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Preface

| started writing Notes for the Big Aha on July 15, 2011,
and | ended these notes and the first draft of the novel on
September 3, 2013. A two-year run. The Big Aha was book
#37 and novel #21 for me.

My practice is to construct a notes document in parallel
with each of my novels (and | don’t count the notes as
separate books). My practical and theoretical ideas about
this process are explained in my manual, A Writer’s Toolkit,
available for free at www.rudyrucker.com/writing.

Probably the most interesting section of these Notes for
The Big Aha is the “Writing Journal,” so I’ve placed that
first. As well as documenting the gestation of The Big Aha ,
the journal describes my transition into self-publishing via
Transreal Books.

I’m publishing the Notes for The Big Aha in several
forms: hardback, paperback, commercial ebook, webpage,
and downloadable PDF file. Read it like you were reading
over my shoulder. In order to keep the Notes casual and to
make the book design slightly easier, my layout uses a
“ragged right” or non-justified format.

The underlined phrases in the text represent hyperlinks
to external webpages and to locations within the Notes. Of
course the hyperlinks don’t work in the print version—but if
you’re curious about a link, you can find a live version of it
in the online versions of these Notes, which you can find,
along with more information about The Big Aha, on my site
for the book:

www.rudyrucker.com/thebigaha

I hope that you find these Notes useful or in some way
encouraging for your own creative work—and that they’ll
enhance your appreciation of The Big Aha itself.

—Rudy Rucker, December 12, 2013.
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Writing Journal

July 15, 2011. Sales Figures

By way of trying to get some ideas about what novel |
should write next, I compiled my sales numbers from my
recent royalty statements. And | double-checked the Tor
Books numbers on July 12, 2011, with my editor’s assistant.
The sales numbers combine hardback, paperback and a
trickle of ebook sales.

In recent years, the top-selling novels overall are
Realware, Spaceland, Freeware, Frek and the Elixir,
Mathematicians in Love.

The novels’ sales figures are dwarfed by those of The
Fourth Dimension. That book is out of print, and 1’ve
recently reverted the rights. As a side project, I’ll want to
republish The 4th D as an ebook or get Dover to republish
it. And Infinity and the Mind sold something on the order of
300,000 if you include the Birkhduser edition and,
especially, the Bantam New Age paperback.

Turning back to the novel front, I might try and revisit a
mode that’s had some success. | can’t quite see doing
another Ware in the sense of a sequel. But | could do a
robots-run-wild novel, I suppose.

If I write a Frek sequel, I wonder if it should have a 4D
element like Spaceland—and call it Frek 4D! Or Frek and
Renata in the Fourth Dimension? Nah, the Frek world has
enough stuff in it already, it could be overkill to drag 4D
into it. But it’s not clear if there’s a demand for a Frek
sequel.

Maybe another book along the lines of Spaceland. What
was it about Spaceland that appealed to people? Possibly
the contemporary Silicon Valley setting—but
Mathematicians in Love had that, too, to some extent, as did
The Hacker And The Ants, although | don’t have sales
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numbers on Hacker. Or possibly it was the 4D theme. Or
the drawings in the text. Or the casual style.

Another book in the Spaceland world might not be a
literal sequel, but rather another Silicon Valley novel.
Suppose | think in general terms about a fourth Silicon
Valley novel. The four would be 1: Hacker, 2: Spaceland,
3: Mathematicians, and 4: The Big Aha. But | might | put it
further into the future than the others if I want to use biotech
and hylotech.

August 15, 2011. Rudderless

I'm at loose ends now with the novel gone. I've been
doing maintenance work on my deck and front steps.

I have some vague plans to do a 2nd edition of my
nonfiction 4D book, which is coming up on 30 years old
and is now out of print from Houghton Mifflin.

I’ve been looking at the sales figures for my recent
novel, and | have the idea that I might do a sequel to
Spaceland, as it sold well. Spaceland was in fact one of the
easiest of my books to write—I wrote it in a couple of
months, like falling off a log. Maybe the books that are easy
to write sell better.

*k*k

I emailed some thoughts about sales to my old writer pal
Marc Laidlaw and he answered: “Your attempt to evaluate
your career in terms of copies sold and from that to figure
out what to do next I find inherently depressing—it's the
way we are all reduced to judging our self worth in this
industry, | guess. | hope you get a good recharge from
travelling to see your kids; | wouldn't make any big plans
till after that.”

*k*k

Marc is right. I need to wait for a recharge. I’m lost just
now, rudderless, without a compass, waiting for the Muse.

I’d like to think that sequels are in principle a good idea.
Seems like they’d help the sales of the earlier books too. I'm
reading Spaceland and enjoying it. But maybe it’s been too
long a time since the original publication of Spaceland to be

10
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doing a sequel. I got away with doing long-delayed sequels
in the Ware series, but that’s not the norm.

Really what I’m waiting for is a maniacal obsession on
some topic that it takes to get me back in the rowboat to row
across the Pacific for the umpteenth time.

Times like this | worry that I’ve already written
everything that | want to.

August 16, 2011. Banging the Wall

So now I’'m kind of beating against the wall, looking for
a way back into the Land O’ Muse. Looking for a cranny or
a flaw where | can poke my finger through.

I wanted to reread Frek again, but | haven’t gotten
around to it. I think | feel tired at the thought of cranking
back up on the whole saga again. And maybe I don’t really
feel like writing in a twelve-year-old’s voice.

I did reread Spaceland, and | liked it quite a bit. Possibly
I could do a sequel.

But I guess I’d rather do something fresh. I’m just
thinking about sequels as I’m worried | can’t sell another
book to Tor otherwise. But maybe Tor doesn’t matter that
much.

It might be nice to write about a painter. Or an artist in a
new medium—although, come to think about it, I did write
about metanovelists in Postsingular and Hylozoic. And alla-
crafting in Realware and kenny-crafting in Frek. So in other
words I’ve done this. But maybe have a painter with a
magic brush—and his pix change the world.

The Burroughs fantasy of being able to say just the right
word at the right time and it changes things.

Rather than doing a literal sequel to Spaceland, | could
do a thematic sequel—that is, a book set in the Silicon
Valley of today or tomorrow, involving some far-out new
tech. A fourth Silicon Valley novel, following on The
Hacker and the Ants, Spaceland, and Mathematicians in
Love.

I worry that I’m a bit too removed from the current
computer-hacking scene for this. But this scene is all around

11
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me and | can readily fantasize about it. And my character
doesn’t have to be a software engineer.

Another issue is that | keep thinking 1I’m tired of writing
about youngish characters. Well, the POV could be a jaded
manager, or a burnt-out programmer—not so young. Or |
could run along the span of some guy’s life and start out
young and end up middle-aged. A fifty-year-old would be
about as old as | could get away with, or maybe even hitting
the forties is enough.

What did Jerzy Rugby do for a living in Hacker? He was
a programmer. Joe Cube in Spaceland was a middle
manager. The new character could be doing something even
less technical, like personnel? Or an artist at a game
company. Writing game stories like Marc Laidlaw does.

I sometimes think I’d like to write about an even older
character—as | originally wanted to with Jim and the
Flims—a character who’s about sixty or seventy. What
could happen to an old person? They see a UFO. They hear
voices. They ache in the morning, and they have health
crises where they have to go to the hospital. They have
grandchildren. They reminisce wistfully. They come to
terms with the inevitability of death. Yawn.

Where would | like to go? What do | want to do? |
wouldn’t mind getting back inside the Hollow Earth. But—
as with all these sequel ideas, | feel bored at the thought of
repeating the old scenes and setups. | really would prefer
something fresh.

Living under the ocean. Yawn.

The world of dreams intrigues me, but I think it’s hard to
write about dreams in an interesting way. What if there
were this elaborate kind of dream city. Yawn.

Maybe my new novel could involve the control of
dreams. | touched on that in the story | wrote with Bruce,
“Good Night Moon.” Search engine links to every object in
the world, for sure. I kind of did that in Postsingular. An
infinity chip—Ilike in “Frek and the Aktuals.”

Coming back to the universe of the Ware books, I—oh, |
can’t see going in there again. It was wonderful, but it’s

12
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done. But maybe my new novel could be about robotics?
Perhaps a bit along the lines of the never-written Hardware
prequel, that is, the Book #0 of the Ware series. | had some
of that in The Hacker and the Ants, though. | mean, that’s
what the guys job was, I now recall. Designing robots, like
his companion ‘bot Studly. Nah. Robots are stale.

Not getting the flash as yet. As always between novels, |
have the fear that I’m finally running out of ideas.

But, in a way, | hardly had any ideas for Turing &
Burroughs novel. That was really quite a character-driven
book. I had the biocomputation, and the skugs, and the V-
bomb, but they were to some extent a sideshow. The big
things in Turing were the famous characters and doing a
historical-setting Beat novel.

What if | didn’t worry about having any ideas, and wrote
about some interesting characters again. What characters
would I pick?

A sixty year old man paints pictures in his back yard and
plays with his grandchildren. He sees a UFO and befriends
some aliens that only he can see. And then he dies.

That’s about all I’ve got today.

August 19, 2011. My Prospects at Tor

We’re in Wyoming, visiting our daughter Isabel. |
started reading Frek and the Elixir once again, and I’'m
enjoying it. I’ve turned away for a time from plans for a
Spaceland-like book, and now 1I’m back to revising and
expanding my ldeas for a Frek and the Elixir sequel.

Last night I think | dreamed that | had an entirely
different book idea, but I don’t remember what it was. One
snag is whether Tor would in fact buy another novel of any
kind from me. | could ask Dave Hartwell at Tor about it,
although 1I’'m almost scared to. He’s kind of discouraging
these days. The bankruptcy of the Borders bookstore chain
has the publishers spooked. They don’t really want to think
about another book from me until Nested Scrolls comes out
and sinks, floats, or flies.

13
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In the near term, I have a feeling I’ll end up selling
Turing & Burroughs to another publisher besides Tor—
perhaps to Night Shade, or conceivably to some more
mainstream house that my new agent John Silbersack finds.
But maybe staying with Night Shade makes sense. Or not.
Maybe yet another publisher.

Last time | talked to Hartwell, he was darkly speculating
that Night Shade might have trouble staying in business. |
thought he was just being pessimistic, but in fact Night
Shade still hasn’t paid me the balance of my Jim and the
Flims advance, which was due in June.

What I’'m getting at is if that things could work out so
that | don’t really offer another novel to Tor until this one
that I’m trying to start now.

“Rome weren’t burnt in a day!” as the head Pharaoh
hoodlum cheerfully says to the young-writer character in
American Graffiti.

October 14, 2011. Quantum Tantra.

I visited Nick Herbert last month and we talked about his
notion of quantum tantra again. He said that everything is
alive and that, even you can’t attain telepathy with objects,
you can develop relations hips with them. He says that
you’ll decide which object to relate to on the basis of
affinity—just as you do when selecting friends. Nick
suggest that the first things you’d want to be in touch with
would be the organs of your body.

It was 2002 when Nick first started talking about
quantum tantra to me, and | read the details in his brilliant
essay, “Holistic Physics: An Introduction to Quantum
Tantra,” which, as | mention elsewhere in these notes, is
online . I used his ideas a bit in Frek and the Elixir and
mentioned it in my non-fiction book, The Lifebox, the
Seashell and the Soul.

*kxk

Nick points out that the brain is, like any physical object,
a quantum system. And he feels that quantum mechanics
accounts for our consciousness. Quantum minds can evolve

14
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in two modes, Smooth and Chunky, as I discuss in my
section My Mind Is A Quantum Computation.

It’s unpleasant when someone substitutes interrogation
for the natural flow of conversation—and throws you
through a series of chunky collapses. And it’s still more
unpleasant when the grilling is for some mercenary cause.
You have every reason to discard or ignore the surveys with
which institutions pester you.

Nick remarks that the smooth mode is closer to how our
inner mental experience feels. He says that it will require a
new physics and a new psychology to specify the details of
the correspondence between mental phenomena and

guantum states.
*kk

You should be able to couple your smooth mental state
to the state of another person (or even to the state of another
object), and thus attain a unique relationship that Nick terms
“rapprochement.”

A caveat here is that, for quantum theoretic reasons, the
link between the two systems isn’t of a kind that can leave
memory traces, otherwise the link is functioning as an
observation that collapses the quantum states of the
systems, achieving faster-than-light communication. Nick
speaks of a non-collapsing connection as an oblivious link.

Nick chuckles over the fact that cannabis reduces one’s
short-term memory to the point where, indeed, a stoned
conversation could, at least figuratively, be thought of as an
oblivious link.

If you don’t remember anything about your
rapprochement with someone or something, can it be said to
have affected you at all? Oh yes. Your wave state will
indeed have changed from the interaction, and when you
later go and “observe” your mental state (e.g. by asking
yourself questions about what you believe), you will obtain
a different probability spectrum of outputs than you would

have before the rapprochement.
*k*k
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Nick is a hylozoist—that is, he believes, as | do, that
objects are alive and conscious. He proposes that both
smooth and chunky consciousness can be found in every
physical system. Thinking at a higher level, he remarks that
synchronicity might be evidence that we’re all parts of some
higher being. The higher mind’s ideas filter down into
remote oblivious links.

October 17, 2011. Still Groping

I’m totally lost, with no idea of what novel or even short
story to write next. It’s starting to get to me. 1’d like to have
something cool to look forward to. A reason to get out of
bed in the morning. If past patterns recur, what’ll happen is
that the pain of not writing will become so unbearable that
I’ll finally manage to start writing some kind of new novel.

* k%

I’m not yet ready to jump back into a novel—not only
am | a bit fried, but also my market is a bit saturated. The
best would be to write two or three or four stories over the
next six to eight months. And don’t worry too much homing
in on the next novel. But—ray of hope—some of the stories
might serve as chapters of eventual novels.

Reminder to self: | need two separate things for a story—
first of all, the SF idea or gimmick and, second of all, an
underlying issue that the gimmick solves. | usually take the
transreal approach, that is, given an SF trope, | work to
make the idea into a fresh and true metaphor for some
immediate real-life concern of mine. Or, equally well, 1 can
use an imagined real-life concern of my main character.

*k*

While waiting for the muse, 1’ve been passing my time
by working on my Journals and on converting some of my
material into ebooks.

I don’t feel like doing a heavy revision of The Fourth
Dimension anymore—I’m thinking it’ll be enough work to
turn it into an ebook.

*k*k
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Perhaps the quantum tantra idea could be the basis of a
fourth Silicon Valley novel that I’m groping for, a book for,
as I’ve said, the same niche as Spaceland, The Hacker and
the Ants, and Mathematicians in Love.

What are some computer breakthroughs that people long
for these days? Candidates: self-tagging augmented reality,
true 3D interface, true keyboard-free interface using voice
or, better, uvvy-style teep. I did the tagging thing with
orphids in Postsingular. And even teep is kind of boring. A
“development of commercial telepathy” story would be old
hat.

We’d need a big diversion in the story, a kink, a new
development. Hylozoism is a fairly obvious move here, but
I’ve already used this one in Hylozoic of course. Talking to
the dead might be useful, although I used this to some
extent in Jim and the Flims. Getting in touch with an alien
world right next door in a parallel brane is an attractive
move—this plays a part in Postsingular, Hylozoic, and
Mathematicians in Love. Perhaps some people turn into
ants? Can we make that interesting?

Today | don’t see going back into the Spaceland world,
but I don’t write it off completely. If | were going to write
another Silicon Valley novel, a redo of the 4D stuff could
be a more interesting gimmick than the quantum tantra line.
If anything, we could get quantum tantra teep as a side-
effect of 4D. But, nah, | don’t want to do 4D again just now.

I’m liking a flow where quantum-computation leads to
the Big Aha and that leads to wacky matter which leads to
some area of our local spacetime becoming a new domain
with an unfamiliar space + time dimensional signature.

Just as an out-of-left-field start, I’m thinking I should
work my ideas for “The Raven’s Heart” into an opening
sequence for my new novel, which I’m calling The Big Aha.
More texture in my novel if | work in a little of that weird,
medieval-feeling, fairy-tale stuff.
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October 19, 2011. Dave Hartwell. Silicon Valley
Novel?

| talked to Dave Hartwell on the phone just now.

He said he could look at Turing & Burroughs now, but
would rather wait till December in terms of his own
schedule.

I asked him straight up, “What should | write next?” |
think he was pleased that | asked.

He says he’s not interested in a sequel to Frek. He feels
it’s been too long since the first volume came out, although,
admittedly, sometimes a second volume can disinter a first.
He was a little confused about Frek and he had the
impression that the Nightshade Jim and the Flims was
already a sequel to Frek. | guess he doesn’t really remember
Frek.

Dave was a little surprised and amused at my idea for a
Life of Bosch, but he grudgingly said this could be
interesting as well. A historical novel with a touch of
fantasy.

And he wasn’t all that interested in a return to
Spaceland. His sense was that it’s better to be writing
standalone novels, not sequels

He thought the best would be that | write another book
like Mathematicians in Love. | remember that he really
liked this book when I wrote it, | think it’s been his favorite
book by me. It was especially the attitude and style of this
book that Hartwell liked. I better reread it so | can better
guess at what he means.

So I’'m thinking we’d be talking about a near-future book
set in Silicon Valley/SF Bay Area, with romance, suspense,
SF, and a rebellious, countercultural first-person male
narrator in his twenties or thirties. So...I’ll go for my fourth
Silicon Valley novel. 1t’s one of my recognized niches.
Only maybe this one isn’t so near-future as the others.

*k*k

Dave urged me to publicize Nested Scrolls. He suggests
that | try and line up something like a virtual book tour,
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getting people in different parts of the country, or even
overseas, to do online interviews with me, probably for
posting on their blogs. Or get guest blogger gigs. Put
unpublished pictures in my blog post. Write a blog post for
Tor. Blah blah blah.

To my surprise, when | mentioned my plans for ebooks,
Dave said Tor would be happy to distribute some or all of
the ebooks that I’m thinking of self-publishing. Not in print,
just in ebook. And now, duh, I realize that Tor, or any other
forward-looking publisher, would want to be getting heavily
into the ebook scene. I’m a Tor author, so of course they’d
want my ebooks. The ebooks might get more visibility and
respect if distributed by Tor than by me.

The catch is that Tor would only give me 25% of the
suggested retail price on an ebook, although in time they
supposedly might move to 33%. On my own, | might
typically get something more like 66% of the retail price
from Kindle or Smashwords. A two-way split of the money
instead of a three-way split, with Tor the third.

Dave claims that Tor, as a big company, is better at
holding the line on the prices you want to charge for your
ebooks. But fuck that. I think I can publish my ebooks this
myself. Take a bigger cut and sell them cheaper.

I have a head-full of ideas for possible ebooks.

October 25, 2011. Dystopia? Phil Dick’s Example

I just reread Phil Dick’s Do Androids Dream of Electric
Sheep for the first time in maybe thirty or thirty-five years.

As always | was blown away by the subtle humor and
liveliness of Phil’s broken up and interleaved dialog. The
harshness of the androids is great. And the clipped coldness
with which people just say what’s on their minds.

For my whole career, I’ve been inspired by the quality of
Phil’s dialog, and it’s invigorating to go back and read some
of it again. I forget how really direct it is.

As always I’m exasperated by his characters’ listlessness
and depression, and disturbed by the small and fixable little
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plot-glitch holes. Didn’t anyone ever edit Phil’s
manuscripts?

I’m awed by Phil’s flights of philosophical fancy and
humbled by his heartfelt concern with such lofty themes as
the nature of empathy and humanity.

And it’s so cool how he flips out of the logical SF mode
and goes into a religious vision thing with his Mercer/Christ
character. And always with his reversals on what is reality.
The alternate police station replacing Deckard’s police
station, the broken electric cat that turns out to be real, the
miraculous toad that turns out to be a machine.

Starting the book, | began thinking, “I have to write a
book like this.”

Would | want to write a dystopia novel? Dystopia gives
you this stamp of high moral seriousness, right. | haven’t
done a dystopia since my very first novel, Spacetime
Donuts. I’m always so perky and cheerful with my happy
endings.

I bet dystopias are becoming fashionable again. Back in
the Fifties and Sixties, dystopias were where it was at.

What if | do a dystopia with a somewhat broken-down
character. Phil’s characters aren’t obviously old, but they’re
definitely middle-aged. And depressed. Depressed without
even being drug addicts or alcoholics. It’s an unnatural
move for me even to imagine people like that. Maybe worth
a shot.

But I don’t start the book with my character already
middle-aged and broken down—I start with my character
young, with that Raven’s Heart routine, and he grows older,
and witnesses the future history, and then at some point,
like by the fourth chapter, he’s at that Phildickian
shopkeeper state.

So it can still be that Silicon Valley novel, The Big Aha,
with the quantum tantra and wacky matter things. But what
if I throw in a dystopic thing for the backstory. Chip
computers are long gone, and biotech devices have been the
rule. But now the popularity of biotech devices is dying out
as well.
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My character evolves into a depressed manager at a
biotech shop that’s going down the tubes. He has all these
chirpy semi-living devices that talk to him, and nobody
wants them. The toymaker with the rejected toys.

What’s replacing biotech? Hylozoic quantum systems.
Call it hylotech. Anything at all is a computer all of a
sudden. No more need for biotech. Organic life is passé.

November 1, 2011. On A Beach

| start this entry alone on Limantour Beach in the Point
Reyes National Seashore park, writing by hand in a little
notebook, sitting on the sand, leaning against a log.
Delicious solitude.

Regarding the time-travel angle, 1’d been thinking of
having an older character—maybe | could depict one guy at
an earlier and later stage of his life, which would fit in with
a time-travel motif. Time travel is an objective correlative
for me compiling my Journals 1990-2011 these days. The
old Rudy is revising the life story of the younger Rudy.
Editing it.

So we might suppose the older guy wants to undo some
youthful indiscretion. Roll back the film and edit it. Perhaps
he was roommate of a guy who later became a dictator
version of someone like George Bush and this early Bush
also stole the girl that this man wanted to marry. And then
he never found true love. So he goes back in time and kills
Bush in some odd way involving wacky matter. But then, of
course the new timeline has an even bigger problem, so he
goes back and, despite himself, ends up letting Bush thrive.
But this third time he manages to hang onto the girl.

November 3, 2011. Kesey “Magic Trip,” The Big
Aha

Last night we saw the Ken Kesey and Merry Pranksters
movie, Magic Trip. The material was quite familiar to me
from Tom Wolfe’s The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test and
from Kesey’s Garage Sale anthology. Unsettling to see
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some snippets of Neal Cassady doing motor-mouth speed
rapping. “We’re 4D minds in 3D bodies in a 2D world.”

The whole cultural change thing being depicted is
exciting—the flow from early Sixties with the Beats, to Tim
Leary’s high-minded proselytizing, to the Pranksters’ street
psychedelia, and thence to the mass fad for acid, including
the birth of light shows and the Grateful Dead. | like the
notion of the Dead noodling along for the trippers at the
1964-1965 acid tests.

I also liked the scenes where Kesey meets Kerouac and
then meets Leary, and the meetings don’t click at all. The
street surrealists meet the alkie sentimentalists and the
mandarins.

And how about Kesey’s crazed “Beware of the Bear” rap
in Yosemite—he says that really the phrase means “Be
Aware of the Bear,” in the sense of being aware of a heavy
force underlying quotidien reality. But the meddling, fearful
straights have bowdlerized the message to speak of being
wary.

Later in the film, apropos of his reduced role as a writer,
Ken says—with touches of sadness, shyness,
embarrassment, and acceptance: “Maybe | fried my
marbles.”

The other day my wife and | watched this movie
Limitless, it’s about a guy who gets hold of a new drug
which is a somewhat speedy smart drug that’s also a bit
psychedelic. In a sad reflection of our year 2011, the drug
helps the main character change from being a writer to
being a big-time stock trader and then a candidate for the
US Senate. Ugh. In the 1970s, it would have been the
opposite. A big drug trip would have shown a stock trading
politician the light—and he would have become a writer!
To me, that makes sense!

In any case, this movie’s dispiriting plot is a suggestive
straw in the wind regarding my plan for starting my novel
with the discovery of a Big Aha process that gives vast
mental powers to a few of my characters. Like maybe in my
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novel, the power-elite assholes are initially monopolizing
the Big Aha in secret. They’re using it exclusively for
business-and-politics purposes.

But my hero liberates the Big Aha. He gives the Big Aha
to the people.

November 4, 2011. Big Aha, Wacky Matter, Time
Fan

I’m still thinking that | can transmute the historical birth
of the psychedelic movement into a part of my SF novel. It
could all happen again—something 1’ve always longed for.
But this time not via a drug, but via the Big Aha mind-
alteration that’s not exactly meditation, but rather something
more literally physics-based—done via physics rather than
any, like, Sufi mystic route.

I’d like to see need some laboratory physics break-
through to make it interesting, dramatic, and Silicon Valley.
This is the angle that Nick’s always hoped for. Possibly,
later on in the story, some visionary can see that the
laboratory equipment isn’t necessary, and that one really
can reach the Big Aha on one’s own—maybe it will be
some kind of mystic meditator that gets to this point, maybe
it’s the gypsy-like woman who becomes our hero’s lover.

*kk

The wacky matter angle is that people who’ve achieved
the Big Aha can make local changes that are physical
objective correlatives of their outré mind state. Peoples’
houses might change into big shoes or have rooms with
ceilings one inch tall, or maybe look like Dogpatch scenes
from Al Capp’s Li’l Abner.

Also we might have variations on the Big Aha state with
correspondingly different types of wacky matter.

The Big Aha and wacky matter movement hit with force
of the psychedelic revolution—the excitement, the
liberation, the public ignorance, the denunciations by miffed
politicians (who were keeping the Big Aha as their personal
bennie before), and the ensuing international fad.

**k*k
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Note that in that historical period of LSD, the atomic
bomb was on people’s minds, also the recent assassination
of JFK. A heavy time. So we could put some of that into
The Big Aha as well.

A related angle is the supposed fact that the CIA were
the ones who first started disseminating LSD to the
American public—under the guise of scientific tests. So we
might have a kicker where Big Aha is a government or big
business invention of some kind.

I’d need to dream up a reason for our rulers to be
promoting the Big Aha. It might be sheerly for economic
motives by the businesses—Big Aha hylozoic-type smart
appliances are cheaper and less fractious than biotech-
driven devices.

Or it might also be that the government sees Big Aha and
wacky matter as a weapon, and they were planning to have
people act like suicide-bombers. But this thread backfires,
for now there are suicide-bomber terrorists.

These are rebel Big Aha devotees who turn themselves
into a hole in space at some inconvenient location. What is
the issue for these terrorists? I’d want to avoid the tiresome
trope of Islamic terrorists. Suppose the terrorists are more
like the anti-globalism movement. Aiming for society to
decohere into a smooth spectrum of mixed states, to escape
the boring eigenvalue wave functions that emerge from
collapses. Maybe they’re supporting the old biotech
approach.

So I might run with the Big Aha ~ Acid thing, and then |
could bring in the terrorism thing.

*k*k

In the last third of the novel, I could work in my time-fan
theme. It could make for a big ending.

We start with the realization that quantum tantra can lead
to quantum branching and the multiverse. And now suppose
that one wacky matter terrorist actually makes a hole that’s
unraveling all of space.

So now our hero goes back into the past to change the
time-fan. And it’s cool—but then the unraveling follows
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him out into the next branch of the fan. So he goes into a yet
another branch, and then another, forever surfing across
new sheets of spacetime, never quite escaping the
ineluctably expanding hole in space that has, we come to
realize, spread out into the superspace where the parallel
sheets of reality live.

December 19, 2011. I Want to Start.

I’m about ready to start on this novel. Yesterday | woke
up and felt somewhat depressed—Iike I had nothing to look
forward to. Having a novel-in-progress gives me something
to live for. Puts a spring in my step. A cackle in my throat.
“Buk, buk, an egg!”

**k*k

I’m still pushing on some core questions: What exactly
is the Big Aha mode of thought like? What’s the
mechanism? How does it feel? What does it look like? What
is the Big Aha?

*k*k

I’ve written or recycled a somewhat random few pages
that 1’d thought might be a seed for the first chapter. And in
these pages I’m talking about a woman engineer checking
in at her high-tech company’s central office and she notices
a recumbent bicycle like my friend Eric Gullichsen at
Autodesk used to have.

But a recumbent bicycle isn’t nearly a strong enough
first-scene wonder. | mean, come on! We want something
startling. An eye-opener. If | were to use a bicycle 1’d at
least want to have two chains coming off the pedal
sprockets, and the spot where the chains come out is a
quantum-indeterminate blur.

But I can do much better than that.

Another problem with opening the book in a high-tech
office is that I’d rather not be in such airless confines right
at the start. 1’d rather have my main character be more of an
average person, more of an outsider.

*k*k
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I like that idea | was mentioning earlier, of a Phildickian
character called, say, Zad who’s running, let’s say,
something almost like a pet store, only he’s been selling
some little wrigglers, maybe they’re called mighty mice and
smart peeps. What Zad does is the opposite of what’s done
by the guy in Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep. Zad
sells living things that perform mechanical, computer-like
actions for you, while the Androids guy was selling
machines that mimic animals.

And Zad is facing a newly developed problem with the
biotech gizmos, it’s some kind of biological virus called,
say, gene mange, and the mighty mice and the smart peeps
act oddly. They’re fail-modes are surreal and darkly
amusing but sometimes the failures are so tragically inept as
to endanger their users’ lives. So Zad is going out of
business. And his wife has left him.

Zad decides to kill himself. He wants to die at some spot
that he’s seen on TV, some awe-inspiring but unfamiliar
natural location. Not something obvious like Golden Gate
Bridge or Bridal Veil Falls. He saw this spot on a YouTube-
like video by one Veena Vikram, a video of “Crag Cave,”
which is a dark stone opening that seemed to open into the
very underworld.

And Zad sets out thither, with a mighty mouse and a
smart peep as his companions. And en route he meets the
creators of the Big Aha. Possibly theirs a connection
between the Big Aha squidders and the gene mange that
afflicts the bio devices.

December 29, 2011. Blogging About Big Aha

So | feel like I’m picking up some momentum now. |
have several plot elements in mind, and I can begin to
imagine stringing them together.

This week I’ve been posting some of these Big Aha
Notes on Charles Stross’s popular blog, where I’'m a
guest—I’1l be posting eight entries. Charlie says he gets
about ten thousand unique visitors a day. | signed up to do
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this as a way to promote the newly published US edition of
my autobio, Nested Scrolls.

The other pay-off for posting some of my preliminary
Big Aha outline material is that it gets me to polish the stuff.
And it makes the project seem real.

I get this heady, reckless feeling of working without a
net when | go and post my ideas for novels that I'm still
only vaguely planning to write. It’s like I'm flying in the
face of the "don't leave your game in the locker-room™
adage. But | find it energizing, and a few of the comments
are actually useful.

It’s not so much that the comments show me how to
build further on my ideas, it’s rather that they show me the
objections that will occur. And then I know to add material
to disarm the objections from the start. And in doing this |
end up clarifying my ideas.

This said, it’s a bit of an effort to escape being dispirited
by ignorant gibes from trolls . Trolls get angry when | say
I’m not using one or another of their pet ideas. Many of
them, for instance, seem to believe in the many universes
theory, which isn’t a notion that | care to use, at least not in
The Big Aha. And of course most trolls are transhumanists
with a strong emotional investment in the idea of digital
immorality. (Idea for a story about transhumanists “A Day
No Trolls Would Die,” taking off on the young adult classic
about a farm boy and his beloved pigs.)

In doing these posts, I have to fight back my atavistic
fear of people "stealing™ my "ideas.” But by now, | know
that they can't, anymore than someone could record an as-
yet-nonexistent Beatles song on the basis of some scribbled
notes by John Lennon. And really there aren't any
completely new ideas in SF, any more than there are new
chords or new situations. It's all in how you arrange them
and trick them out.

Dec 30, 2011 - Jan 7, 2012. Writing A First Outline

As | begin my long ascent, | find a haiku by Issa (1763-
1837):
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Climb Mount Fuji,
O snail,
but slowly, slowly.

The other day | started figuring out some names for my
characters. At this moment the names are Zad Plant, Lulu
Szasz, and Carlo Solera.

Now I need to rough out an outline. Sounds easy, but it’s
hard to do. Like trying to stare at the sun. An invisible X-
ray sun that’s not there. A chore you keep avoiding.

For a little over a week | kept repeatedly editing an
outline, printing it out, marking it up, inputting my changes,
editing some more and printing it again—until by January 7,
2012, | had something that looked sort of reasonable,
although it still lacks an ending and I still need to make the
plot into a sly maze with multiple reveals.

And then | pasted this outline into my Unused Outlines
section—and started changing it some more.

January 8-11, 2012. Biotech & Hylotech, No
Limpware

I’m trying not to overdo it in terms of special tech. I’'m
thinking I’ll start with biotech. And the Big Aha can be a
bridge to hylotech. By “hylotech,” I mean the technology of
controlling and tweaking the quantum computations that are
native to physical objects.

I also want a Big Aha side-effect whereby a person can
become invisible—perhaps you discorporate or, putting it
more technically, you demux (demultiplex) your quantum
wave function into a physical and a ghostly form, and
perhaps you can use hylotech to braincast this ghostly form
into some natural phenomenon for purposes of short-term or
even long-term storage. “Within this stone I live on.”

But I won’t go into the time-fan routine or into the
infinite Higher Plane. I’ll save those two for other possible
stories or novels.
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So I’m saying that I’d like The Big Aha to be near-future
and somewhat realistic—to the extent that any of my books
fits this desideratum. I’m talking about a futurist, nuts-and-
bolts description of the coming of biotech and hylotech.

I’ve written about biotech and hylotech before. Both
biotech and hylotech are in Saucer Wisdom; biotech is in
Frek; and hylotech is in Postsingular and Hylozoic.

| see the Big Aha as a bridge between biotech and
hylotech. And the on-ramp to this bridge will be when we
start, in effect, tweaking the quantum computations of living
organisms—these are the so-called nurbs that we’re using
as biotech devices. So the on-ramp is when we learn to

tweak the QC inherent in some of our nurbs.
* k%

If I have biotech and hylotech, then what about that third
kind of non-traditional computation that 1’ve written about?
I’m referring to piezoplastic or limpware computers—such
as the moldies and silly putters of Freeware and Realware.
Not to mention the soft, back-of-the-neck uvvy
communication devices that appear in so many of my tales.
And the other piezoplastic devices described in Saucer
Wisdom—such as the slug-feet for cars, and the smart blob
chairs, and the sluggie replacements for silicon chips.

But, as I’m saying, for the sake of simplicity, | don’t
want to have any soft plastic computers in The Big Aha. No
limpware engineering.

One specific issue comes to mind. | would like to have
uvvies—the soft super-communication devices that live on
the backs of people’s necks. But I’d want to make them be
biotech. And then we have the marketing issue that putting
a biological parasite on your neck seems creepier than
slapping on some soft plastic. Certainly you wouldn’t want
a biological uvvy to be twitchy and slimy and moving
around all the time.

I think 1’1l work with two models of bio-uvvies. An older
one, made by a company called Maunderwell, and a newer
model, made by Slygro, the company where my hero’s
uncle works.
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I see the Maunderwell uvvy as being a small beige shelf
mushroom that grows onto your neck, it’s rubbery but fairly
stiff. It interfaces with you via fungal hyphae that it grows
into your spinal cord and even up into your cerebellum. You
usually leave it on all the time, otherwise the thing has to
grow fresh hyphae into you.

And the Slygro uvvy will instead use an interface based
on quantum fields. Quantum biotech! The heart of the thing
is a field-sensitive platypus beak. It attaches itself to your
neck with the non-slimy foot-pads of house flies, or maybe
of geckos, which use lots of fine hairs I think. But—as the
Slygro ads will stress—these microscopic hairs penetrate
less than a tenth of a millimeter into the top layers of your
skin. They don’t tap into your spinal cord like the scary
hyphae of the Maunderwell uvvy.

**k*k

And what about a living beanbag chair? Is that going to
be a big lump of chicken muscle or something? Icky. Okay,
how about having it be more like foam. A culture of
bubbles. A colony of leathery spore thingies that hold onto
each other with little hands. Or they’re like burrs that seem
smooth as suede, as their Velcro-like fastener hooks-and-
eyes are so small.

And what about a big slug foot to replace the wheels of a
car? Well, that can be slimy, that’s okay, it’s just a car.
And, as in Frek, we can have wall displays that are made of
squidskin, that’s not a problem. And you can, in a few
retrofitting-type cases, you can, if you must, replace a
computer chip in some stiff old silicon age device with a
hyperactive biological sluggie that has electrical
input/outputs.

January 12-15, 2012. Want to Start, A Detailed
World

I’ve got a second version of the outline in fairly good
shape now, enough for at least a third and maybe half of the
book. I can’t really expect to see much further into the
outline at this point—it gets so hypothetical.
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So that means it’s time to write the first page of the
novel itself...and to go one from there. Stage fright. The
anxiety of the goalie at the penalty kick. The dread of the
blank page. But it’s also a joy, as when facing a blank
canvas or a virgin field of new-fallen snow.

I’m in fact eager to start. My life’s too empty without my
imaginary friends.

But wait, hold on, there’s three more things that I should
take a quick look at first.

*k*

(1) The first thing is that 1’d like to thicken up my vision
of the characters a bit more. Sketch out their back stories,
personality quirks, and physical appearances. Okay, fine I’ll
work on it this week.

*k*k

(2) A second thing is that | need a world-threatening
menace. Let’s not do alien invasion this time, not even
subbies from the subdimensions. And, umm, | already used
the “false vacuum” hole-in-space number in Spaceland.
So—?

Oh, I’ve got it, I’ll do the domain flip. The spacetime
signature of our local part of the cosmos flips from 3+1 to,
say, 2+2 and then even to 1+3, that is, to one-dimensional
space and three-dimensional time. And then | can do a
chapter in the fucked-up 2+2 and 1+3 worlds, which is
something new that I’d really like. And then, thanks to Zad
and Reepicheep and Loulou, we come back.

In this scenario we also need an evil villain who
precipitates the flip for his own vile and insane purposes.
I’m assuming that would be the CEO of Maunderwell, Inc.
Or a stupid politico like George Bush—a guy who doesn’t
even realize what the flip will entail. He just thinks it’ll do
something like funnel more money to rich people. This
would be a nice satirical touch.

(3) The third thing is that I’d like to find something
unique to make this book stand out in my mind. Something
that makes me super-eager to write it. Some kind of
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challenge. It’ll be the book about...what? The book that
had...what?

* Maybe an orgy with Zad, Keira and Loulou? Well, |
did have a three-way with two men and a woman in
Mathematicians in Love. Paul, Bela and, was it Alma? Sure,
maybe an orgy. How about a psychopathic murder ? Well, |
had one of those in Mathematicians in Love, and in Jim and
the Flims. No reason that | can’t have an orgy and a murder,
they’re crowd-pleasers, but still—I need to find something
new.

* My reflexive response in this situation is to reach for
some additional SF gimmick.

Like maybe the power of flight—I did that before in
Master of Space and Time—but it might be worth
revisiting. | don’t think I ever had the ability to levitate
being distributed as a commercial mass-market kind of
body upgrade. Others have done this, | remember a great
mainstream literary story by a Russian guy about flight, and
of course there’s Tom Disch’s On Wings of Song. So maybe
I throw in levitation.

Or maybe the infinite Higher Plane. Zad might be on the
trail of Carlo, perhaps looking for a different version of
Earth where “everything works out.”

But I’'m thinking I shouldn’t just pile on more SF
wonders like | always do. | mean, that’s fun and all, but at
some point the readers tire of that. They’d rather you stay in
one place and flesh out what you’ve already got. | mean,
I’m already talking about biotech and then the Big Aha
leading to hylotech, wacky matter, and some cosmic
disaster such as a spacetime-domain signature flip. That
ought to be enough.

* Another thought is that one of the “different” things
about this book might be stylistic. I’ve been revising my
Point of View and Tense section while writing this entry,
working out some thoughts. Should | write The Big Aha in
the present tense? The narrative voice can be in a mild
Californian dialect, without going overboard and getting
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parodistic or gauche—a voice something like the voice of
Jim from Jim and the Flims.

But here again, I’m worried this is just a gimmick,
perhaps obtrusive. I know very well how to write. Why not
just write easily and conversationally and in the third
person. One alteration is that | might use a rotating third-
person viewpoint.

* What | really need is some detailed futurism, a lot of
plot, and rich, unforgettable characters. This is, in it’s own
way, somewhat of a change for me. Write a whole book like
the first few chapters of Frek and the Elixir—before I sent
Frek off across the galaxy. Just stay in the one world,
looking at aspects of it and setting up a plot.

January 16, 2012. Page One.

So on Jan 16, 2012, sitting in the Great Bear cafe, |
managed to write a first draft of a first page for The Big
Aha. | slap my brush onto the canvas.

I’d recently read the Paris Review interview with
William Gibson, and Bill is like, “I don’t write outlines. All
I need for starting a book is a good first sentence.” And
naturally | began obscurely brooding over this. And then |
turned it into a self-referential thing. Even though 1I’m sure
others have used this twist, | think I’ll go with it.

“What’s your first sentence ?”

And then I got into a scene with Uncle Carlo, my hero
Zad, and Skungy the talking rat. | like the rat, | wanted to be
writing about him first thing.

I’m still dithering on whether or not | can smoothly write
the book in the present tense. Maybe not. Doing that feels
like too much of a distraction. | just want to tell a story, to
transcribe my waking dream.

As soon as started writing the book, I could see the
outline will be totally changed. That’s okay.

*k*k

Regarding my rat character, I’d initially thought of that
mouse in the Narnia book, Prince Caspian, his name is
Reepicheep. He’s like a little musketeer with a rapier. At
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first I was thinking I could get away with using that
character and repurposing his name—have one of the
characters mention that it’s being reused. (Oddly enough, |
recently considered using a scene from Prince Caspian in
trying to describe a possible edge of the world in Jim and
the Flims—see my Notes on Jim and the Flims.)

But then | did a web search on Reepicheep, and | came
across some YouTube clips of the live-action 2008 film,
The Chronicles of Narnia: Prince Caspian, with these
squeaky-clean *ugh* British-accented child-actor s, and
with a CG Reepicheep speaking in a light tenor, also very
British. And that kind of ruined the name “Reepicheep” for
me, it scumbles my fond memories of reading that book.

And, then, duh, | remembered my transreal principle that
I should never base one of my characters on a character in a
book or in a movie. So | don’t think of my talking rat as
being Reepicheep, nor, for that matter, the cartoon character
Ratatouille.

He’s Skungy.

January 21, 2012. Breaking Out

So I’ve got about 1,500 words done now, and the
outlines | wrote don’t seem very relevant. Like I’'m
breaking out of the scrum and getting into open field.
Putting it differently, already I’m totally lost. Well, there
are surely some things in the old outline that I can still use.
But | can’t face revising the outline right now. | just want to
write.

As | write | remember that | do possess a craft of
weaving lines of dialog together, a craft of developing
characters. It’s fun to be doing that, instead of worrying so
much about what I’ll write. Get my characters on the page
and let them talk. Trust them to be interesting.

I like the idea of a Zad Plant the Younger and an Older.
My old Bruegel/Bosch obsession. I’d like Zad’s father (the
Older), to be quite a good artist, a neo-Flemish painter. His
paintings use the modern tech and they’re quite large. Also
they’re animated, but without being poster-like. He paints
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or designs some key frames and the system tweens it. Like
you see the in-between images that separate the panels of a
triptych. But the tweened images have a Photoshop-style
filter to make the paint look like Zad the Elder’s work.
Perhaps we have smart paint.

I see something happening to Skungy, he goes
kerflooey, melts or something. Attacked by a nurb-virus
perhaps. But | don’t want to lose this fun character, so
Slygro can do, like, a Restore so we get the Skunger back.

In Hollow Earth and Frek, it might be that | rushed
onward too fast, when I could have delved more into the
initial setup. So maybe I’ll delve more into Zad’s world that
I usually would. A chapter on his car? A scene with Zad and
his girlfriend Jane. Driving in his car.

I had this idea of people using biotweaked dinosaurs,
flydinos, for transportation. But then maybe the dinos take
over the book too much? Like that picture book, Dinotopia.
Can | keep the dinos under control? Perhaps don’t call them
dinos. But I surely do like thinking about them. A woman
lying on her stomach on the back of a giant
rhamphorhyncus or pterodactyl. Huge leathery wings, so
exciting. Great toothy, leathery beak. I’d have to find a way
to make the dino material new. Note, by the way, that these
dinos were only about six feet across at the most, so we’d
have to giganticize them. | love the word,
“rhamphorhyncus” because our daughter Georgia learned
that word at school, maybe in the second grade, and like to
say it and she could even spell it. Rham-pho-rhyn-cus!

Maybe the uvvy should be introduced as a new product,
or | should go into its workings a bit more.

It might be cool if Zad becomes a spiritual leader who
founds a religion. But it’s more like Leary or Kesey
popularizing LSD. Or Reich with orgone boxes.

January 23-26, 2012. Reset.

Rereading what | wrote so far for the first chapter of my
novel, | decide it’s all wrong. I’ve written my character Zad
is as a callow kid who lives with his parents, the jokes are
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cutesy and somewhat lame, it feels like a young-adult novel.
And | don’t know where it’s going.

*k*

So | pasted all of that first draft into my Deleted Sections
in these Notes and started over. I’m going to have a first-
person narrator, still called Zad. He’s not a kid, he’s forty-
something, abandoned by his wife, and he runs a nurb
store—cf. the robot-pet store run by the hero of Do
Androids Dream of Electric Sheep.

Skungy the talking rat is pushing his way into
prominence, he’s still on the first page in this new start. |
claim his great Al comes from “quantum wetware,” a nice
compact paper-it-over phrase.

The company making Skungy is local to Louisville, run
by a high-school friend of Zad’s, a genius. | see the
company as wanting to make a whole line of rats, | was
even going to call the company Squeaktastic, but I think 1’1l
stick with Slygro, as ultimately they want to make
something more than just rats. | think they’ll want introduce
the neck-sitting uvvy smartphone as 1’ve described it many
times before—without ever going into its advent.

I have a vision of a New York City with flying
dinosaurs, and | want Zad to end up going there. It kind of
has to be NYC because of the skyscrapers. And I can’t see
Zad trekking there from SF, | want him to be in more of a
backwater, so | had the idea of starting out in Louisville.

Zad’s friend Carlo can be like Greg G, and Zad’s shop
like Greg’s old book-shop downtown in old Gloucester. |
did write Greg-like characters before: Ace Weston in The
Secret of Life, and of course Gibby in Frek and the Elixir,
and a cameo as Joe Cube’s uncle who dies of a stroke in
Spaceland.

But also see Carlo as a bit like my old Sta-Hi character
in the sense of not having a mental censor on what he says.
I see Zad as having a touch of my Louisville boyhood
friend Niles S. That sardonic cynicism and gloom, mixed

with excitability, ready enthusiasm, and dreamy
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intelligence. Zad’s a guy people admire and want to be near.
A cool guy, like Willie F or Churchill D from high-school.

I’d been planning to make Carlo gay, but, no, | won’t go
there. This book might as well be very easy for me to write.
And | don’t think I should make Carlo be a sincere
salesman and marketeer, it’s more that he’s temporarily
fallen into this role. He’s ironic about it. Carlo is smart,
cunning, but not deeply and artistically intelligent like my
hero Zad.

We’d also need a shadowy Gosper-like background
genius like the nant-maker in Postsingular and Hylozoic. |
can have him be a bit like Stephen W this time. But also like
a rich guy from Louisville, and eccentric genius from an
upper-class Louisville family. A guy like some of my big
brother’s landed gentry friends. Devil-may-care. He
perversely insists on staying on the family estate in
Skylight. A place like Angus McC’s farm. He’s a
gentleman-scientist. He liked New York.

Loulou leads Zad from Louisville to NYC. She’ll be an
exotic charmer, | need some back-story on her. Hungarian,
maybe. Or like Faustin B?

Zad’s ex-wife? Like Ronna S? Pete McC? A Louisville
party girl, maybe. There’s always Diana V to fall back on.

I’ll still need to work out a plot, but I’m beginning to
think that it’s hopeless to try and outline one again. Just get
in there and let the fur fly. The outlining is just, truth be
told, something I do to pass the time while waiting for the
muse to arrive.

January 28-29, 2012. New Plot Ideas

Going pretty good on the new first chapter, and writing a
little on a third version of the outline now.

Suppose that Zad’s shop is licensed as an art store. The
Art of Living is the name. You don’t need a full FGA
(Federal Genomics Agency) license for limited editions of
art nurbs. So Gaven Graber is using Zad as a channel for an
informal beta release.
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Maybe the rats will morph into the new neck-riding
uvvy. At this point people are still wearing Maunderwell
wrist-based squidskins.

The rats jump onto your neck and hang on and get into
quantum synch with you? Too scary. The rat links with you
from across the room via quantum entanglement. Zad
notices, and then he’s “bonded” to Skungy. The rat has
installed himself, like a Bluetooth phone linking up with
your car.

| see a picnic at that early-memory spot in Louisville,
where we drove cars through pastures to be by a pond with
cattails. Washtubs with ice and drinks.

Wife Jane Roller is wealthy, lives in a housetree by the
river. Maybe they’re not divorced, just separated. She wants
Zad to find himself.

Zad got the shop from his parents. It was a gift-shop his
parents ran, like William Burroughs’s parents, or like the
Vaughans with their dress shop in Lynchburg. And he
turned it into an art gallery and it limps along, and then he
sells some nurb pieces he makes, and designs a few. To pick
up more money he starts selling fairly ordinary nurbs, with
some decorations of his.

But, as | say, he has a loophole though the usual FGA
approval system.

I’m almost done with Chapter 1: Skungy. | think | can
start on Chapter 2: Jane. Jane’s excited, Gaven Graber has
invited her and Zad out to his farm for a picnic. It’s June.
The invite comes in while Gaven’s still closing his deal
with Zad via Carlo. Jane shows up at the Art of Living
shop.

Suppose Chapter 2 is mostly a flashback of his life with
Jane. And Chapter Three they go to an evening picnic at
Gaven Graber’s farm.

February 3, 2012. More About Nurbs

I think I can work something of a history of nurbs into
Chapter 2. Let’s suppose that Jane’s last name is Belknap,
and that her father owns Belknap Feed in Louisville. Or
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stick to Roller. And they make this food, nurb chow, that
the nurbs need to live on. And the chow is largely based on
tobacco. A new use for the now out-of-fashion plant.

At one point some renegade nurbs took over the Roller
Nurb Chow warehouse and that’s when the denurbalizer
option was invented.

*k*k

The dream chair has no direct skin penetration. It’s a
web viewer, it doesn’t in fact control your dreams. A hood
pulls down over your head, like a hair-dryer dome, and you
see the backgrounds. Little tentacles on the lip of the hood
shoot accurate laser images onto your retina for the moving
foreground images. The thing has bone conduction sound
that goes in through your skull. It massages along your
spine.

February 5, 2012. History of Jane.

I’m getting going on Chapter 2: Jane. I’d like it to be a
synoptic history of Zad’s life, organized around his
relationship with Jane, whom he already knew as a young
boy. I can also work in the coming of the nurbs.

Just now I’m doing a scene about them seeing a cartoon
on a squidskin screen. It’s connected to two early memories
of mine, recently unearthed. (1) A birthday party in a
Louisville house, maybe in the Highlands district, big
house, high ceilings, wood floors mostly bare, fancy heavy
wood moldings around the doors. Echoing children’s voices
and patter of feet. The grown-ups have a projector and they
show some cartoons on a sheet hanging in a doorway.
Maybe we see “Apple Andy,” a cartoon that terrifies me,
with Andy’s nightmare of a descent into hell. | found it on
YouTube yesterday, how crude it looks now. (2) A school
fair in an old stone building with various activities in
various rooms. Maybe it’s the Ballard school? They’re
showing a cartoon in there with a character diving undersea.
A giant clam pinches him. When he opens the treasure
chest, an octopus darts out, black blob with big eyes, I
scream in terror and run from the room. | feel like later |
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saw that some cartoon again and was more prepared for it.
Maybe the “later” was even that same day.

Last night we saw Tintin 3D—what a difference from
Apple Andy. I’d been imagining | could use a variation of
my childhood cartoon memories for Zad’s memories from
his party, but that party is in, like, 2020 or 2040. So you’d
expect more of a VR kind of cartoon, or perhaps a Surreal
cartoon. Maybe a dream cartoon, that is, maybe they have a
way to tape people’s dreams.

And since it’s a squidskin, I think we should have a
special effect where bits of it jump out and scuttle around
the room. The marketers call it 4D cinema, though really
it’s not 4D at all, but that’s a name they would use.

March 10, 2012. Second Chap, Epublishing, Flurb

I wrote Chapter 2, Zad’s memories of growing up with
Jane and of the coming of the nurbs. A tasty bit at the end
about a roadspider killing a colt on a Louisville horse farm.
Revising now.

Coming up | want another flashback chapter and a
chapter of Zad and Jane going out to a picnic at Gaven’s
farm. Not sure which to do first. Maybe it’s more
entertaining and suspenseful to alternate
present/flashback/present/flashback rather than
present/flashback/flashback/present. If I wait two whole
chaps before going back to the present, the reader might
forget about it.

In any case, | feel more like writing the present picnic
chapter right now, and the flashback later, so I’ll write them
in that order. | can always reorder them in the book later if
that seems better after all. So now I need to think about
what happens at the farm picnic.

I haven’t been writing much for the last two or three
weeks, I’ve been hung-up on making an ebook editions of
my Complete Stories and The Hollow Earth and selling
them via Kindle, NOOK, iBook, and as an EPUB file
downloadable off my own site for Transreal Books!
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www.rudyrucker.com/transrealbooks

This involved many steps: converting from Word to
HTML to Epub, getting ISBN book codes, getting on the
big three sites, and setting up an e-commerce system for my
Transreal Books site. As usual with computers, this has
been very fiddling and repetitive work, with a sense of
blundering back and forth amid mud and thickets. In a
frenzy. With sharp twigs scratching your face near your
eyes. With nasty web denizens darting out to bite fifty-
dollar chunks out of my butt.

Even so, before long | want to make yet another ebook
before | forget how. Grooving the technique into my brain.
It’s just the first couple of times that are a full-bore
nightmare. On the next outing I’ll be able to develop a more
streamlined work flow. And after that | hope to lay out a
series of blog posts that comprise a widely a useful
description of “Do-It-Yourself Ebooks.” Gospel to the
grateful throngs of less computeresque auto-epublisher
wanna-bes.

So for the next eproject, I’m thinking about putting
together my Complete Essays or, perhaps more accurately,
Selected Non-Fiction, or maybe just Essays. Even easier
than the Complete Essays task, I could switch my free PDF,
All the Interviews, to being a low-cost ebook, maybe $1.99,
but that’s not a real project.

On the near horizon are my science books, The Fourth
Dimension and Infinity and the Mind. | got image scans and
raw text files for these books from an idealistic San
Francisco group called the Internet Archive, but there’s
going to be some effort in cleaning up the text.

**k*k

I’ve also been busy winnowing and editing story
submissions for my webzine Flurb, issue #13. Tidily |
ended up with 13 stories for #13, including one by me (it’s
Chapter 2 of The Big Aha). I’'ll do the layout later in March,
but first we’re going a week of vacation in NYC.

Sometimes Flurb feels like too much work and | want to
close it down, but then I’ll get an interesting story and a
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responsive author who’s willing to revise his or her work in
the ways that | suggest. I’m getting much more proactive
about the editing than before, at times I’m almost acting like
a co-author. Putting the Rucker stamp on the tales. A real
editor. Generally the authors are more than glad for my
suggestions—they’re grateful, even if at times they don’t in
fact do all of the changes.

Doing the editing on the other twelve stories, | had the
agreeable sense that | know something about how to put
together a story. Seems like the biggest continuing problem
with the stories is the lack of a strong ending. In a literary or
New Yorker story, it’s okay to trail off at the end. But in the
SF genre, readers pretty much expect a sky-rocket at the
end. A twist, an aha, a reward.

Thinking back, the only one who’s given me a really
hard time about doing Flurb revisions is my peer John
Shirley, in his story for issue #12. For #13, John sent me a
ten-thousand-word story a week after 1’d closed the window
for submissions—and five thousand or at most seven
thousand words is the max length I like to deal with. | was
tired out when | got John’s long story, and I couldn’t face
reading it and then having him argue when | asked for
revisions, so | just said no right away. Maybe next issue I’ll
get something from him. Haven’t heard back from John
since the rejection. Maybe he’s sulking. Well, I probably
would too, if our positions were reversed. | mean to phone
him and make nice, but haven’t gotten around to it.

April 21, 2012. Lost the Thread, Transreal Books

So now six weeks have gone by. We went to New York,
which was great. | gave a reading there, we hit all the
museums and stores, ate great meals. | met with my old Tor
editor, David Hartwell, and with my new agent, John
Silbersack.

Hartwell more or less told me that I’m through at Tor.
The sales numbers. Squeezing out the mid-list authors. The
death-spiral of setting the print-run of each new title to
match the net sales of the previous title. The hoped-for
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mainstream breakout of Nested Scrolls isn’t happening. No
hope for Turing & Burroughs at Tor, after all, it’s about
giant slugs and a homosexual love affair.

I had an autumnal feeling leaving the Tor offices—
housed in the old Flatiron building on Madison Square. Pop
showed me that building when | was a boy of 12, on my
way to Germany for a year at boarding school. Who would
have though 1’d end up publishing eight books at Tor.

The next day | had a nice lunch with Silbersack—whose
deluxe office is right on the other side of Madison Square.
Silbersack is a good guy, very cultured and knowledgeable.
He thinks he has some hope of selling Turing & Burroughs
to Amazon—they’re getting into paper/ebook publishing
now, they have deep pockets and are paying out some hefty
advances. (This is distinct from Amazon’s self-publishing
channels, KDP for ebook, and CreateSpace for POD.)

My book’s also been submitted to the mainstream house
Outlook, to Hachette’s Orbit line, and to Night Shade (by
me), and maybe he’s sending it to Angry Robot. I’m not
optimistic about Orbit as they turned down Jim and the
Flims, and the book’s probably too SFnal for Outlook.
Angry Robot is hot these days, but their books seem quite
poorly produced. Night Shade did Jim and the Flims, and
when | saw my editor Jeremy Lassen last month he said Jim
had done okay, and that he’d think about Turing Chronicles,
although I don’t think he’s read it yet.

Next week I’ll phone Silbersack—it’s always hard to get
him on the phone, takes a couple of days, although he’s
friendly in person and insists that he’s accessible. If he can’t
get something going at Amazon, I’ll phone Jeremy and beg
him to buy the book. I’m starting to have a blockage
problem here—I sent Silbersack the final draft of Turing &
Burroughs in July, 2011—that’s nine months ago—and still
not a peep.

It’s hard to go all gung-ho on my new novel, what’s it
called? Oh, yeah, The Big Aha. I’ve lost the thread. Hard to
get gung-ho when | can’t sell the last novel, hell, I can’t
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even get the last novel rejected. 1t’s like I’m a noob
languishing in slush piles.

At this point, I can barely remember the story and the
characters of Big Aha. I’ll need to reread the outline and the
first two chapters to get up steam again. But, as | say, |
don’t quite have the heart to do this until I get an offer for
Turing & Burroughs.

Sometimes it starts to feel futile. So much scheming and
fretting, only to sell a couple of thousand copies of each
book. But the writing itself does amuse me.

*k*k

While the mute months drift past, I’ve been going ape
with the epublishing thing. | converted Flurb issue #13 into
a free ebook. And | developed what | consider to be a more
correct workflow while turning my Collected Essays into an
ebook. I won’t describe the process here, but I found it kind
of satisfying to think it through. That old addictive blood-
lust computer-hacking frenzy. My end result for the essays
is a very clean HTML file that’s wrapped up inside an
EPUB package. | was revising the essays all the time, and |
found a way to back-convert the HTML into a clean Word
DOC.

My new ebooks are for sale on Amazon and on Barnes
and Noble, and | set up an ecommerce site for Transreal
Books, where I’m getting a few orders every day. Boing
Boing blogged Collected Essays, which gave me a nice
spike in sales. So far I’ve sold about 100 of Hollow Earth,
320 of Complete Stories, and 60 of the Collected Essays
collection. The titles were epublished, respectively, on Feb
17, Feb 20, and April 13 of 2012, so the essays might catch
up.

Most of the sales are on Amazon, with B&N selling only
about 25 books. I’ve sold about 75 off my Transreal Books
page.

I’m selling the books at $4.95 each, to make them kind
of an impulse-item purchase. I might move the price up by a
dollar pretty soon. I’m getting 70% royalty from Amazon,
although there are various exceptions and surcharges to this,
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so their royalty tends in practice to average more like 60%.
And | get all the money from sales on my own site.

I’ve earned something close to $2,000 dollars at this
point, which isn’t bad, at least by the beggarly standards
I’ve grown accustomed to. If my ebooks keep selling, |
could maybe match that in a year. So Transreal Books isn’t
completely futile vanity-publishing gig.

Quarters clink into the street-performer’s hat. There’s a
feeling of liberation about it. I have my own publishing
company! I’m ready for the future. I’m a flower pushing up
from of the dirt and into the air. Let bookstores go bankrupt,
let the old publishers crumble—I’m set for the next few
years. Until the kaleidoscope turns and the whole thing
changes again.

If I don’t get an offer for Turing & Burroughs by June,
maybe I’ll get the fucking thing off my back by publishing
it as an ebook? Still can’t quite visualize that. If | did take
that route, 1’d get daughter Georgia to at least design a pro-
looking cover. And at that point, I think 1’d connect with
Lightning Source for paper POD copies as well.

*k*

One more twist. I’ve always worshipped this one
particular Sixties novel, Be Not Content, by William J.
Craddock. And now, thanks to my having posted a long
blog post about the guy a few years back, I’ve connected
with his widow, Teresa Craddock, who lives in Santa Cruz.
I met up with her a couple of weeks ago, and she signed a
contract giving Transreal Books the right to epublish Be Not
Content. So my next project is to scan this book into a Word
DOC and turn it into an EPUB. I’ll be giving Teresa a good
royalty, and | even gave her an advance check which, for
some reason, she initially said she’s not going to cash. But
by now | bet she has cashed it.

May 11, 2012. “How To Make An Ebook.”

So now I’ve got Be Not Content ready to epublish. The
scanning process went better than 1’d expected—the
physical scanning only took a couple of hours, and | got a
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fairly decent Word file out of it, albeit with typos, missing
line breaks, and weird font formats scattered throughout.
The ensuing correcting, formatting, proofreading, and
ebook conversion was a lot more work than | expected. If
the scan process has a 1% error rate and the book’s about
80,000 words, you’re talking 800 errors. And | needed to
make a number of editorial decisions about spelling and
format. And write the intro and design the cover.

Anyway, it’s done, and it looks great, although I’'m still
dicking around with the cover—I only managed to get the
one photo of Billy from his widow Teresa. She was going to
lend me more photos, but it never happened, partly because
I only met with her twice, partly because she’s a bit
scattered.

I really got into Billy’s head while proofing the book and
writing the intro. And Teresa even gave me the phone
number of the real-life model for the Preston character in
the book, a guy called Andy Foster, now retired from a
career as, of all things, a math professor at a college in
Tallahassee, Florida. | would have loved to hang out with
Preston back in the day.

The night after | proofed the harrowing final chapters of
Be Not Content, | had an all-night dream where | was an
acidhead or stoner and near the end | somehow got sober, or
imagined longingly that | was sober, and in the dream | was
so glad to be clean and | was hoping that my getting sober
was true and not just a dream (within the dream). | woke up
and I was like, whoabh, I really am sober, and it’s easy.
Hallelujah.

*k%k

While doing all these ebook conversions 1’ve been
taking notes on the process so that | can do it again—these
swarms of fiddling tiny gotcha computeresque factoids tend
to have a very short half-life in my mind, they drop like
flies, and if | don’t write down what I’ve learned, I’m very
nearly back to square one when | try and repeat the hack a
few months or a year from now.
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I made the notes into a series of four blog posts, and then
decided—what the fuck—why not make it into a small
ebook and sell it. How To Make An Ebook. Good name; in
prosodic terms, it’s made of three trochees. DAH-da times
3. | put it up the EPUB and MOBI files night, and I’ll be
giving them away for a week, and then switching to
charging $1.95. The plan is that the free introductory offer
builds buzz. There really isn’t a similar book just now, so it
could catch on.

**k*k

Today is Friday, and | epublished How To Make An
Ebook last night. I’m thinking I’ll put up Be Not Content
over the weekend, but not announce it until Monday
morning, as there’s more people on the web then.

And then I’ll be done with ebooks for awhile. The next
one will be my Fourth Dimension, maybe. But I’ve spent
enough time in the byte-mines for the moment. | need to get
back into my dreamy, creative novel-writing mode.

My obsessive blood-lust hacking frenzy of producing
ebooks has been growing since February, and while
working on this last pair of them at the same time | began
getting heart palpitations. | had the same thing the time that
Sylvia was out of town and I did nothing but program C++
and OpenGL for three weeks, porting my Pop game
framework software to 3D, this was around 2002, ten years
ago. | hope the palpitations are just from stress. Or maybe
it’s the new blood-pressure medicine.

At this point, | really can’t face going to see a heart
doctor again. Cutting off my caffeine consumption (from
tea) pretty much eliminates the palpitations, but I do miss
the brain joy, the caffeine molecules running down the
corridors of my brain, flipping on every light-switch they
pass.

In fact I’m drinking a pot of green tea right now, at the
Borderlands Book Cafe on Valencia Street in San
Francisco, feeling a pleasant white light in my head and a
tremble in my chest. Sylvia drove up here to help at our
twin granddaughters’ pre-school for the day, and | rode
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along with my bicycle in the trunk so I could cruise around
the Mission district, which always interests me.
Borderlands, of course, is a familiar hang-out for me, it’s
the one place where | always do a reading when a new book
comes out. It’s like visiting another country, coming to the
Mission. It’s nice, and very good to get away from the
ebook hacking.

May 18, 2012. Transreal Books Ramps Up

I’ve just been ramping up on the POD this week. Turns
out I can publish my own paperbacks as print-on-demand
via Amazon CreateSpace at a much better price than via
Lulu, like for half as much. So | can make POD numbers
work, keeping the retail price at a reasonable level, like $15,
and getting about $5 per sale via Amazon, and more like
$10 per sale via a “CreateSpace e-store” page that Amazon
also lets you set up. If you tweak that page, you can make it
look fairly legit. I’m just now putting out a paper version of
Craddock’s Be Not Content for $15 a copy and selling it via
both straight Amazon and via Amazon’s CreateSpace.

**k*k

One thing | picked up from working on Craddock’s Be
Not Content was some fresh energy about the basic “Big
Aha” idea | wanted to work with. The scenario of some
young layabouts getting hold of a cosmic mind-expansion
tool. But, as | say, | want to do it without the tool being a
drug. And the tool should really work, in more concrete way
than acid ever did. Obviously we’re talking quantum
mechanics, as I’ve remarked before in these notes. In
particular, we’re talking about Nick Herbert’s notion of
“Quantum Tantra,” which is more or less a default notion
for me by now.

May 24, 2012. Shadows from Hyperspace

Isabel sent me a link to a video of the shadows of
skateboarders. Their arms seem to grow or extrude from
their chests, amoeba-style. | think of the 4D version,
hyperskaters, and we see their shadows (as opposed to
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cross-sections), and the shadows are ghostly hologram-like
blobs somewhat like human in shape, only a sudden arm or
tentacle can push out, and it turns out that our space has a
nice 4D tilt to it, and the hyperskaters are riding down it.
Their shadows are cast, not by our merely 3D Sun, but by a
4D SUN in hyperspace.

Normally our space is filled with the divine light of the
SUN, and we don’t know it. The SUN shines upon us even
during our night. We see it as the immanence of things?
Which would mean what? The all-is-One vibe of things, the
connectedness, the vivacity, the realness, that’s what’s
fueled by the beneficent 4D rays of the SUN. And the
shadow of a hyperskater is a moving zone of desaturation
or...what? Darkness isn’t quite to the point.

I’m thinking of Flatland naturally. Kids are skating on
Flatland. A Square and his pals could perhaps notice the
wheels of the skateboard as shapes moving through their
space, pell-mell, these wheel footprints could even move
through houses. Or maybe, on the other hand, the wheels
don’t penetrate into Flatland. They roll over it. Maybe the
Flatlanders wouldn’t notice the wheels at all.

But the Flatlanders could notice the shadows. We could
assume that the skater shadows, and the light of our Sun
penetrate into Flatland. They wouldn’t necessarily see our
Sun in terms of light, though. The 2D light they see would
be coming from a flat disk sun in their plane.

June 21, 2012. Finishing my Journals Book

The Craddock Be Not Content book is all done—it’s out
on Amazon in ebook and POD editions. The project has
been a huge pain in the ass. | won’t go into the specifics—
too petty. Suffice it to say that it feels a bit like a Dantean
torment inflicted upon me in divine retribution for my many
sins against my own publishers over the years. But the book
looks good. I’ve done right by my man Billy C.

Still no final word from Amazon on Turing &
Burroughs, and 1’d been feeling hesitant about getting back
into The Big Aha. So | decided to use my new window of
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free time to finish off my Journals 1990-2012 book. I’d
printed out a draft as two Lulu book volumes, and | revised
about one and a half of these volumes last fall, like, in
October and November, 2011. Then got sick of doing that
and got going on The Big Aha. And then I edited Flurb #13
in February, 2012.

Early in March, 2012, | got into making ebooks, starting
with Complete Stories and The Hollow Earth, then making
an ebook of Flurb #13, then my Collected Essays ebook,
then a Be Not Content ebook, and then POD book versions
of Be Not Content and Collected Stories. And that frenzy
lasted until now, which is nearly the end of June. About
four months pissed into a black hole. And I know I’'m
repeating myself here. | have no mind. I’m a business cog.

I so much want to write a novel again.

But first—just one last job, Louie, one more big one—
the Journals. | finished proofing and revising the Journals
over the last couple of weeks. As part of the process |
combed through all my Writing Notes, intercalating the
more diary-like entries into the Journals, particularly doing
this for the years 2010-2012, during which period | hardly
wrote in my personal journals at all. And where the
remaining gaps seemed too big, | fabulated a few fresh
entries in place, sometimes adapting them from my
contemporaneous blog posts.

These days I’m more diligent with the blog than with the
journals. It could be that I’m kind of done writing journals
in the older sense of diaries. Whatever journal stuff | have
ends up in the writing notes. So this has indeed been a good
time to finish assembling my Journals into a book.

I did the final revisions this morning and | spent the rest
of the day writing an Introduction. The Journals are done, a
little over a half million words long. Well, not quite done,
I’ll still have to proof it one more time—I hope I can get
some other people to do this.

This compendium is about the size of a book that |
greatly admire, Andy Warhol and Pat Hackett’s 1991 tome,
The Andy Warhol Diaries. As I recall, | read Andy’s diaries
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straight through over about a year, getting into the flow of
the various stories, really enjoying it, reading just a little
every day. Like a breviary. A devotional classic.

I’d thought that Sylvia would insist on proofing my
Journals, but now she’s lost interest in doing that. As it is, |
think I’ve edited out anything she might not like. And if or
when she happens upon something she still doesn’t approve
of, it’ll be easy enough to re-edit the book—that’s a great
virtue of ebook/POD publication. You just upload the new
master files!

So I’m hoping to turn the Journals into a published
ebook and a two-volume (probably) POD book this week or
next. | have a slight delay here, as I’m waiting to get hold of
an upgrade of the Adobe InDesign “typesetting” software
that 1 use to lay out my POD books. I’d prefer publishing
the ebook and POD versions on the same day. But it’s just
as well to let the project cool off for a couple of days. | can
still clean up the format a bit more, while I’m waiting, and
get the flap copy and the cover designs ready.

And—free at last?>—just now | printed out the 11,535
words of The Big Aha that | wrote half a year ago. 1’d like
to focus on Aha again.

July 5, 2012. Hoping For A Restart

So now, hallelujah, I actually did some work on The Big
Aha over the last few days. It feels so good to be doing my
thing again. Kneading the text, folding in plot levels,
sculpting my characters, helping them talk. Writing is what
I love—it’s just the biz aspects that drive me crazy.

I’m done revising Chapter One—I opened up some more
plot possibilities. | think we need a road trip where Zad
Plant drives his slug-foot Lincoln Continental to Manhattan,
accompanied by Skungy the rat and that mystery woman
Loulou whom I already visualized back in February, 2012,
in my painting Loulou And Skungy.

I’ll have Zad try and get together with Jane, but Gaven
Garber latches onto Jane instead. [In my usual uxorious
fashion, I may have Zad get back together with wife Jane at
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the book’s very end.] Meanwhile, on the rebound from
Jane, Zad has a brief fling with Reba, but then Carlo gets
Reba back. Zad comes across Loulou, and she needs
something from NYC, and they drive up there, Zad, Loulou
and Skungy.

FIGURE 1: LouLoU AND SKUNGY. 30" x 30", FEB, 2012.

So now I’ll revise Chapter 2, and revise my latest plot
outline, and be back at the precipice, uneasily staring into
the void of the as yet unwritten novel. And | hope soon to
be actually writing new sections of the book.

Muse: Jump, Rudy! You can fly!

August 22, 2012. Journals on Hold, Turing &
Burroughs

I postponed going live with my Journals, as it still seems
to have numerous typos. | can’t face rereading it just now,
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and am trying to enlist a couple of fans to do this for me. In
any case, it wouldn’t make sense, commercially speaking,
to publish the Journals this fall, as both my novel Turing &
Burroughs and the paperback of my autobio Nested Scrolls
are coming out—and I don’t want to undercut them. I’ll do
the Journals in the spring, probably, or next fall. I guess I’'m
also having second thoughts about the level of personal
revelation involved.

Meanwhile I’m definitely self-publishing Turing &
Burroughs, and I’ve been doing some work on that. | had a
fan proof it, then did a fairly extensive final (?) revision,
and now I’m getting two or three fans and friends to proof it
again.

Last year, Tor goofed and used the wrong manuscript
file for the hardback edition of Nested Scrolls, didn’t let me
see page proofs, and then published their version loaded
with typos, and | caught some flak for this in some reviews.
I don’t want that to happen with my Transreal Books
editions.

I still have some setup work to do for Turing &
Burroughs before going public. | need to get the POD in
place at Lightning (for wholesale) as well as at Amazon
CreateSpace (for retail), plus the ebook editions. Need to
make a nice cover, maybe get my daughter Georgia to help.
Try and get some blurbs, I’m already sending out some
proof-edition PDF versions. Make a web page for the book.
Maybe mail out some printed review copies to places like
Locus and PW. Won’t be done with all this till late
September or early October.

August 24, 2012. Ideas for Chapter 3 and Beyond

I see Gaven’s picnic at that early-memory spot in
Louisville, where we drove cars through pastures to be by a
pond with cattails. Washtubs with ice and drinks. A wood
fire for cooking hot-dogs. A whole bunch of Skungies.
Some other entertaining and intriguing nurbs. A nice set of
colorful Louisville guests.
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I think it’s May. Would be nice to include a
thunderstorm.

Near the end of the evening, we’ll get a little more into
the new quantum wetware. Perhaps a foreshadowing of the
Big Aha movement. Someone who works for Gaven is in
some way misusing the QW to get high?

Zad tries to get back together with Jane at the picnic. But
Gaven Garber latches onto Jane himself. Zad does an instant
rebound from Jane, and gets Reba to leave the party with
him, riding on her flydino, and Zad spends the night at
Reba’s.

In the morning, Carlo gets Reba back, or Reba gets
going on yet another guy, a mystery man.

I have to set it up so there’s a reason for Zad to meet
Loulou. Zad meets her at a QW cult show? 1’d been
thinking of a roadtrip to NYC with Zad, Loulou and
Skungy, but maybe I should resist that impulse, at least until
I’m halfway through the book. It would be a nice change to
stay in the scene where | start the book, and develop the
characters and the human social intrigue—rather than, as is
my wont, jumping into some kind of Monomythic “belly of
the whale” and fluking out of town on a travel quest. Maybe
the whale could be psychic (cf. the 60s acidheads), and Zad
takes that trip without leaving Louisville. And, sure, maybe
later they can do a Furthur kind of trip to NYC.

I wouldn’t want to play the Kesey number in a Tom-
Wolfe ain’t-they-cool mode. The acidheads were out of it,
and deluded as to the reality/meaning of what they were
under-going. They interpreted a certain brain phenomenon
in religious terms. And, when seeing stray old video of the
acidheads, they don’t seem very interesting. So have that
lameness from the start with the wetheads or qwetties.
Button: Are you gwet yet? Qwet=quantum wetware
modified.

Funny that my character is an artist in Louisville. | have
some hope of meeting up with a boyhood friend of mine,
Churchill Davenport, who became an artist in Louisville.
And the father/son art thing is mirrored in Andrew and
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Jamie Wyeth—and Jamie was invited to the wedding |
attended on Vinalhaven Island this week.

*k*

Possible story arc:

I. Zad disappears into the Big Aha.

I1. Zad has struggles over there.

I11. Zad tames the Big Aha and comes back.

Well, that would just be the monomyth one more time.
Zad Plant descends to the underworld and returns bearing
benisons and elixir. Maybe I’m tired of that routine. Maybe
a different pattern. The love square, like a love triangle, but
with two couples swapping partners. | used that to pretty
good effect in Spaceland, which also, however, included the
Monomyth quest-and-return pattern as well.

Aug 28 - Aug 31. 2012. Ideas for the Lobster Pot
Story

Aug 28, 2012. | was studying the lobster traps in Maine.
They have two net-funnels leading into a back chamber
where the bait is. A narrow slit in the bait chamber lets the
smaller lobster wriggle back out after eating. So for a
couple of years (?), a young lobster can hang out in the
traps, eating and leaving. And then comes the day when a
lobster has gotten large enough so that he or she can’t get
out. The trap is hauled up and they’re sold to a diner.

Imagine this for humans, I’ve thought about this before.
A bunch of restaurants with free food. You go through a
one-way maze to get in, maybe there’s drop-offs with the
falls cushioned by trampolines. In the back chamber you get
goodies. Then you worm out through a small hole. And one
day you’re stuck and you’re taken captive by an alien
harvester. Perhaps the trap is hauled up to a UFO via tractor
beam. Or you’re harvested in some other way.

The trappers sell you to some alien consumers who
might eat your flesh. Or maybe they use you in some other
way. Suck our your soul or your “wheenk’ or your psychic
energy, or maybe they put your brain in a jar.
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Actually brains in jars is pretty stale. Like the brains are
generating a VR for some aliens, it’s not a VR of a human
world but of an alien world. A twist on the Matrix theme.

Charles Stross had a story called, I think, “Lobsters” as
part of his Accelerando series. | could call my story or
chapter or novel something different, like “Lobsta Land” or
“Wheenk” or “Brains in Jars.”

As | mentioned, | may also use this concept as a kicker
in The Big Aha. There would be a minatory correlation with
the blown-mind acidheads. Go into the pleasure state too
often and the aliens eat your mind. Not to get all after-
school-special on it.

The dangerous aliens might not necessarily be doing this
“soul eating” on purpose. Too corny to have them be bug-
eyed-monsters in UFOs. Better if they’re tachyonic,
subdimensional, crooked-beetle, spirit-like beings emerging
from an alternate view of reality. “Mighty Mites From
Quantum Land.”

Note that I’ve already written about these kinds of aliens
as “subbies” in Postsingular, Hylozoic, and in “Elves of the
Subdimensions” with Paul DiFi.

The subbies or the flame creatures relate to the quantum
wetware thing of The Big Aha—how? You plug into the
cosmic wave function and it’s wiggy. And you can get stuck
in this merged state, you’re hearing the “voices of the
gods,” you’re lost in the hylozoism, talking to all the objects
around you.

I’d want there to be some definite specific combatable
foe amid the mighty mites from quantum land, so that my
hero could master them, or find a way to live in peace with
them.

Aug 31, 2012. | would like to write the lobster trap story
with Paul Di Filippo. I discussed it with him yesterday, and
he seemed amenable, although he did want us to do what we
can to make our tale commercially marketable. In the end, |
might reuse some of these ideas in The Big Aha as well,
although probably in a greatly altered form.
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Paul says maybe the traps are malls? In a way | like this,
as the symbolism is good. The malls entrap us.

But, thinking further, I like the idea of something
smaller, more like a kiosk or at most a camper van on a
street corner. Or a dive-bar. Something closer to an
individual lobster trap. | see these things as simply
beginning to appear, at first in out of the way places.

Looked at a pile of lobster traps on a dock in Gloucester
I thought of Shinjuku hi-rise buildings in Tokyo with rows
of nightclubs on every floor.

I saw a flock of sparrows fluttering in and out of the
empty, drying lobster traps. The birds are souls of departed
lobsters? Might use a scene of this as a closer for the story.
The aliens have turned away from us and the lobster-trap-
pile Shinjuku-type hotel stands empty and there’s a flicker
in the air as of the lost spirits flitting about.

Possible title: “Chix and Shedders”. Chix are small
lobsters, line one-pounders, and the shedders have soft
shells. Either type might be able to escape through the mail-
slot-like exit slot from the feeding room of a trap.

The people will know about the danger of disporting
themselves in the traps. There’s a bit of warning when it’s
about to be emptied though. And the chix and shedders
(whatever that means for humans) can still escape. And
anyone has a slight chance of escaping. So people can kid
themselves that it’s okay.

Who are the characters? A man and a woman is always a
good bet. Then you can work in romance as well. They
could be living in some place like Gloucester, and the
lobster analogy could be quite explicit. Most readers will
not know about the escape-slot in a lobster trap, so we’d
probably want to show them one. The characters could even
be a lobsterman and his wife. The lobsterman I’ve met on
this trip, several of them by now, seem to be young and
relatively pleasant men, energetic and a bit jaded.

The “bars” appear, people start disappearing. It would be
too short of a story to just quit at the reveal that these things
are traps. We need an additional twist.
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Maybe our hero gets eaten and we follow him into the
unknown and back? But, naw, that’s like writing a whole
novel. We need a tighter twist. A gimmick.

Okay: Haul one of the “lobstermen” back through the
“beanhole” into which people are disappearing. And the
captive alien lobsterman reveals a secret trick for chasing
away his fellow predators. And then our hero effects the
save, although with a dramatic reversal or two, and with,
yes, a glimpse into the supernal unknown. And in the end,
he (or she) prevails and then we’re done.

But with maybe one more lasting twist. Maybe our
Earthly lobsters become much harder to catch—although
that could be too broadly comedic.

August 28 - September 3, 2012. Gloucester Writers
Center

I visited the Writers Center in Gloucester, Mass, for a
week. My wife Sylvia was along as well. We were lodged
in the modest former home of the late Vincent Ferrini, a
friend of Charles Olson’s and a beloved Gloucester poet in
his own right. His film-maker nephew Henry’s Ferrini
raised the funds to set up the Writers Center, and my old
writer/bookman pal Greg Gibson is on the board.

I gave a lecture on “Transrealism and Beatnik SF” on
Wednesday, Aug 29, 2012. We had a reception before my
reading—which was held in our lodging. A small crowd,
maybe fifteen people. The talk went fine, with good Q&A at
the end. I wrote up some notes for the talk in advance, and
the next day | posted a podcast of an audio recording | made
during the talk By posting the audio, I reach a few more
listeners, like maybe fifty more.

With me living in the cottage at the Writers Center for
the week, a few people asked me if | was doing some
writing here. As if this stay might be a unique opportunity
for me. But of course I write a lot at home—for me, writing
is the norm, not the exception. And, as | had my wife along,
we were treating it more as a vacation, going out to see
Rocky Neck and the Gloucester harbor Dog Bar breakwater,
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or visiting [horrible error] touristy Rockport, or kayaking,
or riding on the “pinky” schooner Ardelle (called pinky
because the stern is pinked or pinched into a pointed shape),
or taking the train up to Boston for the day.

But I did worry that | was missing an opportunity to
delve deep into my craft. In the past I’ve occasionally
dreamed of such a “writers’ colony” opportunity. Walking
around the waterfront or sitting in my cottage’s back yard in
Gloucester, | managed to jot some ideas onto my folded-in-
four pocket-scrap of paper. And then later I typed the
scribbles into my writing journal. I also walked around
taking pictures. The pictures are in some way journal notes
as well, like Stieglitz “equivalents” of my mental states.

On the writing front, | typed up a sketch of my
“Transrealism and Beatnik SF” talk in advance. And I did
some work on my notes for my next novel, The Big Aha,
although these days it’s slow going. Like what is this novel
supposed to be about? Also in Gloucester | wrote up some
ideas for a story about aliens trapping humans in things that
work somewhat like lobster pots. | talked a bit about writing
with Greg. And | visited with my writer friend Paul Di
Filippo in Boston one day.

Great to see Paul. | talked about the lobster pot story
with him. We were laughing about this disgusting phrase
that was stuck in my mind, “bean-hole beans.” It’s in fact a
kind of recipe or preparation method, but it sounds so nasty.
I have this Tourette streak, where some days I just keep
saying a phrase over and over. Bean-hole beans. Possibly
this fits into the lobster story. People caught in a bar that’s
really a trap and they’re forced down the bean-hole.

So, okay, I didn’t score any wild, ecstatic, six-pages-of-
text-at-one-go sessions at the Writers Center. Ideally the
text is fiction, but even notes are a rush, if that’s all I can
get.

I definitely crave “the narcotic moment of creative
bliss,” as the John Malkovich character puts it in the film,
Art School Confidential. Soon come. Petition the Muse for
long enough and she comes.
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Being a visiting writer was a nice exercise, even if | felt
a bit like a charlatan. That’s part of the process, too—
getting to the point where | feel like I’ve faking it all these
years, and I’ll never write again unless | bear down and do
it now.

And now it’s now. | flew out of Gloucester to visit my
brother in Louisville, Kentucky, for a few days. I’m sitting
on his country porch with my laptop. The afternoon rain is
pouring onto the pastel green fields. | want thunder in the
low, gray sky. I want the fierce cracks and lightning stutters
in the night.

And meanwhile, telling all this to myself, my fingers are
flying. So, yeah, I’m writing. Or starting to.

*k*k

In Gloucester, my old writing and drinking pal Greg was
bickering with me around the issue that he still drinks and
I’m now many years sober. We were taking digs at each
other. Greg and | speak to each other with very little
restraint. To some extent it’s because we’re a bit like
brothers, but it’s also because Greg is so inherently
outspoken, especially when he’s drunk. Goaded by Greg’s
verbal attacks, | responded in kind. This gets painful, like
bitter quarrelling, and it made me unhappy and uptight.

| feel sorry for Greg these days. It’s sad to see his face
all muddled from drink, and to hear his litanies of alcoholic
resentments. But he still has his family, and touches of
sweetness, and occasional flashes of his old wit, and he just
now managed to build an enormous gallery building across
the street with a studio for son Brooks and a flower shop for
daughter Celia. These days each time | see him, | feel it
might be the last.

When | have too many days in a row with people
drinking a lot around me, | start to feel like I’m going to
explode. Lots of half-empty wine bottles in our room as
well—left over from receptions. Psychic pressure. Trapped.
I have no mouth and I must scream. | hope to make itto a
twelve-step meeting soon. That will feel so good. A
moment of safety, an island of calm.
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So | did make it to a twelve-step meeting, and it helped.
After the meeting | talked to a newcomer for about fifteen
minutes, and | could feel the knots inside my chest going
away. The barbed wire unwinding from around my heart.

*k*k

Gloucester phrase | saw on a poster for a fishing
tournament: “WICKED PISSAH TUNA EDITION.”

The Gloucester artist Fitz Henry Lane was poisoned as a
boy by eating some seeds of the “apple péru,” and lost the
use of his legs.

Things | saw in the Institute of Contemporary Arts
museum in Boston and want to look up. Tara Donovan’s
large cube of pins. “Karaoke Wrong Number” by Rachel
Perry Welty, awesome. Lavie Auguste Blanqui wrote an
early treatise saying space and time are infinite.

September 3 - 6, 2012. In Kentucky

September 3, 2012.

So like I said in the last entry, I’'m in Skylight, Kentucky
now, on the porch with my laptop, enjoying the lovely sight
of rain. I’ll need to put rain into the Big Aha. And envy
about the family possessions you didn’t inherit, maybe
Zad’s father has issues like this with Zad’s uncle. And the
two big holiday seasons: Derby and Christmas, with
multiple parties a day.

My big brother Embry picked me up at the airport. He
showed me a 1950s house in the Highlands section of town
that he’s buying and moving to with an eye to fixing it up,
and then he drove me out to the big farmhouse in Skylight
that he built maybe ten years ago. He just sold that one.

It’s nice to see Embry and his family, and it’s good to be
in Louisville to get into the frame of mind to set The Big
Aha here. At first | was worrying that three nights here
won’t be enough. And at the same time | was thinking,
“What the hell am I doing in Louisville?” Three days is
what | have. Louisville is so intense and familiar to me that
it might be enough of a sensory fix for the novel.
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Driving along, | saw a lot of familiar things. We drove
by the Collegiate School where my first girlfriend Debby
went, down Grinstead Drive where the two guys died in an
accident the night after Jane Brown’s party where they gave
us all unlimited bottles of beer, by my sadly deceased
boyhood chum (and later-on writer) Mike Dorris’s house on
124 Stilz Avenue, by the ever-creepy Baptist Theological
Seminary, by the Crescent Hill water tower that | once
thought I saw moving (impossibly) up and down, along
Zorn Avenue where the cops shot a boy in the head because
he wouldn’t pull over in 1962, down River Road where |
went one night with my Chevalier friend Bob Coblin during
the Ohio’s annual overflow and we felt so uplifted to look
out at the flooded land. The evocative names of the streets.
Frankfort Avenue, Lexington Avenue, Brownsboro Road,
Chenowyth Lane, Blankenbaker Lane. And, right there on a
sign, the RUDY LANE I grew up on. 620 Rudy Lane. “My
name is Rudy Rucker and | live on Rudy Lane.”
Downtown: the Heyburn Building, the Starks Building, the
Pendennis Club.

The barges on the river, bigger than ever, much bigger.
Trains of three and four or more barges being pushed along.
What do they carry, and what might they carry in 20807 It’s
pretty much brute mass. Sand, rocks, coal, and some long
tanks of gasoline or some such. And steel is very big. |
happened to see an article in the paper that there’s more
barging on the Ohio as of 2012 than in any previous years.
It’s getting bigger and bigger. Perhaps due to the ever-
increasing cost of fuel. So, yeah, barging can be big and
maybe someone gets on a barge in my story, or a stranger
hops off a barge. Maybe that’s how Loulou comes to town.

I’m still worried about finding a story and devising some
good special-effects for The Big Aha. | like for my novels to
take me somewhere new, or at least on an interesting ride. |
do look forward to working on the relationships of my
characters. Although, having just spent a week bickering
with my old pal Greg in Gloucester, | don’t want to push
that bickering thing between Zad and Carlo as hard as I’m
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doing in my current version of Chapter One. It can be dull
to have two guys insulting each other, kind of TV sitcom.

I have a few good SF hooks for the novel. The coming of
the bioengineered nurbs. The quantum wetware teep leading
to an ecstatic state akin to merging with the Big Pig. | see a
problem with some beings who are a bit like the subbies or
the silps of Hylozoic. They could be figure/ground kinds of
creatures—they were always here, but we weren’t noticing
them. The proverbial darting shapes in the corners of one’s
visual field—I’m always talking about these darting
floaters, and by now I can’t remember if they ever made it
into one of my stories. But | need something else,
preferably something that | haven’t written about before.

What do | want The Big Aha to be about at the subtextual
level? Finding serenity. Being an artist. Resisting the
brainwashing of mass culture (and of alien memes). We are
epiphenomena upon the bosom of the quantum One. Foam
on the surface of the sea.

One possible theme...getting old. How would |
dramatize the aging thing? | could break the book into
maybe three or four parts (little groups of chapters in each
part) and have each part be, like, ten years later in Zad’s
life. So we have him at 35 (with a flashback to his boyhood
and his twenties), then maybe 45 and even 65. I’ve done
multiple p.o.v., but I don’t think I’ve never done forward
time jumps though a guy’s life. That might be interesting.
I’d be using something like the Accelerando pattern, but
staying with one character.

September 4, 2012.

“Neat, neat, neat!” enthuses the Louisville contractor
woman looking around Embry’s old house with three or
four subcontractors in tow. Kind of a hoarse voice,
restrainedly strident, her name is Laura Poppink, she’s
excited with her plans for the house. Odd to hear her tell me
her New Jersey type surname—to hear it coming from a
very Louisville woman. Fully assimilated.

Nice to hear that Louisville accent. Has an element of
“uptalk,” that is, rising tones on the ends of sentences and
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words. Her voice volume is dialed up a notch past what
you’d find normal.

In the afternoon | hear another rich Louisville accent, a
checker at the supermarket. “I don’t know whaah “ats
showin’ zeero.” The manager of a horse farm, talking about
an upcoming sale. “I hope they have deep pockets.”

Embry’s handyman, John, talked about hoeing tobacco
on the Belknap farm in his youth. Embry said some of the
farm workers have “meth mouth,” meaning that they have
black and missing teeth, supposedly resulting from
excessive use of Embry amphetamines. Embry also
mentioned a friend who wouldn’t shake hands as his hand
was sore, bitten by a copperhead. He was snakebit.

I went for a walk in the woods this morning. It’s like a
rain forest. The tall columns of the trees above the
underbrush. I imagine the lumps of nurbs fastened to the
crotches of the trees—this would be at the next time-jump
down the line when the nurbs have gone as rogue as kudzu.

Everything damp, wet, covered with drops of water in
the woods. Bird calls. Acorns. Splashes of early autumn
yellow on the stink-trees (also known, | believe, as trees of
heaven or ailanthus). A pair of dead leaves spirals down,
they circle each other, a married couple falling to their
graves.

The ground is muddy red clay, with the crumbling prints
of horses’ hooves. My shirt is soaked in sweat after a half
hour’s walk. My skin slick all over. Inside the air-
conditioning of the house, | hang my shirt to dry and don a
fresh one.

Later, when I get back to California, I realize that I got
poison ivy and chiggers in the woods. Parasitism.

Embry and | stopped by Carmichael’s Bookstore on
Bardstown Road, one of two Carmichael’s in Louisville.
The manger was a woman named Kelly, niece of the
founders. | introduced myself, she’d heard of me, she was
friendly, they even had my chapbook Surfing the Gnarl in
stock.

Sign: Fences by Raatz. Great family name.
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September 5, 2012.

This morning Embry and | had lunch with my boyhood
friend Churchill Davenport in his office. He’s started the
Kentucky School of the Arts here in Louisville, raising
funds from local society people. He has the use of two
buildings, 70 students, a couple of teachers, including his
wife. He’s a great bullshitter as always, an ingratiating con
artist, a formidable outsider. Wonderful to see him. He
seems a little worn and frantic. There’s a touching quality to
him. He says he’s an accomplished painter, but for some
reason is unable to show me a single image of his work, nor
can | find any online.

As | mentioned before, it’s synchronistic and fortuitous
to be meeting Churchill, as | have my character Zad Plant
being a Louisville artist in The Big Aha. This is going to
help me with the book.

September 24, 2012. Aha Story, How Big Aha Feels

I have this offer to write a story of length about 8,000 to
10,000 words for an anthology called Hieroglyph. And |
thought I’d use something from The Big Aha in here. |
already ran “Chapter 2: The Roadspider,” in Flurb as a
story. So maybe | can take “Chapter One: The Qwet Rat,”
and add on an as-yet-unwritten third chapter to get a long
story. That chapter one is 4,800 words, so another chapter
of the same length would be perfect.

The idea is that my first chapter isn’t standalone, but I
could wrap up the threads of that chapter and add a climax
strong enough for a complete story.

I have the quantum wetware rat in chapter one. And in
chapter three, | clarify that you can get infected by the
quantum wetware rat, you can get “qwet”. And one initial
effect can be that it flattens you on your ass. It can put you
into something like a coma. But if you’re loofy enough you
can wave with it. Maybe my character is zapped, but with
the help of Loulou and Skungy, he keeps it together and
totters off stage. And that might good enough for a story
ending.

65



Rudy Rucker

In the novel of course, I’ll take it further. Then what,
then what, then what? Possibly | can jump-cut to ten years
later? Like do an Accelerando thing to describe a future
history of growing biotech-mediated psi powers? Might be
more fun to stay in one time.

*k*k

The telepathy effect is something | was pondering this
past weekend, while attending the Phil Dick Fest conference
at San Francisco State University. My ideas start with this
peeve | have about consensus history—the Man’s “history”
is all about politicians, fat cats, nobles, and wars. But the
consensus history is only one path through the superspace
of human thought, one threaded traversal of the mindscape.

Each of us has our unique version of history. And so
does a grain of sand or a bird or a table leg (the old hylozoic
thing). And if you were sufficiently telepathic, thanks to
quantum wetware, you’d get an awareness of all the life
stories and the whole block of the mindscape.

And this effect will be the titular big aha—or at least
part of it.

How will the big aha feel? As | say, you might, at least
initially, be incapacitated, or you might find some way to
deal. Of course the merging with all minds thing has been
done. So I’d like to find a fresh angle. I’ll list some of the
possible effects on the visionary, all of which have however
been used.

Oddball twist: the visionary becomes a chimera with
body parts from other beings. Would be good to mix some
of this in, it’s good to have a funky, meaty objective
correlative for the fanciful abstract mind state. Maybe Joey
Moon undergoes this when he has a fit at Gaven’s picnic.
Would be a tasty scene.

A “roving I” montage where you flip through different
points of view. Recently | read this as the “Transplant”
sequence in Robert Sheckley’s Immortality Incorporated,
and | think 1 did something like this in Frek and the Elixir.
So I’m not sure this can be made interesting. It’s dull and
stale if you just start cataloging a sequence of random
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bizarre points of view. At the very least you’d want a
metastory thread connecting the points of view.

A mystical white light blank-out—this is coma thing.

Slightly less incapacitating: an omniscient mind-lift to a
god-like and synoptic Hilbert Space viewpoint. | did some
of this with my “Big Pig” scenes in Hylozoic. This is
however not all that interesting.

A hive mind synergy where you’re working with the
minds around you. People hate the idea of hive minds, of
course. Un-American! Of course any society really is a hive
mind.

So instead we talk about a network of hubs where each
of us is reaching out and assimilating the other viewpoints
while still holding our own.

I like the network image best. | was getting into this
frame of mind sitting in a field up on St. Joseph Hill near
dusk tonight. Imagining | was “in” the trees around me, in
the rocks, in the deer wandering around (a small herd lives
up there). Although | was reaching out into the other mind
flows. | was still an integrative center. As if the other minds
were webpages | was browsing on multiple screen, while
I’m still being me in my Aeron chair.

Keep in mind that any scene involving exalted telepathic
states can quickly founder on the reader’s impatient
guestion: “So what?” The whole interest of a character is
that they embody a specific point of view. It’s important to
keep the individuality even if my character is teeping a lot
of stuff around him.

September 26, 2012. Getting Qwet

I don’t want to keep my initial stipulation that they had
to kill Joey Moon in order to program his personality into
the brain of the qwet rat Skungy. That’s the same old move
as in Software—extracting a guy’s mind from his brain in a
lethal and destructive fashion.

It will be hipper and fresher if the rat was quantum
networked with Joey in a very intimate teep hookup
(possibly unpleasant for Joey). The link is totally invasive.
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Like you’re in a no-privacy connection with a company that
might later send you push notifications that you can’t filter
out.

The gwet rat clones your mind, which might not be all
that unpleasant although emotionally it’s an invasion. And
from then on, you have no inner secrets about your past.
The gwet rat “knows where you live,” and has a certain
emotional power over you from then on.

As an additional twist, let’s suppose that the transfer
process involves infecting Joey with quantum wetware. A
qwet rat has a certain amount of teep with any other mind.
But for copying a person’s full personality, it needs a high-
bandwidth hookup (like DSL instead of the old dial-up
modem). And this means that Joey himself has to get qwet
(as I’ll be putting it).

Once you’re qwet, you’re subject to undergoing that
whole telepathy blast thing | was writing about in my note
on September 24, 2012. But the big aha might not hit you
right away. It be kind of latent for a bit.

So I’'m seeing Joey Moon as a hillbilly type who works
as a handyman on Gaven’s farm. Joey has a hot wife
Loulou—more about her in a moment.

One caveat—I think 1’d rather not write in a heavy
hillbilly accent for these two. The corny accent diminishes
them, and is off-putting. Even though they would in fact
talk that way. | did like the idea of Skungy being a New
York sharpie. I guess he could be a Kentucky sharpie.
Maybe Joey’s a bit of a meth user. Dark-haired, a pool-hall
hipster, a dangerous mofo.

Maybe it’s Skungy’s presence that puts Joey over the
edge. He has a aha seizure while he’s tending the fire at the
picnic. Right before Joey’s seizure, he’s, like, looking
around oddly, hearing the minds of Skungy and even of the
other guests and the walking bluegill fish around the pond
and the mosquito eaters and the AC frogs and the big old
oak tree by the pond.

And I’ll do something with Joey’s wife Loulou.
Loulou’s helping to serve the food. Much of the food is of
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course from a nurb horn of plenty, but they’Il be grilling
some of it. | see Loulou as a god-in-the-gutter kind of girl.
Salt of the earth. She herself is quietly qwet, due to having
had sex with her husband Joey—qwetness is, we’ll learn,
very contagious. She’s had a big aha, too, but she’s been
handling it with the network move. She’s not dumb or
ignorant, just at a social disadvantage. “I thought it was just
me,” she says about her growing big aha experiences.

And the big aha hits Zad. And while he’s going under,
he hears the mind of Loulou, and she leads him out. And
that can work as the end of the thing in terms of being a
short story.

Who all is at the party? Figure 2 below shows a picture |
drew of the crowd.

Carlo, Junko, Gaven, Jane, Zad, Reba, Joey and Loulou.
The people thinking cube-shapes are getting the big aha.
But Zad’s gonna get it too.

Junko is Gaven’s chief scientist. | could make her a cold
and brittle Susan Calvin type, but that’s dull. She’s more of
a fannish, slightly plump smart geek wearing somewhat
uncool clothes. Carlo is onto her partly because she has a
good salary.

Gaven wants to set Zad up with Reba so it’s easier for
him to take Jane. But Zad will end up, at least for most of
the book, with Loulou. Maybe near the end he’ll get back to
Jane.

**k*k

A funky special effect. My character Carlo was bitten by
Skungy the rat in chapter one. So now suppose that Carlo’s
finger swells up, really big, like a cartoon sore thumb. And
then it splits open at the party, and a cute little quantum
wetware rat crawls out. And the newborn gwet rat has
already copied a personality from whom? From Carlo. And
Carlo gets the big aha too.

Do this as part of the climax of chapter three. Maybe
Carlo and Joey both seize up, and Zad feels himself seizing
up too, but Loulou leads him out. She can’t save Joey. But
she’d want to save Joey, right? Wouldn’t she be upset about
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losing him? Well, maybe not. Maybe Joey wasn’t very good
to her. Abusive, neglectful.

FIGURE 2: THE PicNICc AT GAVEN’S FARM
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September 29, 2012. Story with Paul Di Fi, “Yubba
Vines”

[Meanwhile, here are some quick notes for the lobsterpot
story I’ve been writing with Paul Di Filippo. | mentioned
this before, on August 28-31, 2012.]

It was a mistake for me to spill so much of the reveal via
Olala before, I'm dialing that way back. Olala went there
with an actual reggae star, Majek Wobble, and they gorged
and Wobble got taken. Maybe Olala went shedder and
squeezed his way out? Or maybe | drop the shedder thing. I
think Olala is an alien, actually.

The gunshots around the trucks are from next of kin of
those taken.

Churchill is wearing Majek Waobble's yubba vine.

When Bengt gets to the Lifter that afternoon, it’s a big
party, an all-you-can-eat lobster feast. Only the lobsters are
a little weird maybe. A “harvest special”. Bengt gorges and
is stuck.

Cammy does see some people fleeing the Lifter. But
Bengt not among them. Churchill is not aware that Cammy
rode up on the truck. And Barb gets out of the truck too. So
Cammy rides up unknown.

In the mothership they extract the yubba vines, send
those back to Earth as rewards for their human helpers, but
then they go ahead and make the humans into flank steak.
The rendering room in the mothership is run by human
quislings. The alien customers are glimpsed only faintly to
start with, it’s that old thing of the unseen monster being the
more scary, but | do suppose they are somewhat like
Cthulhu cuttlefish for want of a better archetype. We’ll see
one of them at the story’s end.

Cammy wants to mingle in with the workers, posing as
one. But they detect her almost immediately. They go to
lock her up in a cell to one side of the giant saucer’s single
room. She sees them extracting yubba vines and butchering
the humans.
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An alien intervenes to make the “reality show” of these
events interesting, and Cammy manages to escape with
Bengt after his yubba vine is out, but before he's butchered.
She'll have his vine and thus a knowledge or control over
him perhaps.

Seen without the dazzle of illusion, the yubba vine
necklace is like something if made by cannibal children
from scraps found around their campfire. The loop’s loose
cord was bound around scraps of bone, stiff bits of dried
flesh, tufts of hair, a toenail, and—uwas that a gall bladder?

“My pineal gland,” said Bengt, tapping the crown of his
own head. “The yubba vine is a hidden organ network that
we didn’t know we had. You’ve got the circulatory system,
the nervous system, the lymphatic notes and—the yubba
vine. It’s your personality’s gerbil-wheel, the circle where
your mind-spark rushes round and round.”

“I’ll let you wear it, Bengt, don’t worry.”

“My heart on my sleeve.”

We still need a kicker about Olala, I mean why is he in
the story? And what was his seeming dysfunctional
guidance app really for? It can’t be a beacon as (a) Lifter
doesn’t know Cammy is coming and (b) Bengt has his
earring for a beacon. It might be a tracker to be used by
Olala’s people? Or, better, it’s kind of a video beacon
tracking what the user is doing.

Possibly Olala is a federal agent or an intergalactic agent
there to drive off the "fishers of men™. Or he's a rival human
eater? Need something more surprising. I’ve got it, he’s in
with the people-eaters and he’s producing a comic (to the
aliens) show about the human meat trade. An alien reality
show emcee. The aliens think it’s funny that they’re eating
us, and they callously have a jokey TV show about the
process. This’ll be the final reveal. And, prefiguring this,
earlier on, Olala is very teasing and provocative in his
remarks to Bengt. Trying to get the most dramatic reaction.

[We’ve got 6,600 words, on the home stretch now. |
integrated most of the remarks above, or sketched out the
scenes, and maybe now Paul will finish it off.]

72



Notes for The Big Aha

September 30, 2012. Gaven’s Party, Chapter 3

So I finally started writing on The Big Aha again.
Chapter 3. | basically didn’t write anything new on it since
about March 1, 2012. So March through September went by
with no new material—call it a seven month break and
round that to 210 fallow days. (Aalthough, yeah, I did do
some revising off and on during this time.)

I”’ve got everyone at Gaven’s party and I’m 1,500 words
into chapter 3. Joey Moon says he’s hearing voices, and
Carlo’s finger is swollen. | need a build, a climax, and an
exit, and 1’d like to add 3,000 more words while doing this.

So here’s what might come next.

Zad is eating, he’s happy, he tells Gaven about his old
cattail = hotdog-on-a-stick thought. “I can make that
happen,” said Gaven. “Right now?” “You have no idea how
easily | can wetware engineer things at this point.” He does
it with something the call a geener. Zad wades out to get a
cattail/hotdog.

Joey flips. He’s drunk or sedated or something. He grabs
Gaven’s geener and points it at himself. The parts of his
body begin changing. He’s going chimera. He gets a fish
body for one leg, a frog leg for the other. A rat tail in back.
A tree trunk for his chest. His head stays the same, but with
moth antennae and rat ears. His arms are hotdogs on sticks.

Carlo’s finger busts open and a baby gwet rat comes out.
It runs over and tries to bite Zad, but Skungy drives the little
rat off. The little rat is a girl rat, and she’s called Sissa. “Zad
is mine,” Skungy tells Sissa, “And you do what | say.
You’re my daughter.” Skungy squeals triumphantly at
Carlo. “See that, motherfucker? I can too make babies!”

Loulou grabs Zad and gets in his Lincoln, with Skungy
and Sissa in tow.

“Take me away from here,” pleads Loulou.

She begins kissing and rubbing on Zad, and they fuck in
the car, parked down by the Ohio River.
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Afterwards Zad is swept by a big aha telepathic
revelation. “I’m all confused, I’m seeing everyone’s mind,”
he tells Loulou.

“Oh get used to it,” says Loulou. “I’ve had that for a
couple of days. I caught it from Joey. It’s the quantum
wetware thing. It’s contagious. Joey had it, | caught it, you
caught it. It’s like—telepathy is a sexually transmitted
disease. But it can be good, Zad. We can find a way to make
it good.”

October 4-6, 2012. Finished Chapter 3 +
Hieroglyph Story

I finished chapter 3 on October 3, 2012. It felt so good to
be writing. | rushed the ending a little, | was eager to finish
this step of the book, to move the narrative to the next stage.

Another reason (besides enthusiasm) that I rushed the
ending of chapter 3 was that | was eager to sew chapters 1
and 3 together to make a story that | could send off to this
original anthology called Hieroglyph and to get that
commitment off my back. It felt important to try and get a
story into that antho, as it might be a popular landmark, and
I need to keep up my visibility on the SF scene.

In some ways quarrying out the story was a good thing,
in that it got me going on the novel again, and it drove me
to find a strong ending for chapter 3. On the other hand,
sending out novel material as a story is a risk, in that I’'m
thereby exposed to a possible rejection of the story or to
stupid-ass editorial suggestions—either of which could be
discouraging or distracting at the start of this novel project.
Well, we’ll see what happens, maybe the story submission
will go smoothly. Alea iacta est. The die is cast.

I just now revised chapter 3 a little, and these revisions
aren’t in the story version I sent off, but never mind, if they
accept the story | can send a final version later. | know,
from editing Flurb, that it’s annoying to an editor if an
author repeatedly sends in fixes. One submission version,

one final version—that’s enough.
**k*k
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Right now Chapter 3 is 3,800 words. I’ll thicken the
chapter’s ending later, add more words, get closer to 4,500,
but I think it ends at a good moment—with Loulou fucking
Zad and “infecting” him with the quantum wetware
condition and with this condition’s concomitant powers of
telepathy and omnividence.

This condition could be what I’ll be calling the “big aha”
of the book’s title—although there really has to be a second
trapdoor, a higher lift, a bigger aha beyond this initial
transformation. The bigger aha can involve talking to the
flicker things (my long-sought seen-from-the-corners-of-
one’s-eye entities). And maybe | have my characters start a
religion (cf. the Acid Religion of the Sixties).

If the secondary level is the true big aha, then the first
level really ought to be called something else. Let’s focus
on the two terminology issues: The name for the coming of
telepathy, also the issue of what to call the flicker things.

*k*k

Terminology.

(1) The telepathy/omnividence thing isn’t “the big aha.”
It’s...what? Magic eye. Crystal ball brain. Scrying. Teep—
of course I’ve used teep very often in my other books, but |
can’t really keep that word out. It’s such a good one. But |
still need a word for the conversion itself.

Ah yes, getting qwet. Of course! I’ve already got the
gwet word happening, and it’s better not to be needlessly
multiplying the made-up words.

Being a qwettie. Qwetster. Qwet-head.

(2) And the flicker things, what about them? Subbies
(Hylozoic). Fnoor (Hacker and the Ants). Tweets (Frek and
the Elixir). Smeel (Spaceland). But | don’t want to bring in
an old word with its baggage

Polygons. Wraiths. Darters. Aeroforms.

Jumby and jumbies. (Caribbean word for ghost, more
often spelled jumbee or jumbie). I like this one, | remember
my sister-in-law Noreen telling me about them in Grand
Turk. And the zigzag boards on the ridges of houses called
“jumby boards,” meant to keep spirits from alighting on
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your house like pigeons. If we use this word, then there has
to be a nod to the Caribbean origin, maybe via a Black
character in Louisville. Maybe the guy is Joey’s orderly in
the clinic and Joey bites him.

**k*k

And now, sob, | have to figure out WTF happens in
chapter four. And then and then and then...

I’m winging this book, with no real outline at all. The
good effect is that my chapters are more casual and chatty—
because | don’t know where I’m going and am in no rush to
finish whatever scene I’m on. I’m happy to let my
characters natter on, vamp, chew the scenery, reminisce, eat
up camera time. | let them talk and | write down what they
say.

I remember years ago my friend Nick Kazan said this
would happen to him when he was writing plays. “I get up
in the morning, and | hear their voices talking in my head.”

For me, the main thing I need for this novel’s workflow
is to have some material to work with, and some character
development. Later | tweak the conversations to relate to
whatever plot twist I think up.

The way to continue is to keep tidying up loose ends
relating to the logical and social consequences of what’s
already happened. And throw a fresh monkey wrench or
plot-lurch or ker-sploosh cherry-bomb into the pool of each
chapter.

We’ll be getting to the jumbies in awhile, but not yet.
And they’ll pose (or inform us of) some kind of threat or
opportunity and then Zad and someone can save the day.
Maybe before the jumbies we have the Church of the Fourth
Dimension.

Uxorious fellow that | am, I’d like it if Zad goes back
with his wife (Jane) near the end. Like in Spaceland. So this
would mean that Loulou double-crosses Zad at some point,
or she goes rogue, or she’s taken away by aliens. Or she
even dies. Loulou’s problematic husband Joey Moon will
play a role in Loulou’s turnaround—it might involve
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Loulou trying to save Joey, not out of love so much as out
of empathy and pity.

*k*

I see Joey escaping from his confinement in the clinic.
How does Joey escape? Three options.

Shapeshifting. If you’re qwet, you might be able to
program your own wetware as if you had a geener—you
become in effect a shapeshifter. So Joey could have turned
into a long worm and crawled out through the drains. One
problem with this is that | just now did shapeshifting in
Turing & Burroughs. We will have some occasional
shapeshifting via the geener, but let’s leave it at that.

Quantum Teleportation. You dissolve into rays, as it
were. You merge into the cosmic wave function and re-
emerge somewhere else. A quantum tunneling effect. This
is teleportation. 1 used this method in the Postsingular
duology, although there we didn’t have so much emphasis
on the cosmic merge, it was more about getting into a
mixture of two states, “here” and “there,” and then
collapsing to there.

Hyperjump. If you’re qwet you can see the ubiquitous
jumbies, and you can talk with them. And the jumbies can
“lift you over” 3D obstacles, moving you through
hyperspace. Walking through walls. | used this method in
Spaceland.

The third option might be the most fun. Jumbyland is
hyperspace. | by no means exhausted that rich vein with
Spaceland.

*k*k

Looking ahead a bit, thinking of scenes.

* That platypus scene at some point. My favorite part of
this old scene sketch is the boss named Mr. Puffer, who’s
become a platypus who imprudently charges the cops and
brings on a napalm drop.

* Zad or someone else transfers his or her personality
into a qwet clone.

* Joey Moon, the furthest out of them all, will be the
bridge to the big aha of jumbyland.
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October 7, 2012. Planning Chapter 4

At the start of chapter 4, we a long flashback of Zad
learning about Loulou during their long night together have
Zad and Loulou waking up in Zad’s back-of-the-store
quarters. Carlo and Reba are there to see them. The two of
them are gwet as well.

Carlo is qwet from having that qwet rat Sissa growing
inside him. I’ll add some indication of this to the chapter on
the picnic. Zad would not have been very keenly aware of
it, although Loulou and Joey would have known.

Junko, being a scientist, sensed something was amiss
with Carlo and wouldn’t sleep with him. So Carlo spent the
night with Reba and infected her with gwetness.

We have a nucleus of three qwetties: Loulou, Zad, and
Carlo. And they’re spreading gwetness. Possibly there’s
some organized attempt to confine or repress them. The
FDGP, Federal Department of Genomic Purity? But if |
start that routine, it turns into a chase story, and | just did a
chase story in Turing & Burroughs. FDGP is a cloud on the
horizon, mentioned by Gaven, but he doesn’t want to go
public. Or suppose he does go public.

Either way, we have the spread of qwetness and teep all
through chapter 4, it can just be about that. Explosive
growth.

Don’t immediately jump to something new. Work out
the growth of the qwet movement, and the effects of
telepathy in some detail.

Is there some way to undo gwetness? To cure it? In Frek
and the Elixir, | talked about intensive questioning serving
to collapse your quantum state, to bring you down, to force
you out of a mixed state, to “decohere” you.

But I’d rather think of a different approach this time.
Maybe you undo gwetness by focusing on your particular,
individualized past. Like in a self-esteem or discover-your-
roots workshop. Me, me, me. You study your physical
possessions, brooding over them. The technique is akin to
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my method of “twinking” authors by immersing myself in
their work. You snap back.

No, something physical is better. More SFictional Junko
and Gaven event something that changes you from being
gwet back to being a default, standard, normal entity. It’s a
gene comber. Like a strobe flash that freezes you in place. |
want to call the process renormalization, but | used that
word in Frek to mean something else. Standardize.
Flashfreeze. Lock down. Downsample. Collapse.

Near the end of chapter 4 we get this news: Joey Moon
has escaped from his cell at the private clinic. Disappeared,
even though he was strapped down. At some point Joey
appears to Zad, Loulou, Carlo and Reba. Like Jesus
appearing to the apostles. Like Tim Leary out of jail. Maybe
Joey has the black orderly from the clinic with him, his St.
Peter as it were. He converted the orderly by biting him. Or
maybe, by using the jumbies, he beamed the conversion into
the guy. The guy is the one who’s calling the flicker
creatures “jumbies.”

Joey urges them to raise the level of their qwetness cult
to that of a religion.

At a low, practical level, there’s an analogy here to L.
Ron Hubbard promoting his “method” of Dianetics to the
“religion” of Scientology. If qwet is the method, what’s the
religion?

At first Zad views the switch as a cynical tax-dodge and
law-dodging move. To avoid forcible collapse of your
gwetness down to an eigenstate. But then he sees the
jumbies, and he realizes that the religious aspect of their
movement is real.

Practices of the movement/religion. Sacred dancing like
Cheryl from Carmel mentioned when | taught the “Wetware
and Stoneware” class with Terence McKenna at Esalen. She
was driving up to the River Inn for the music. Also think of
the dancing scene at the San Jose Zerol Biennial this
September, where each dancer has earphones, and they’re
dancing in a virtual soundscape, this is perfect for the qwet
teepers.

79



Rudy Rucker

FIGURE 3: THE CAST FOR CHAPTER 4

Terminology.

I need a name for the religion. | was thinking of my old
phrase, Xiantific Mysticism. Can | get a one-word name?
Xiantifix. You have the Xian=Christian thing, a hint of the
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tranquillizer Xanax, and touches of Scientology and
Christian Science.

But why not just call the religion Qwet like the method?
Keeps things simpler. Usage would be like the way we use
the word Islam.

FIGURE 4: SKETCH FOR LOUISVILLE ARTIST

October 8, 2012. “The Louisville Artist” Painting

I made a painting of the pair at the bottom corner of the
illo in my October 7, 2012, Figure 3: The Cast for Chapter
4. These two people were in fact supposed to be Junko and
Gaven, but I think now they ought to be Junko and Joey.
Or, come to think of it, maybe they’re Loulou and Zad.

Re. this painting, by the way, I think I want to put a
white vision-dot in the middle of the artist’s eye that looks
now like a sightless black eye.
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FIGURE 5: LOUISVILLE ARTIST. 24" x 20" OcT, 2012.

October 9-21, 2012. Huh?

I had major surgery on October 9, 2012; | had my right
hip joint replaced. | had a little bit of momentum that kept
me moving on the book, like a chicken with his head cut
off, and | wrote up some ideas about the Qwet religion over
the days to come, and did a little tweaking on a To Do list
for chapters 3 and 4.

I’ve been kind of unfocused, thanks to the pain, and to
the pain meds I’m taking off and on, wanting to set them
aside, but then driven back to them by fresh spikes of leg-
ache. Well it’s only been 11 days. This recovery feels
harder than the one from my left hip replacement. Memory
tends to erase the days of pain and boredom, I guess. The
meds don’t get me high, instead they flatten me out. How
would you get addicted to opiates? What aspect of it would
draw you in? Something to do. Peace of mind. Emptiness.
Lots of naps.
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Early afternoon today, October 20, 2012, my hip was
bad and I took a pain pill. I was lying on a concrete picnic
table in the park, waiting for Sylvia to get back from a trip
to the fabric store, | was looking up at the oak tree branches
twisting high overhead. | was like an undersea creature
looking up at the drifting kelp hundreds of feet overhead.
Calm, slow.

| felt comfortable with all the people around, the
families, the balloons. Me a handicapped old man, grateful
to be out of my house and in the world. Cut-off, wistful at
my impotence, longing to reach out and be one of the herd.
“l used to have a family.” But no sense of urgency, no sense
of having to do something or to accomplish something.
Comfortable in the absence of pain. Okay with just lying on
the table. Bland and dull.

Would be so nice to get back into my novel again. And
back into life.

*k*k

I’m proud of my ebook, paperback, and CC editions of
my Turing & Burroughs novel. | even got the paperback
into Lightning Source distribution so that bookstores can
buy it. But it feels like the book’s flatlining. I’ve sold about
60 ebooks and 30 paperbacks, and I’ve had maybe 300
people look at the free versions. Several days have gone by
without another purchase.

Should I really bother to keep writing?

**k*k

I got off the meds on Oct 21, and I’'m feeling more like
my old self. Smart again. Able to do. This morning |
launched a fresh campaign to build up the readership for
Turing & Burroughs.

And, re. me wondering if my writing matters, on Oct 21
I got a really lovely email in the evening:

“I'm Fabrizio, a rather mediocre engineer from a third-
world fucked-up country. I may be mediocre as engineer,
but I do have this love for maths and physics deep rooted in
my heart. A couple of minutes ago I finished reading your
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decade old book Spaceland. I feel happy, energetic and full
of joy. As little times in my life. Thank you!”
So touching. Thank you, solitary Fabrizio.

October 31, 2012. Looking Ahead.

So I rewrote all the teep and telepathy passages, and
added in a sequence for the start of Chapter 4 about Zad and
Loulou’s night of teep together in Zad’s bed behind his
store. | even posted an “Oblivious Teep” draft of some of
Chapter 4—my teep rap keeps getting better. What this
means is that I’m convincing myself that my model of teep
is “true.” | need to be believing in my own routine.

But now I’m kind of stuck again in terms of story. |
should draw out Chapter 4 a bit, have Zad and Loulou
walking around Louisville maybe. Possibly visiting Joey
Moon in the clinic eventually, but not yet. At some point in
Chapter 4 or Five they connect with Carlo and Reba, who
both have teep now as well. Reba’s going to want to
productize it, and they’ll work this out with Gaven.

Looking ahead, I’ll need something beyond the spread of
teep. That’s just a set-up really. I’ve got ideas for four
chapters, sure, but that’s only a quarter of the book, which
will run at least sixteen chapters long. So what are my
coming attractions? There’s three 1’ve been talking about
off and on. Each of these could potentially use up another
fourth of the book.

(1) The arrival of teep. (Almost done.)

(2) The psychedelic revolution scenario. Big
underground spread of teep, and it’s outlawed and becomes
a hip thing. People discover the Big Aha.

(3) Scuttlers behind the baseboards of reality. Do my
corners-of-the-eyes routine about being Qwetland darters,
or jumbies—creatures that live out in the analog mindspace.
Perhaps their time axis is perpendicular to ours.

(4) A journey to a higher reality. Land of Dreams. Land
of Archetypes. Kingdom of the Big Aha. A threat, and a
resolution.
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So I should just vamp though most of the present
Chapter 4. Make teep real. At the end of Chapter 4 we have
a jolt: Joey’s escaped from his clinic. And have the teep ban
and fad hit partway into Chapter 5. And bring on the Big
Aha in Chapter 6. We can have Gaven Garber get killed by
some unknown person or force to set a mystery in play. At
some point it comes out that Loulou is spying on Gaven’s
secrets for FoMoCo.

Fine, but what do | “vamp” about right now? Have Zad
go and get that vat of slime-mold off Jane’s apartment’s
porch. He can check by phone, and learn that Jane spent the
night at Gaven’s. Fine. He hires a couple of golem nurbs
from Gurky Movers next door. Gurky is an interesting guy,
a little like my old mathematical-logic friend Craig
Smorynski, who | saw a lot of when we lived off that
research grant Heidelberg.

Zad and Loulou get into a conversation about Joey’s
paintings. | need some cool high-concept notion about what
they are, better to figure it out now and prefigure it.

Need to develop Loulou’s personality. What are her
hopes and dreams? I’ll go back and revise her character
sketch.

November 1, 2012. Joey Moon’s Magic Mirror
Pictures.

Joey Moon says he’s an artist. He wanted Zad to show
his work in his Live Art gallery, but Joey wouldn’t tell Zad
what his work looks like. So at this point, | need to decide
what it does look like, so | can be prefiguring it, and so |
can set it up for a role in the story.

It seems like Joey was an artist before he started working
on Gaven Garber’s farm, so the gimmick can’t be a direct
lift from Gaven’s tech. But | think it ought to be nurb-
related. Simple idea: a squidskin that mirrors the viewer’s
face. With some processing tweaks on the face, akin to the
Apple Photo Booth app.

Call it a magic mirror.
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And I need more, something to kick it up a level. The
face’s expression kind of hypnotizes you, in the way that
your mirror-image can fascinate you (especially if you’re a
teenager or a vain adult). And you start reacting to the face,
and you get into a loop that drives you towards some
extreme emotional state.

The extreme state varies according to the viewer’s
emotional make-up. The magic mirror simply feels around
interactively for the biggest reaction on your part.

Some viewers fully freak out—raging in anger, weeping
hysterically, frantically apologizing, roaring in rage, getting
lost in grimaces. Their faces get so distorted that they look
like Francis Bacon paintings. And the magic mirror freezes
on a little blither-loop that peak intensity image. Later, if
you want, you store that clip into memory and reset the
magic mirror and collect another image. Or maybe not—
maybe Joey freezes all images of himself or of those around
him (like Loulou) and those are the finished works he sells,
so that it’s not something like a toy.

I saw something a little like this at the San Jose ZeroOne
festival in fall, 2012, it was a video image of your face that
showed your face decaying like a corpse, and with flies, and
with fungi growing on it.

Joey doesn’t want to show his magic mirror works to
anyone until they go on sale, as the idea could be relatively
easy to pirate.

Re. the software in the magic mirror, we can suppose
that Joey has some nurb-hacking abilities. It’s fairly non-
technical, in that you don’t use a formal computer language.
It’s a matter of learning to talk to nurbs in a certain way—
later | can have some dialog where Joey talks in this
fashion, it can be a little like how the Unipuskers speak in
Frek and the Elixir, that is, with every sentence an
imperative.

Later the magic mirror can help people tell if they’re
possessed by jumbies, it can play a key role in the plot.

After writing up this idea, | happened to be reading a
horror story, “The Hungry House” by Robert Block in The

86



Notes for The Big Aha

Weird, an antho edited by Ann and Jeff VanderMeer. And
this tale reminded me that of course haunted mirrors are a
very popular horror trope. So it could be that, down the line,
Joey’s magic mirrors are revealing the otherwise invisible
jumby aliens.

November 7, 2012. Final Tweaks On Chapter 4.

I did a painting of Zad and Lou having teep all night. In
the painting | was thinking of the rats as jumbies | was
talking about, even though I didn’t really put the jumbies
into the text.

N / .- “' T .é’: -:VJT? . ; o tr
FIGURE 6: NIGHT OF TELEPATHY. 40" X 30" Nov 5, 2012.

I’m almost done with “Chapter 4: Oblivious Teep.” It’s
been fun, I’m having my narrator bump into all these
different people and interact with them. Taking my time, a
little like in a Raymond Chandler detective story. Roaming
around encountering weirdos.

I still need a punchy end for the chapter. Reba and Carlo
show up, wanting to go public with the qwet teep. Or, no,
they’re already doing it. And that’s the jolt.
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In Chapter 5 [to be called “Scene of the Crime”], Joey
Moon escapes, and Gaven is found dead.

I’d like to eliminate the geener tool | had Gaven use in
Chapter 3. It parallels (a) a qwet nurb’s ability to (I think)
self-tweak its wetware and change its shape, as well as (b) a
gwet teeper’s ability to tweak the wetware of a qwet nurb,
cf. Loulou’s ability to change the shape of a gwet earring.

Ruinously confusing to have two or three distinct causes
for a similar effect. And teep and self-tweaking is enough of
a wonder, adding the geener just muddles it. The geener is a
good idea, mind you, but it belongs in another story.

I could have Joey be tweaking himself via qwet teep, and
he doesn’t use the geener. | could have Gaven’s trick with
the cat-tails involve making them qwet so that Gaven can
mentally tweak them. So change the geener-tool to a
qwetter.

By the way, it wasn’t yet obvious at the picnic that
Gaven is qwet, at least not in my first draft. But | think it
would be good if more people than I’d initially realized are
gwet. Junko is qwet, for instance. But even though she’s
been having sex with Carlo, she hasn’t made him gwet.
She’s a little cautious.

Re. the qwet condition, I think it’ll soon be like the 60s
when you’d be learning that all these straight-seeming
people had in fact dropped acid at some point in their lives.
Almost everyone you knew turned out to be “experienced.”
We’ll get to that point in the chapters to come.

November 13, 2012. Plans for Chapter 5 and
Beyond.

I need ideas not only for Chapter 5, but for the upcoming
four-chapter Part 11 of the novel. Generally | want Part 11 to
be about the exponential spread of qwet teep, accompanied
by shamus intrigue a la Raymond Chandler, by
foreshadowings of the jumbies, and by a fad for a qwet teep
Big Aha experience akin to the Sixties psychedelic visions
of the White Light.

88



Notes for The Big Aha

I was going to give Chapter 5 the title, “The Naked
City,” but I might save that title for Chapter 6 when qwet
teep really kicks in. Chapter 5 is more transitional, and more
of an intrigue.
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FIGURE 7: CAST OF CHARACTERS FOR CHAPTER 5

Top to bottom, left to right, we have Joey escaping from
the clinic, Jane in her housetree, Craig Gurky with his
mover robots Gustav & Bonk, Loulou having stolen Jane’s
curio from Zad, Junko Shimano in front of Jane Roller’s
Glenview manor, the seemingly dead Gaven Graber, Zad
Plant’s shop with Zad & Skungy & Reba Ranchtree &
Carlo Solera, the guard Acrtie in bed with his wife, Ned
White the jeweler, and Bob Hardly of United Mutations.
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*k*k

In the notes below I’ll outline what might happen to all
my characters in the time-frame of Chapter 5.

On November 23, 2012, having written a lot of Chapter
5, | regrouped this listing to separate out what will be used
later, in Chapter 6, or still later than that.

On November 28, 2012, | note there | already used a lot
of these ideas and still plan to use more of them, but things
are morphing and warping as | proceed, so the plans are
growing less and less quite accurate. But | won’t bother
retroactively altering the plans, other than that regrouping
that | already did on the 23rd.

Use For Chapter 5

Jane shows up at Zad’s. “Where’s my curio?” she asks.
And this is where we realize that Loulou took it. And Jane
wants that curio back, dammit. She wonders if Loulou sold
it to Gaven. Gaven had, for some odd reason, known about
Jane’s curio, Jane now reveals. She wonders if Loulou
delivered it to him.

Jane is annoyed with Zad, somewhat jealous about
Loulou, interested that Zad is qwet. She herself doesn’t
want to have qwet teep yet, but she is wavering. And no,
she didn’t have sex with Gaven.

Zad feels it’s his duty to go check out Gaven. He finds
him dead, seems like a heart attack, flies buzzing around.
Wait—those aren’t flies, they’re Gaven’s gnat-cams. Zad
looks around for the curio and doesn’t find it. He does find
a disturbing nurb painting of Gaven wearing a hideous
expression.

And now the gnat-cams phone in a police 911 on Zad.
Zad is a suspect because he’s there, and because the gnat-
cams are framing him. But somehow the gnat-cams aren’t
perceived as that reliable. On the other hand, Zad’s spent-
the-night-with-Loulou-Sass alibi is weak, with no Loulou
around to back him up.

Zad gets out on bail, but his nurb-reseller’s license is
suspended. Zad goes to his parents’ farm to cool out.
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Gaven is dead but not gone. His body can in principle be
repaired and restarted. And he stored his personality inside
a qwet platypus. His medical directives specify that his
corpse be put in a high-end stasis that’s better than freezing,
it involves boson shielding so that the flow of time in the
object effectively stops.

Avrtie the guard was partying in his rooms while all this
happened, having a good time with his wife whom he
infected with qwet as well. But it may be that he overheard
or teeped some of Gaven and Loulou’s climactic scene. The
translation of Loulou to the higher plane sounded like the
explosion of a bomb.

Loulou has dropped completely out of sight, which is
unusual in a modern city—where everything has eyes.

Joey Moon broke out from his “clinic” soon after
Loulou left Zad’s. The cops have found a magic mirror
painting of Gaven, something that might have scared him to
death, so Joey is a solid suspect—among the few who know
of his art work, that is, Junko and perhaps Artie.

Use For Chapter 6

Jane’s father is dead, and her mother is senile, housed in
the Roller mansion. Her brother Kenny still lives there, and
is still a jerk, although he does take good care of his mother.
He’s a high-altitude aviation nut, and flies nurbs up to the
edge of space.

Reba does a buy-out of Zad’s shop and license, so as
capitalize on the qwet teep publicity. She’s interested in
Bob Hardly at United Mutations, but he’s not interested in
her. He’s the one who sicced the DoG on Slygro.

Junko has made the gwet tech open source. She’s out to
disrupt the world. She wins Jane over, gets her gwet, and
sets up a kind of hippie teeper commune in the Roller
family’s huge Glenview mansion. They’re spraying
everyone who walks into the pad for free. Like an acid test.
They believe in gwet teep like it’s the answer to everything.

Joey shows up on the Plant family farm the first night
Zad is there. He explains his escape from the clinic, and
talks about how he recovered from his bout of madness. He
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was lost in an infinite regress of self-self-...-consciousness.
Orbiting a psychic fixed point. He forms a bond with Zad.
He says he didn’t kill Gaven, but that Loulou would have
been able to, using a blank magic mirror.

Use Even Later

Loulou sold the curio to Gaven in exchange for the qwet
teep tech. And then he laughingly told her that the tech was
open source, so she’d gotten nothing. And then she killed
him with a magic mirror painting. And then she used the
curio to travel bodily to the higher dimensions of
Jumbyland, and we won’t see her again for awhile.

Gaven can get back into his body later, with the platypus
stinging the corpse with its spurs—and Gaven can become,
in effect, his own zombie. | could use this technique for
many zombies, if | want to go that mass-market-friendly
route.

Gaven did get the curio from Loulou. But he told Loulou
what it was and how to use it, and then he pissed her off, so
she killed him and used the curio. It serves as a physical key
or pathway to Jumbyland.

Later we’ll learn that the curio was placed on the
Alphabet City beach for Jane to find—placed by the
somewhat omniscient and spacetime-roaming jumbies.
Gaven had been in touch with the jumbies, and they told
him about the curio. The curio goes to Jumbyland with
Loulou.

November 21, 2012. Two Fixes: Privacy and
Shapeshifting

I’m two-thirds done with the Chapter 5 now, and 1’ve
used a lot of the stuff I planned in the November 13, 2012
entry.

I have to careful with the privacy issue. I’d been tacitly
assuming (at least some of the time) that all nurbs have eyes
of one kind or another, and that everyone can access any
nurb’s flow of sensations, so that anyone can spy on anyone
else who’s near a nurb. But if this were the case, then |
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couldn’t have any intrigues in the book, no industrial
secrets, no unsolved crimes.

I’d been trying to cobble together an occasional privacy
by allowing a qwet teeper to turn off a nurb’s flow of
sensations, or perhaps to put the nurb to sleep. And | may
still use this.

But I should set it up so that not just anyone can peer
through the “eyes” of just any nurb. You can only see
through a nurb if you are registered with that nurb as its
owner, and this registration is extremely secure and
impossible (or very difficult) to crack.

So this way, you only have access to what your own
nurbs see. And someone wants to hide their actions from
your nurbs, they can use gwet teep to hypnotize your nurbs.

*k*k

Another issue is the question of shapeshifting. In “Loofy
Picnic 3, | had (a) Gaven changing the genetic makeup of a
cattail, (b) Joey changing his own appearance, and (c) Joey
changing Artie into a pig.

But I think it might be better not to bring shapeshifting
into The Big Aha, as we already have quite a few other
things going on. And 1 just finished doing shapeshifting in
Turing & Burroughs.

So how can | water down the shapeshifting passages in
“Loofy Picnic”? I’ll change it to the following right now.
And move the original version into the Outtakes.

(a) Gaven tries to change the cattail into meat, but this is
hubris, and it doesn’t actually work. In fact it kills the
cattail.

(b) Joey doesn’t change his body, he just makes a weird
face.

(c) Joey simply teep-hypnotizes Artie into thinking he’s
a pig and getting down on all fours.

November 27-28, 2012. Starting “Loulou in the
Oddball”

Nov 27. So now I’ve finished Chapter 5 [to be called
“Scene of the Crime”], and I’m starting Chapter 6. At the
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end of Chapter 5, Zad gets bail. His shop is quarantined, he
can’t even go in. He finds his roadspider out back. He rides
the spider to his parents’ house. And then we start Chapter
6. This will be a soap opera kind of chapter. Operatic.

Zad’s parents have problems, they’re on the brink of
divorce, Zad’s father Lennox is having an affair with Zad’s
mother-in-law, Weezie Roller, now a widow. How gnarly
for Zad, to have his Dad fucking his wife’s mother.

Joey Moon turns up at the Plant family house that
evening. Things reach a crisis between Zad’s parents that
night. Zad’s mother Sally throws out her drunk husband
Lennox. Zad and Joey decide to go to join what will be a
burgeoning qwet teep crew at Jane Roller’s family mansion.

And, get this, Zad’s father comes along. It’s a real mess,
in terms of social interactions, almost unbearable for Zad,
very juicy. Jane’s obnox brother Kenny is living at the
Roller mansion with old Weezie.

What does Weezie look like? Maybe like that woman
“Pete” McC. Actually a nice person, even though Zad’s
mom Sally (naturally) hates her. | have to decide how Jane
feels about Weezie.

Looking ahead, I’ll suppose that in Chapter 7, the scene
at the Roller house becomes like Leary’s Millbrook, or
Kesey’s La Honda. A cosmic mode brother/sisterhood.
Lennox Plant is settled in there with Weezie Roller. Zad’s
mother is maybe okay with being alone. “Your father is an
ass. | don’t want another man. One ass was enough.” Or
maybe she has a boyfriend.

*k*k

Nov 28. I’ve got about a thousand words written on
Chapter 6. Zad is at home talking to his Mom, Sally. His
Dad Lennox is in the studio/barn with Weezie Roller, Jane’s
mother. Sally is about to throw Lennox out of the house. A
thunderstorm has hit.

How do I fill out the rest of the chapter? I still need a lot
more material. | don’t think we can spend it all at the Plant
home doing, like, a Tennessee Williams Cat on a Hot Tin
Roof showdown-with-Big-Daddy thing. I think we’ll need
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to finish the troubled-Plant-homestead scene and move on
to the Roller mansion.

Say Weezie flies off on her flydino, lit by the flickering
lightning, nice image. Zzzt-zzt-zzt! And Lennox comes into
the house, not that drunk after all. The breakdown of the
marriage isn’t entirely his fault, it seems. Sally is—doing
what? Having an affair would be the obvious thing. Her
young pottery teacher Petrus. Seems gay, but he isn’t.

Parents are yelling, Zad goes downstairs, thinking “I
have to get out of here. Tomorrow. Or maybe even tonight.”

A knock on his rain-watery glass door. It’s Joey Moon.
Joey explains his escape from the clinic, and talks about
how he recovered from his bout of madness. He was lost in
an infinite regress of self-self-...-consciousness, and
orbiting a psychic fixed point. But now he’s made a virtue
of this, it’s a new mental trick. Juggling mental fixed-points.
Encapsulating infinite regresses (like students of set theory
learn to do). Zad picks up the trick and gains power. Maybe
he even gets a glimpse of the Big Aha, the higher world, he
seems to hear Loulou’s voice.

Where is Loulou? In the “higher world.” And what’s
that? | worked out some thoughts on The Higher World in
these notes, and | made them into a blog post.

Joey and Zad form a bond. Joey says he didn’t kill
Gaven, but that Loulou would have been able to, using a
blank magic mirror. They puzzle about where Loulou’s
gone. Jane calls. Junko has been working on her.

Jane wants to do qwet teep. She’s tired of being a
businesswoman. She suggests they take over her family’s
mansion. Her mother Weezie won’t care, Jane’s already
asked, Jane and Weezie are pretty close. Neither of them
much like Jane’s brother Kenny.

Joey and Zad head for the Roller mansion, and old
Lennox Plant tags along. Horribly embarrassing. Sally
Plant, however, is happy enough to see Lennox go. Lennox
wants to move in with Weezie Roller too, of course. Well,
it’s a big house. What the hell. But they’ll still have to come
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to terms with Kenny. The idea is to hit Kenny with qwet
teep right away, that can be the ending scene of the chapter.

And Kenny really gets into qwet teep. He’s actually
going to become a kind of pitchman for qwet teep.

November 30, 2012. Gubs and Raths.

Flash: Kenny lives on a Laputa, that is, a giant nurb
houseballoon tethered over the Roller mansion. Weezie
lives in a one-story guesthouse. The mansion itself is
standing empty. Ready for the qwetties to move in.

I was thinking about how often Murakami’s long novel
1Q84 will bring in something very unexpected. And I was
getting a little tired of the Mom-and-Dad Who’s Afraid Of
Virginia Woolf psychodrama of Chapter 6—for me, a little
of that goes a long way, even though 1I’m always saying that
my books need more of this soap-opera wheenk-type stuff.
So | decided to have a green pig run across the floor, a
green pig from the Higher World.

Earlier I’d talked about calling the higher world beings
“jumbies,” but now | like gubs. In the Dr. Dolittle books,
the pig is named Gub-Gub. And gub is like grub or grubber.
(I just saw a library book, The Debulked Woman by Susan
Gubar, about her experience with ovarian cancer, but never
mind that, the “gub” is the thing for me today.)

[I had green pigs called raths in Freeware. I’ll type in the
passages from Freeware below. Note that the rest of this
entry appeared as a blog post, “Gubs and Raths.”]

I want to write about some creatures called gubs in my
novel The Big Aha. A gub is a small green pig from the
Higher World, about the size of a football, with floppy
triangular ears, and in place of a curly tail, a writhing bunch
of purple tentacles. One of them might appear in your room,
go gub-gub-gub-wheenk! Then streak across the room and
disappear right before ramming into your wall.

Thinking about the gubs, | remembered that | wrote
about small green pigs once before, in the Freeware volume
of my Ware Tetralogy, where they were called raths.
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So | thought it would be fun to post a couple of passages
from Freeware dealing with the raths. By way of
introducing the material, let me give you a little background
on Freeware.

[People have found a way to program lumps of soft
intelligent plastic. The stuff can take on all sorts of forms.
My character Corey Rhizome is making small programmed
plastic toys that he calls Silly Putters. He’s family friend of
a woman named Darla, and her twin daughters Joke and
Yoke.]

On the girls’ eleventh birthday, Corey showed up with a
set of six brand-new Silly Putters. Chuckling and showing
his gray teeth, he upended his knapsack to dump the lively
plastic creatures out on the floor. “Remember Lewis
Carroll’s Jabberwocky, girls?” he cried. “Jokie, can you
recite the first two verses?”

“Okay,” said Joke and declaimed the wonderful, time-
polished words.

"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;

All mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.”

Beware the Jabberwock, my son!

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandersnatch!

As Joke spoke, each of the six new Silly Putters bowed
in turn: the tove, a combination badger and lizard with
corkscrew-shaped nose and tail; the borogove, a shabby
mop-like bird with long legs and a drooping beak; the rath,
a small noisy green pig; the Jabberwock, a buck-toothed
dragon with bat wings and long fingers; the Jubjub bird
with a wide orange beak like a sideways football and a body
that was little more than a purple tuft of feathers; and the
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Bandersnatch, a nasty monkey with a fifth hand at the tip of
his grasping tail.

Joke and Yoke shrieked in excitement as the
Jabberwocky creatures moved about. The Jubjub bird
swallowed the rath and regurgitated it. The freed rath gave
an angry squeal that rose into a sneezing whistle. The
Jabberwock flapped its wings hard enough to rise a few
inches off the floor. The tove alternately tried to drill its
nose and its tail into the floor. The borogove stalked this
way and that, peering at the others but not getting too close
to them. And the Bandersnatch snaked its tail behind Yoke
and felt up her ass.

“Don’t!” said Yoke, slapping at the Bandersnatch’s extra
hand. The Bandersnatch gibbered, rubbed its crotch,
capered lewdly, and then seized the back of Joke’s leg,
shudderingly hunching against the young girl’s calf.

“I better do some more work on him,” wheezed Corey,
grabbing the Bandersnatch and stuffing the struggling Silly
Putter back into his knapsack. “I put so much of myself into
each of them that I’m never quite sure how they’ll react to
new situations. Quit staring at me like that, girls.”

“Uncle Corey’s a frumious Bandersnatch,” giggled
Yoke.

“It was so sick how that thing was pushing on my leg?”
said Joke.

“Doing it,” whooped Yoke. “Oh, look, the Jubjub bird is
going to swallow the rath again and make it outgrabe!”

“The present tense is outgribe,” corrected the literate
Joke. “It’s like give and gave.”

[Now we jump to five or ten years later. At this point, a
kind of mind-virus is infecting the soft plastic creatures as
the Silly Putters. An uvvy is a soft plastic telephone. Corey
Rhizome is worried about a Silly-Putter-like toy dog called
Rags that some enemies had sent to attack Darla. And now
Darla and her daughters phone Corey.]

Joke told her uvvy to call Corey, and moments later
Corey picked up. With their uvvies linked, Darla and her
daughters could channel Corey together.
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“What?” screamed Corey. “Who the fuck is it?” Instead
of using his uvvy, Corey was yelling at an ancient tabletop
vizzy phone with a wall-mounted camera and a broken
screen. The brah’s only incoming info was audio. The
vizzy’s camera showed Corey slumped at a filthy round
kitchen table with the rath and Jubjub bird on top of the
table, scrabbling over mounds of tattered palimpsest. The
table was further cluttered with ceramic dishes of half-eaten
food, a clunky Makita piezomorpher, some scraps of
imipolex, and, of course, Corey’s vile jury-rigged smoking
equipment.

The Jubjub bird opened its mouth hugely and clapped it
down on the rath’s curly tail. The rath outgrabe mightily,
combining the sound of a bellow, a sneeze, and a whistle.
Corey winced and leaned forward into his smoke filter to
take a long pull from his filthy hookah.

“Corey,” spoke up Darla before Joke could say anything.
“I’ve been worried about you.”

“Darla?” Corey drew his head out of the fume hood and,
shocking to see, there was thick gray smoke trickling out of
his nose and mouth. “What happened to Rags, Darla? They
took my uvvy away. Things are fucked-up beyond all
recognition. How did you deal with Rags?”

“I killed him with the needler, no thanks to you. At least
the two Silly Putters that | can see in your place look
normal.” The rath extricated its tail from the Jubjub bird’s
beak and reared back to drum its green trotters on the
Jubjub’s minute, feathered cranium. The Jubjub bird lost its
footing and slid off Corey’s table, taking a stress-tuned lava
cup with it to clatter about endlessly in the low gravity. The
rath outgrabe triumphantly, and the Jubjub bird let out a
deep angry caw.

“It’s funny about those two,” said Corey. “Whenever the
others try to infect them, they shake it off . They’re stupid,
of course, but certainly no stupider than the Jabberwock or
the borogove. | think maybe they’re immune because Willy
used a cubic homeostasis algorithm on them instead of the
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usual quadratic one. It’s been a while. | made them for Joke
and Yoke’s eleventh birthday, remember?”

“You and your gunjy pedophile Bandersnatch,” uvvied
Darla nastily.

“The Bandersnatch is bad news,” said Corey. “I admit
it.” On the floor, the Jubjub bird and the rath were
vigorously playing a game of full-tilt leapfrog; repeatedly
smacking into the walls and then bouncing around all over
the kitchen floor, cawing and outgribing and biting at each
other.

December 2-4, 2012. Keeping Control of the Story

I’m in the middle of Chapter 6 [eventually to be named
“Loulou in the Oddball’], and I’m worried I’m losing
control of the story. First of all, | have Zad and Joey
becoming friends. What is Joey like? I’m thinking of
Churchill D.

I have Zad and Joey talking to Loulou, and she kicks a
gub through their room twice. It’s only about 7 pm in the
story, so it’s not plausible for Zad and Joey to end the scene
by bedding down for the night in Joey’s dank basement
room. And I don’t want the boys to plunge into Gubland—
that’s for Part 111, and it shouldn’t be very easy to get in
there anyway. So now what?

(1) Go spend some time with Dad in the barn.

Joey says they should go somewhere else than Zad’s
parents’ house.

How about Joey’s house on the Garber farm? No, we
were just on the farm, and | don’t want to describe Joey’s
house that, and 1I’d have to come up with something
important for Joey to fetch from there, and the DoG might
be watching Joey’s house anyway. Eventually we’ll do
something involving the Gaven-Graber-encoding platypus,
but it’s too early to revisit that.

Let’s say that Zad and Joey just go down to the barn and
hang out with Dad. Three artists. They make Dad qwet, they
establish some working qwet teep mind tools, and they
bring Loulou back from Gubland.
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Possibly they’d like to go out partying in bars, but
they’re scared of a bust, so they sleep in the barn.

(2) The new mental tools.

Joey and Zad work out something involving the qwet
teep endless regress fixed points. Zad learns how to make
people gwet just by looking at them. He uses a hint that
Junko gave him about how to do this. He makes Dad qwet.
And Dad likes the idea of the gwet teep movement. And
perhaps, as mentioned below, Zad develops a
hyperdimensional telekinesis trick for dragging Loulou back
over to his world from Gubland. But that would be overkill.

(3) What about Loulou in Gubland?

Loulou is an interesting character, and it’s better to have
her around. | don’t want this to become a Zad/Joey
bromance. So Loulou’s first trip of hers to Gubland is just a
taste, a preview, a promise of things to come in Part Il or
(AVA

Working in the barn with Dad, Zad and Joey bring
Loulou back from Gubland. The simplest is that she does a
Joey-style regress and kicks her own butt like she was
kicking the gubs. Or Zad can tether a fixed point to a
psychic thread and throw it out like a grapple or a fish hook
and use to drag Loulou back from the other side, but I think
the self-kick is more concise.

At some point later on Loulou might be captured and
dragged away screaming by the huntsmen of Gubland But
it’s too early for that. Save that for Part 111 or Part IVV. And
in any case it might be Jane who’s dragged off rather than
Loulou. Whichever one, Zad can go rescue her. Or Zad’s
dragged off and one or both of the women rescue him.

Surprisingly, Loulou tells Zad and Joey that she herself
didn’t kill Gaven Graber. Eventually we’ll learn it was Dick
Hardy of United Mutations.

(4) The Roller teep commune.

Quite soon | want them all to go Jane Roller’s house, but
I want to do that the next day, as | want a nice visual
daytime scene for that, a grand entrance, with Kenny’s
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Laputa nurb balloon flying overhead. And two things have
to happen before this.

First of all, Junko needs to get the Roller family to agree
with the communization of their mansion. Possibly she’ll do
this via Weezie, who she connects with via Dad. Weezie has
legal control of the house. But she’ll also be working on
Jane. And suppose that, when they invade, she’ll go right up
to Kenny in his balloon and convert him too.

Secondly, Junko needs to be rapidly spreading the qwet
teep to get an initial rag-tag crew of followers she can lead
into the Roller manse the next day like she’s the pied piper.
Suppose Junko is picking up this crew in hip Highlands bars
on Bardstown Road the evening before. Possibly Zad,
Loulou and Joey are in on this at the very end of the chapter
where Loulou’s been to Fairyland.

(4) Love partners.

Once we get all of them in the Roller commune, we have
of an issue with Joey and Zad jocke