
experience in leading secret tour groups to CIA secret sites, but this wasn’t true. Anyway, they 
trusted us, and many were budding painters who had heard of Planetoid X. And ten of them 
wanted to stay. 
     But then on the way back to Earth, one man took control of our Ship, and headed us towards 
lawless colony, Venus #17. When we landed, we were all arrested except for the traitor who 
they hailed as a man who had brought them fresh new lovers. 
     So my love and I were turned into sex slaves.  
     And as eternal youth was invented, they made us all immortal, but we were still sex slaves. 
The horrors!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Double-Crossed by Brain Surgeons 
 
        I reminded my girl, “She was under protection and I could send her back to the mental 
asylum if I so chose.” She said, “She wanted freedom to see other men, she was sick of me.” So, 
I booked her into the asylum and told the doctor she was a hard case and needed gene therapy. 
        So, I was excited to see the result. 
        They turned her into a love machine that would love only the doctors and not love me. 
        I was forced to break up with her, but I was full of criticism for the doctors. They said, I had 
abused the poor girl and they wanted to make amends for my sins. And they said, you had 
better watch it or they they would alter my brain also. 
 
 
 
 
 
Hedonists 
 
        Steve said to me, “I wonder where the great intellectuals are?” We lived on Colony #39 on 
Mars. And no one here claimed to be an intellectual. Rather, most people here described 
themselves as hedonists. But, they insisted they were clever hedonists; and listening to their 
drunken conversation was food for thought. They said, life was a drunken dream and were well 
versed in local poetry and movies. Drunken directors and screenwriters were the leaders here. 
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And they didn’t worry about drinking in excess as they could always grow another liver or 
kidney or heart. 
      Some even wanted to grow entirely new brains. It was widely regarded as a type of suicide, 
but they argued they still had their original body. And said they woke up fresh and new. I said, 
“The horrors…” 
 
 
 
 
 
          
Behind the Times 
 
       I told the girl that, “She needed to get with the times, or be left behind in the dust.” She 
said, “She liked classics of the past and couldn’t relate to modern day life.” I told her, “It was 
high time you got some brain apps.” She said, “She didn’t want her brain altered in any way. 
She was who she was.”  
       I said, “Think of it as growing your brain, not losing it. It’s a brave new World out there and 
it’s ours for the taking.” 
       She said, “She was humble and had no grand aspirations. She just wanted to live a quiet 
life.” 
        I said, “On the contrary, you will be enslaved by the strong and will live out your days in 
misery.” She said, “If my destiny is one of horror, then I’ll simply kill myself. Life is not so grand 
anyways.” 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
She Wanted to be Free 
 
 
     I was a sexy female and wanted more from life. I wanted love and I wanted riches. But my 
female master wanted to keep me down in misery and slavery.  
      She told me, “She knew what was best for me. And was more intelligent than me and 
deserved to control me.” 
      I said, “I think you are full of shit.” 
      She said, “What would you have me do?” 
      I said, “Set me free!” But she said, “In this colony on Luna, there were only masters and 
slaves.” I said, “Let me go elsewhere, then.” She said, “She didn’t like me, all I did was stir up 
trouble. So, she had no choice but to execute me.” I replied, “F—k you!” 
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Cutting Ties with Space 
 
     I opined that “Earth should cut all ties with its colonies in Space. It was too expensive to keep 
them going and investing money in people that were mostly mad and didn’t believe in 
contemporary Earth values. Earth values varied but inevitably were all about freedom. In Space 
everyone said they believed strongly in freedom, but once in Space most got cabin fever and 
interfered with the freedom of others and set a bad example for Earthlings. And many of those 
in Space wanted more of everything; they were so greedy. Of course, they mostly had a lot of 
land and every imaginable luxury, but few were satisfied.” 
     But my petition to the UN fell on deaf ears, they continued to support interplanetary trade 
and colonization. Earth was too crowded, they said. 
      And many great scientists, artists and businesspeople lived in Space and liked it they said. 
      But I predicted tyrants would seize control of the colonies and make war on one another. 
The horrors. 
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