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Welcome to the preview edition of World Magazine. It has been designed to be read on PCs, PDAs and any other electronic device you prefer.

The idea is to provide varied and interesting content on a variety of subjects and to move away from the standard technology dominated magazines that are currently available.

If you would like to submit an article there is a high likelihood that future editions will be charged for ($1-2 maximum) and you would be entitled to a proportion of this if your work is used in a future issue.

Finally, if you have any comments or feedback to offer please drop me a line at editor@worldmagazine.co.uk
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The Perils of Being Old
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I remember a line from the great television show, thirtysomething, in which the immature but lovable cad Elliot tells his best friend Michael, “Hey, I just discovered a new symptom of middle age: invisible to teenage girls!”

As I was in my early twenties when I watched this show, I didn’t really get it.  As I am in my mid-thirties now (where’s the show when I need it?), I totally understand…  unfortunately.

I am a thirtysomething married woman with a darling little girl and a wonderful husband whom I love.  I am just missing one tiny thing – my youth!  I never thought I’d feel so old at such a young age.  I have to slather on moisturizer every morning and night because my skin has become so dry (but I still get pimples, thank you very much).  I’ve started looking into swimsuits with little skirts on them, to hide my spreading backside.  I can no longer shop in the Juniors department without getting weird looks from the other (younger) customers.  A flirty smile from a waiter can make me feel so giggly.  It’s because I hardly ever get them anymore!  When I stopped getting carded, I stopped getting noticed, at least by people who graduated ten years or so after I did.

I recently struck up a conversation at a wedding reception with a gorgeous, skinny, 23-year-old young thing.  I assumed she was a bitch, since she was, well, younger and prettier than me, but I decided to give her the benefit of the doubt.  During our short discussion of how she knew the bride/groom, I asked her a question, and she responded just as nicely as could be:  “Yes, ma’am.”  

“Ma’am”?!?  I don’t even live in the South for god’s sake.  Ma’am?  I knew she was a bitch.

My husband seemed greatly amused by this.  Of course, he was also greatly amused by the fact that this thing was wearing a skin-tight, low-cut black sheath dress that she showed to ample benefit while sashaying across the dance floor.  The pig. (I mean my husband, not the bitch.)

Actually, the girl was very nice and very lovely, and my husband was not ogling her – much – so much as teasing me.  The point was simply that, at thirtysomething years of age, I was dismissed (however politely) by the younger generation as being old.  Decrepit.  Not “with it,” if you will.

I once chatted with some teenage girls in my 
ilometres
od while I was walking around the block.  Trying to be hip, I pointed out their cool jeans, complete with embroidered pockets.  “Those look like Gloria Vanderbilts,” I said enthusiastically.  They just stared at my with confused looks, as if to say, “Gloria who?  Go home, old woman.  You’re ruining our chance of being picked up by any cute guys who may be riding their scooters near here.”  Sigh.  I miss being “in.”

When I go out dancing (okay, the one time in the past ten years that I’ve gone out dancing), I wear Long and Leans from the Gap, chunky black shoes with platform heels, and as much sparkly makeup as I think I can get away with without looking like Ziggy Stardust.  I’m not sure the young things at the club know who Ziggy Stardust is, but they certainly do seem to wonder why someone my age is crashing there and embarrassing herself trying to look cool.  “Does she know that her belly is sticking out?”  Huh!  Do they know that that belly once nurtured life for nine months, then pushed it out headfirst into the world, all 10 pounds, 10 ounces worth?  Maybe I deserve to show a little belly now and then.

Entertainment Weekly magazine recently held some sort of gathering of the most influential celebrities under age 30.  I wanted to ask them if they’ve seen any celebrities lately that were over age 30.  Youth is everywhere!  Magazine covers, television programs, fashion magazines – even catalogs feature only thin, pretty, hipless young things.  I know this is nothing new, but now I’m in the generation that’s being ignored, and I don’t like it!

I never expected to feel old at thirty-five.  (Oops, I just told my real age.  Bummer.)  I still feel like the same kid who just graduated high school.  Well, except for the experience, confidence, knowledge and self-esteem.  Would any of us really want to go back to high school?  College?  First years of married life, even?  Heck, my husband and I finally know each other well enough after ten years of marriage that we can sit silently and still be comfortable.  I don’t think I was ever able to do that when I was younger.  When we were first married, I worried that we weren’t spending enough time together.  Now I spend more time with my married (and divorcing) girlfriends, while he plays golf with his buddies.  Guess what?  We love it that way!  We have our own lives.  That’s something I certainly couldn’t say during the insecure, clingy days of my youth.

Hmm, I guess there’s something to be said for getting old.  Of course, I haven’t hit 40 yet, but I intend on enjoying it as much or more than I’m enjoying my life now.  Isn’t the whole point to live life to its fullest, wherever we are?  I hope those young people know that too, but something tells me they won’t appreciate their youth until it’s gone – about ten years from now.

Chip Off The Block
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The light in Henry’s rear-view mirror began as a single point of radiance, registering, but far enough back that he didn’t pay attention. His mind was elsewhere. 

Like Henry, Karen was twenty-two and just out of college. They worked together at a factory making electromagnetic coils out of pieces of plastic, bits of wire and strips of colored tape. At least that’s what Henry was told they were; his interest in what he did all day was next to nil. 

It wasn’t what Henry had pictured for himself after college, but truth be told, he’d never been able to bring a post-graduate mental image into focus. 

Karen was the only bright spot at work for Henry. She was blonde with her hair cut playfully short, cute rather than pretty, intelligent, and always cheerful. 

Henry always looked forward to his two ten-minute breaks and half-hour lunch every day. It had taken almost the entire summer to work up his courage, but he’d finally asked her out and, to his surprise, she had said yes. 

The light in his rear-view was brighter now, an annoyance on the unlit, two-lane road. Henry reached up and flipped the lever on the mirror to cut the glare. 

Things had started well enough tonight. At least he’d been able to carry his end of the conversation without a struggle, for a change. Henry had no trouble expressing himself most of the time—in fact, he’d made it to the state finals as captain of the high school debate team. Ever since discovering girls, though, one-on-one conversations with them had been difficult. 

It wasn’t that Henry was shy as much as he usually felt lost trying to locate common ground. Most of the girls he’d met seemed to flit from topic to topic like hummingbirds buzzing from flower to flower. That was one of the things Henry really liked about Karen—she could discuss a single topic for more than two minutes at a stretch. 

The movie tonight had been a comedy, only so-so. At least he hadn’t repeated the mistake of taking a first-time date to something dark, like the time he took Eileen Murphy to “Seven”. Henry was thankful for that, anyway. 

The light in his mirror resolved itself into a single point, very bright. Maybe a biker with his headlight on high beam? 

Henry decided he didn’t want to go home, not just yet. He turned left onto a back road, one that would bring him out near Woods Cross, the next town west. Driving would help him think. 

What had happened? Henry struggled to organize his thoughts, trying to find a reason for why the evening had collapsed after the movie. Not that it really mattered. He was convinced Karen wouldn’t see him again, and that was the bottom line. Work Monday was going to be torture. 

The vehicle following Henry turned behind him and was getting closer. His bad mood refocused on whoever was following him. “Damn it, back off!” he shouted.
His cell phone chirped. Henry jumped, startled. 
“Hello!”
“Oh, good! I was worried you wouldn’t have it on.” It was a woman’s voice, familiar, but unexpected.
“Mom?”
“Yes. Honey, would you mind pulling over?”
“What?” 
“Your father and I need to talk to you. It’s very important, honey, so could you please pull over?”
“Pull o...I don’t need to pull over to...Jeez, hold on!”
The light was painful now, even with the mirror flipped to the night setting. Squinting, Henry shielded his eyes with his right hand and let his foot off the gas; Turkey Creek Road was too narrow and winding to play games.
The light filled his mirror, blindingly bright—and then it elevated out of sight.
What the hell? Henry stared at the mirror as he let the car coast, not trusting what his eyes had just reported.
Suddenly, a bright red light floated down about five or six car-lengths ahead and stopped in the middle of the road.
Henry hit the brake pedal, hard. His car, an old Caprice that had once been a prowler for a sheriff’s deputy, pitched nose down and groaned as it stopped. His phone, forgotten, clattered to the floor.
He threw the shift lever into reverse and looked frantically for a place wide enough to turn the big car around, but the engine died. He looked ahead and got an impression of something triangular hovering about two feet off the ground, wider than it was tall, maybe eight to ten feet across, with a single red bar glowing along the back. An orange-white light underneath reflected off the asphalt.
Henry shifted into park and tried the ignition, but the Caprice wouldn’t make a sound. The headlights were dead, too, and he passionately cursed the car for a traitorous, double-crossing, substandard piece of trash.
He made up his mind to run, then noticed what looked like doors opening on the sides of the...whatever. Henry struggled with his door handle and finally got it open. 
This isn’t happening, he thought, swinging out of the car. This happens to drunk, overall-wearing rednecks. I have a college education. I’m literate. This...
He thought he saw something, no, some things—one on either side—climbing out of the craft as he turned and started to run back up the road.
“Henry! Henry Sanders!” 
Henry stopped dead, mouth dry, chest pounding. It isn’t possible. This just can not be.
He turned to face... “Mom?”
“Hello, Henry.”
And there, on the other side of the vehicle, was his father.
“Dad?”
“You should have pulled over, like your mother asked.”
Henry felt light-headed and nauseous. The world spun, stars winked out, he slowly sank to his knees, and then pitched forward onto the pavement.
Henry woke inside a cool, well-lit space about the size of a large living room, lying on a cot or couch of some sort. He looked around and couldn’t determine the source of the slightly yellowish light; it looked as though the walls and ceiling themselves were glowing.
For that matter, he couldn’t tell where the walls ended and ceiling began. Either the room had rounded corners or the diffuse light made the corners hard to see.
Across the room, sitting on chairs of some bizarre design, were his parents.
“Welcome back, Henry,” said his father. “We know we took a risk catching up with you this way, but we felt it was important.” 
“What’s going on?” asked Henry. “Where are we? What were you driving?”
Henry’s mother smiled gently. “Now, now, Henry, don’t get upset,” she said. “I know we gave you a shock and we’re terribly sorry about that. You just take it easy until you get your bearings.”
“Take it easy!” Henry yelled. Suddenly, his head started to throb. He reached up and felt a knot on his forehead, very tender.
“Oh, your head,” his mother said. “Lie still, dear. Wally, will you get the spray?” His father went to one wall of the room and tapped a small button. A hidden panel slid open and revealed an odd collection of vials and containers. 
His father brought a small, thin, silver cylinder to his mother, from which she sprayed something cool and pleasant-smelling on Henry’s forehead. The pain stopped immediately.
“Thank you,” Henry said. “What was that?” He reached up to touch the bump and was startled to find that it was gone.
“Oh, something we’ve had to do without for a long, long time,” his mother said.
“What are you talking about?” Henry said, sitting up. “What’s going on?”
“Son,” his father said as he sat, “We have some news that I’m afraid will be a bit hard to accept.”
“What, you’re space aliens?” Henry laughed, a bit hysterically.
His parents looked at each other for a moment. “Well, of course,” said his mother.
Henry stared for a long second. Time stretched while he searched for something that resembled an appropriate response.
His parents had never been practical jokers. If anything, they were square in the 1950s tradition of Ward and June Cleaver. They were stereotypical Midwestern Americana, clean-cut and sensibly dressed, from their conservative hairstyles to their comfortable shoes.
This was more than out of character—this was totally...well, alien.
What to make of it, then? Henry decided the only logical course of action—no, the only SANE course—was to play along.
“Okay, sure,” he said. “Aliens. Where from?”
“A star in the constellation Camelopardalis, not much different from the Sun, but a bit more yellow,” said his father. “Maybe you guessed that from the color of the light in here.”
“Uh, yeah. Right.” Henry couldn’t see where this was going and hadn’t decided for sure whether he was dreaming. He discreetly pinched himself on the leg and was disappointed that it hurt.
Henry’s father cleared his throat. “Yes, well, we, ah, meant to have this talk with you years ago, but we knew our mission here was very long-term. We had no idea the timetable would be escalated like it has. Honestly, son, we kept all this from you to make your childhood as easy as possible, but we had hoped to have, well, a little more advance notice before we had to spring this on you.” He looked uncomfortable.
“Advance notice,” Henry said. “For what?”
“Well, the colonization, dear,” said his mother, smiling.
Henry stared at her, then laughed. “Okay,” he said, “You got me. I don’t know how or why you saved it up ‘til today, but this has to be the best joke ever pulled. Where’d you get the flying car, anyway?” 
Henry’s father looked at his mother. “He doesn’t believe us.”
“Well,” his mother said, “you knew this wouldn’t be easy.”
His father said, “Okay, Henry, come over here.” Henry got up and crossed the room. “Hold on to this,” his father said. “It’s going to be a bit windy in here when I open the hatch.” 
Henry took hold of a handle that suddenly extruded from the wall. “What do you...”
A black rectangle appeared in the wall in front of Henry and a sledgehammer blast of wind knocked him back on his heels. His grip on the handle kept him from falling over.
“Those lights down there are Montgomeryville, and those over there are Woods Cross,” his father shouted. We’re circling over the county at about two thousand feet.
Henry felt weak. “Close it! Close it!” he yelled. His father tapped at the wall and it sealed itself again. Henry sank to the floor. “Why can’t I feel us moving?”
“Inertia dampers, dear,” said his mother, smiling sweetly. “Aren’t they wonderful? All these years and I’ve never gotten used to the horrible stop and go, stop and go, in those primitive combustion-engine things.”
“How come it looks bigger in here than it does from the outside?”
“Well, now, you’re intelligent, son,” his father said, frowning, “but we just don’t have time to explain the physics right this minute.” 
Numb, Henry nodded, got up and went back to his spot on the couch.
“Henry,” his father continued, “today is a big day, an historic day, for you, for us and for our people.” 
“’Our people’?”
“Why, yes! There are thousands of us, scattered about the planet. We’ve been here for years as a sort of advance scout force. We send back reports on climate, flora and fauna, politics, estimates of military strength and readiness...”
It was finally sinking in. “So the Earth is going to be invaded?”
“Not invaded, dear heavens, no!” Henry’s mother looked appalled.
His father explained. “No, not exactly. We’d much rather live together, peacefully.”
“Oh,” Henry said 
ommuniqué
y. He stared at the floor.
“Although,” his father pursed his lips, “we will insist on total control of the G-7 nations, at the very least.”
Henry looked up. “What?”
“And I’m sure we’ll do something about the so-called ‘rogue’ nations.”
His mother touched his arm. “Think about it, dear. If we didn’t, it would be like playing with small children and letting them make all the rules. It would be cute for awhile, but it would grow tiresome very quickly.”
“Not to mention that the kids might gang up and kick you off the playground,” Henry said.
“Exactly!” His father beamed. “You understand the situation.”
Henry rubbed his eyes. He felt adrift; his emotional and intellectual anchors had been cut loose and his rudder wasn’t responding to the helm. If his parents were...not from here, what was he? How was he supposed to feel apprehensive over the end of the world as he knew it, or elated that his parents would soon be part of the ruling elite? 
“When?” he finally said.
“Well, we’re not exactly sure, dear,” his mother said.
His father broke in. “We received notice of a top priority dispatch from our home world—your home world—a couple of hours ago. We’re expecting an urgent communiqué in precisely four minutes.”
“And then we’ll know the timetable for the colonization!” His mother’s look reminded Henry of the way she smiled at him when he was little and did something clever.
“Great.” Henry resumed staring at the floor. 
His mother’s brows furrowed. “You don’t sound especially happy, dear,” she said.
“Happy? Is this happy news?” Henry stood and began pacing back and forth between his parents. “You tell me you’re aliens. Great! Thanks! What the hell does that make me? How did you keep this from me for twenty-two years? How could you lie to me all this time?”
A look of parental concern passed between his parents. “Now, Henry,” his father said, “We know this is a shock, and we’re very sorry to break the news to you this way. It isn’t the way we’d planned, but...well, time just got away from us. One minute you were in training pants, and the next you were borrowing the car keys! We never...will you stop pacing!”
Henry stopped and looked at his father.
“Thank you.” His father took a handkerchief from a pants pocket and mopped his forehead. “We never meant to ambush you like this, we just...well, frankly, son, we just never figured out how to tell you that you’re, ah, not of this planet.”
“That explains a lot.” Something occurred to Henry. “How’d you keep this a secret from our doctors? I’ve had blood drawn! Wouldn’t somebody have noticed?”
His parents just looked at him, expectantly, waiting for the bulb to light.
Blink. “Wait—you don’t mean they’re...”
His mother nodded. “Yes, Doctors Ash, Kramer, Cornelius, all of them.”
“Why do you think our doctors never had other patients in the waiting rooms?” his father asked. “Did you think we were just lucky enough to be the only people on Earth whose doctors didn’t keep them waiting?” His parents laughed. 
Henry sat down again, hard. His sense of self was being completely and utterly redefined in a matter of minutes, a process most people experience only at birth and death, if they’re lucky.
“Seriously, son,” his father said. “What good would it have done to know about this while you were still in school? It wouldn’t have changed who you are, or who we are, and the temptation to do something, ah, unwise or indiscreet would have been very strong. Now that you’re out on your own, you should be able to cope with this knowledge much better.”
Before Henry could answer, his mother added, “And think of the advantages, dear! Why, now that we can share this with you, there are...” 
“Helen!” His father suddenly looked more excited than Henry had ever seen him. A rectangular area about three feet by five illuminated itself on the wall to Henry’s right.
After a moment, a face appeared on the screen against a featureless light green background. It was a pleasant, slightly rounded. Middle-aged male face with brown eyes and short dark hair, seemingly human, but different enough that anywhere he’d visit on Earth, locals would think him a foreigner.
The man on the screen began to speak in a language Henry didn’t understand. And yet, the sound of it was somehow familiar; it occurred to Henry that he might have heard his parents use this tongue when he was very small. He looked at his mother and father—their rapt expressions made it clear they’d been waiting for this call for a very long time. They reminded him of children on Christmas morning, or maybe shipwreck survivors who’ve been spotted by the search plane circling overhead.
So far, this was the creepiest thing that had happened all night.
The man spoke for several minutes. It was clear after a short while that his message was not at all what his parents had expected.
Or hoped: The elation on their faces quickly changed: confusion, shock, horror, rage. 
His mother began to weep. His father’s faced reddened; he was as angry as Henry had ever seen him. He asked, “What’s wrong?”
His father opened and closed his mouth several times; mute, like a fish gasping for water. His mother sat, buried her face in her hands and continued to cry softly.
Now what? Henry thought.
His father finally found his voice. “Well,” he said with clenched fists, “It appears the political landscape back home has changed.”
“And?” Henry asked.
“We’re stranded, abandoned! They’re leaving us here forever!” his mother wailed.
“Apparently,” his father continued, “colonization has been deemed too expensive an undertaking. A new government has come to power and terminated the project to which we’ve committed our lives and our future. With regret, of course.” His father’s face was wrenched into a mask of bitterness. His father slumped into a chair on the other side of the room, lost in anger and despair. His mother’s shoulders convulsed silently as she wept into her hands.
Henry had never before seen his parents look small and helpless. The sight forced his own rage and confusion to begin to melt, slowly, like an abandoned snow cone on a cloudy day. 
What to do? He remembered a scene from the movie “Prizzi’s Honor”, the one where Jack Nicholson plays a Mafia hit man who discovers the woman he loves is an out-of-town professional who’s been hired to kill him. “Do I marry her? Do I ice her?” Henry laughed—no, giggled—at finding himself on the horns of the same dilemma.
But who would he tell? Who would believe him? And if “colonization” had been called off, did it even matter?
Henry laughed again, louder. It struck him as incredibly funny that man’s first official contact with another sentient race had fallen victim to bureaucratic budget cuts.
His parents looked at him, and their faces said they thought he was being terribly insensitive.
“This might not be a bad thing,” Henry said.
His parents looked at him blankly. “What do you mean?” his father asked.
Henry leaned forward on the couch. “You’ve—we’ve—been leading double lives, waiting for the time when you could live in the open. Right?”
His parents nodded.
“How many others like us are there?”
His father said, “About eight thousand, now.”
“Where?”
“All over the world.”
“It seems to me,” Henry continued, “that some of this technology here would be worth an awful lot of money.”
His mother was shocked. “You mean letting humans have access to it?”
“Sure, if they pay for it.”
“Henry! We simply cannot do it!”
“Hold on, Helen,” his father said. “What are you thinking, Henry?”
“Money is power,” Henry said. “You’ve been betrayed, abandoned, stranded on this island, Earth, so I don’t see why you—we—shouldn’t use every resource you’ve got to its fullest advantage. Play the hand you’ve been dealt!”
“I understand,” his father said. “Without the colonization fleet, we can’t take control by force, or threat of force...”
“But we can do it slowly,” Henry finished, “from within, taking control gradually. Buy our way into power, quietly, guiding events and releasing technology to suit our purposes.”
His mother said, “And instead of dominating the humans...” 
“We direct them,” Henry said, “channel them, harness them. If and when colony ships finally arrive, we’ll be ready.” He grinned. “Just not the way they think.” He stood up and stretched. “Who knows? We make NASA job one, get a real space program going, and maybe we’ll colonize them, instead.”
His father smiled. “Son,” he said, “I knew you’d find your calling someday.”
Still teary-eyed, but for different reasons now, his mother beamed.
Henry suddenly realized he wouldn’t be at the factory Monday, or ever again. He felt alive, energized, filled with a sense of purpose for the first time in his life. He began to think of the future with anticipation, instead of apprehension; excitement, instead of dread.
And one thing more: “Dad?  Can you show me how to fly this thing?”
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A Woman’s Best Friend
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I love the idea of people just writing on some topic that interests them. What came to mind immediately for me was my wonderful hobby of training and showing dogs. I think it’s typical of a lot of hobbies that people don’t

always understand the fascination and driving force behind them and at times probably thing the participants are a little crazy. So I’d like to open the door a little to this obsession of mine and invite you into the wonderful

world of dogs!

When I tell people I show dogs, they immediately think that means conformation shows...you know, Westminster, Crufts, the dog shows that you tend to see on TV with perfectly groomed and brushed foo-foo dogs trotting around the ring. Now, I have nothing against conformation dog shows, it does play an important part in helping to keep people breeding for quality dogs and improving their breed. But I find it boring to watch and to participate in. I like something with ACTION!

That brings me to a whole other area of the dog show world, canine performance sports. Basically, these are a variety of canine sports where the dog is being asked to “perform” some action. Some are sports based on

what the dog was bred to do. There are herding trials for sheep and cattle dogs, hunt tests for hounds, field trials for retrievers, earthdog trials for terriers, lure coursing for sighthounds, weight-pulling for draft dogs,

and more! All are based on the original intent of the breed and you’ll find many levels of classes for the beginner dog and handler up to championship level.

Then we have competitions that are open to all breeds. One of the oldest performance events is obedience. In this sport, you perform a variety of tasks with the dog and are graded on how precise they are executed. Small

mistakes result in a failure, and competition is very stiff! Most commands can only be given once, so the smallest lapse of attention can be fatal. The obedience championship in the US is still considered one of the hardest to get, since unless most championship titles, you have to defeat other champions to earn it.

A newer sport but one that has gained incredible popularity is agility. This sport involves the handler and dog negotiating an obstacle course in as fast a time as possible. There are a variety of organizations sponsoring agility trials in US, that often emphasize different aspects of the sport. Some try

to make agility accessible for any breed, some emphasize speed most of all, some emphasize just having fun! Most countries only have one, maybe two organizations to choose from, so we are particularly blessed here in the states to have many to choose from according to your own needs and wants. Agility can require a lot from the handler in terms of learning how to properly handle their dog around the course, and sometimes having to run pretty fast! Since it’s become so popular, getting into trials can be almost as much of a challenge! Agility is also one of the few canine sports that has a world championship. Countries all send their best dog and handler

teams to compete and agility fans around the world wait anxiously to hear how their teams do! The US has rapidly become one of the most competitive countries, last year winning several medals including their first individual gold.

Flyball is another sport we are seeing become more popular. In this sports, teams of dogs race up a course of jumps and retrieve a tennis ball from a specially designed flyball box. They return over the jumps and the next dog is sent, crossing the start line just after the previous dog finished. 4 dogs comprise a team, with the jump height set according to the smallest dog on the team. Flyball is a ton of fun for both dogs and handlers. It’s one of the very few team sports for dogs, and there is always something special about competing (and winning!) as a team! Flyball allows for many levels of dogs to compete, and has a wide range of titles for dogs to earn over their lifetime. Some teams will emphasize earning titles, while other teams work on trying to be the best in their area and win regional champion status. Teams that strive for the highest in the sport can attempt to break the

world record (currently 15.75 second for 4 dogs up and back!)

One of the newest sports is musical freestyle. Sometimes described as “dancing with your dog”, this sport is actually fairly complex and requires a lot from both dog and handler. To compete at the top levels, dogs had to

learn a wide range of skills and be able to perform with a minimal amount of guidance from the handler in a choreographed routine to music. The sport is still being developed and several organizations sponsor events, each with their own emphasis on the types of skills...some more dance oriented, while some prefer the handler to be fairly inconspicuous.

Canine Frisbee is probably one of the most well-known sports, from exposure on TV and at halftime shows and other events. The basic idea of a dog catching a 
ilomet thrown by a handler has expanded into a sport that

involves multiple levels of competition and a wide range of skills. Dogs have to be able to catch a variety of throws and handlers have to learn to do those throws! Showmanship is important in this sport, as is creativity.

It’s not as well suited for all breeds as other sports though, you mainly see larger dogs competing at the top levels. Competition can be very tough, as winning at the national level can carry financial benefits that most

other canine sports do not.

Well, that’s a basic run-down of some of what’s out there. There are certainly other sports I haven’t mentioned, and new ones always popping up! So, why are they so popular? What’s the attraction? Are all these dog show

people just crazy?

I think the basic attraction for canine sports is that there is something special about working together with your dog. Companionship is one thing...but competing in sports takes the relationship to a whole new level.

People often talk about the bond with their pet. Training and showing in sports makes that bond much, much stronger! You learn so much more about your dog, and can appreciate all that he is willing to do for you. Your dog learns to read you as well, learns all your moods and body language. Each sport offers something special. When I do herding, I see my dog’s instincts come out, like he already knows what to do. That’s amazing to see, and more amazing to channel all that instinct into getting him to do what I want and on command. In obedience, many many hours of training together come to those few minutes in the ring and test what we’ve been able to achieve. Have I done enough work and will he do all the exercises correctly? It amazes me sometimes to see his intelligence and ability to solve problems and deal with new situations. Agility is fast-paced and exciting! It’s a thrill to get through a really difficult course clean and fast. Competing at the national or world level with thousands of screaming fans is something only other athletes can understand. Flyball, 
ilomet, freestyle, they all offer ways to give your dog some fun and see them as much more than just the family pet.

If you’re interested in finding out more about canine sports or maybe want to join a training club near you, visit my website at www.dogpatch.org. And look for me at the shows!
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Somewhere around 1350BC in ancient Egypt, Pharaoh Amenhotep III died, and his second son ascended the throne. He was not first choice for the job: an elder brother, Thutmose V preceded their father in death. And so, after the traditional 70 days of mourning, Amenhotep IV became the 10th Pharaoh of the 18th dynasty, ruler of the most powerful civilization in the ancient world. In the course of his 17-year reign, he also became the first monotheist in history.

From the beginning, there was something rather strange about the new king. In the surviving carvings and statuary, we see an odd-looking man: he had an elongated skull, with a heavy lower jaw; noticeable breasts; a potbelly; and very wide, almost feminine hips. Prior to this, Pharaohs were portrayed as robust, muscular men. His weird image has been attributed to different diseases, as well as “artistic license.” Whatever the reason, he married the beautiful Nefertiti, and fathered at least 6 daughters.
Initially, Amenhotep IV’s rule was “normal” by ancient Egyptian standards. He ruled from Thebes, as many of his predecessors had, and continued the building the temples his father had started, across the Nile in Karnak. Slowly, however, there was increased inclusion of the symbol of a lesser-know god – the Aten. The Aten was the sun disk, sometimes considered an aspect of the great god Horus, and closely associated with the god Re. 
Then things really started to change.
In Year 5 of his reign, the Pharaoh changed his name to “Akhenaten” – “pleasing to the Aten.” That same year, he announced the construction of a new city to be the seat of government and religion. The cliffs that bound the site he chose –virgin territory some 200 miles north of Thebes –were interrupted by a gap, which forms a giant representation of the hieroglyph for horizon – “akhet.” Thus the city of Akhetaten – the Horizon of the Aten – was hastily begun. 
In the remains of homes, and from tombs in the surrounding hills, archeologists have found several versions of a long poem, attributed to Akhenaten himself, called “The Hymn to the Aten,” in praise of his god and creator. It has often been compared to Psalm 104. One part reads:
The world came into being by thy hand,
According as thou hast made them.
When thou hast risen, they live,
When thou settest they, die.
Thou art lifetime thy own self,
For one lives only through thee.
Eyes are fixed on beauty until thou settest.
All work is laid aside
When thou settest in the west.
To Akhenaten, there was one god, one deity in place of dozens. He considered the Aten his father, and clearly loved this god deeply.
In Akhetaten, the worship of the Aten was a major part of daily life, and Akhenaten lead the ceremonies. Huge temples, open to the rays of the sun, dominated the city. Aten worship spread throughout Egypt, along with the king’s sweeping religious proclamations, and not everyone was pleased.
Egypt’s pantheon had been established for hundreds of years. Primary among the numerous deities was the god Amun, also a “solar deity.” Due to the massive amount of offerings – of gold, livestock, land, etc. – to his temples, the priests of Amun were wealthy and very powerful. It goes without saying that they were the least amused by religious changes that seemed aimed at the once-primary god. Amun’s temples were ordered to be closed; the storehouses, granaries, property, herds, and wealth were confiscated for the Aten; even Amun’s name and image were excised from carving’s and statues. 
Evidence shows that not all deities were outlawed. Residents of Akhetaten retained small statues of some gods and goddesses – notably those concerned with health and childbirth – and tomb decorations from the period still give nod to the traditional gods of death and mummification. But the “state religion” was now, officially, the worship of the Aten.
For at least the next decade, Akhenaten, his city, and his god thrived. The style of artwork changed dramatically. Where before, Pharaohs were portrayed still and stolid, we see Akhenaten as a happy husband and father, shown kissing his wife, cuddling and kissing his daughters. His odd appearance was often conveyed to some images of Nefertiti and to all images of his children. And every scene is presided over by the image of the Aten, each ray ending in a tiny hand, each hand offering the ankh – symbol of eternal life – to the members of the royal family.
In approximately 1334BC, Akhenaten died. After the brief reign of the mysterious figure “Smenkhare,” a young boy – son of Akhenaten and his only known “lesser wife” Kiya – took the throne. Born Tutankhaten, he changed his name to Tutankhamun, abandoned Akhetaten, and began the “reformation” of Egypt. Future pharaohs continued this, destroying the works and images of the pharaoh they called simply “the heretic.” This time, it was Akhenaten’s name and image excised as they sought to consign him to oblivion. They failed: today, Akhenaten is one of the most researched pharaohs of ancient Egypt, and her greatest enigma. 
Modern scholars have tried to prove that Akhenaten was Moses; others claim that he then went on to become Oedipus. Still others say he was an alien. I believe he was a man with enormous faith in his god, the desire to share his belief, and the courage to face down centuries of established religion.
 ~Wolf

MegaClock Review (for Palm OS PDAs)
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“Time is of the essence”. “You can’t travel back in time”. “Since the dawn of time...” “Time is a great healer”.

Time is the one thing we all can’t do without in our lives even though you can’t see it, touch it, smell it, affect it in any way or do anything with it. But when it runs out you’ll know about it! So to help you make the most of “Time” I’m going to review a program I have come to rely on daily.

I recently decided to have a look around for a better clock/timer program. I’ve been using Big Clock for a few months but thought that with a colour Clie (T665C) there must be something better looking around. Then I found MegaClock (www.megasoft2000.com) and “your wish is my command”...or something like that!

Main Functions.

MegaClock (MC from now on) has the following main features or views:

· General View

· Digital Clock

· Analog Clock

· Alarms

· Timers

· Stopwatch

· Events

· World Timer

· Moon Phases

· City Time

Let’s look at each of these in turn.

General View – this view show you the screen roughly divided into 1/4 sections. The top left section contains a small analogue clock with the time displayed in digits underneath. The top right section shows this month’s calendar with the option to pick the month and year from drop down box. The bottom left section contains the date and week number and the bottom right section show little mini calendars for the year. At the bottom of the screen it shows you what time your next alarm is set for (7:25 for me, early to bed, early to rise!).

Digital Clock – this view is roughly split into a 2/3 section at the top and a 1.3 section at the bottom. The top section has a large digital clock and it shows the date and week number. The bottom section has a drop down box from which you can choose a Continent and a major city. Next to this it displays the time and date in the chosen city. Again running along the bottom is the alarm reminder.

Analog Clock – With this view the analog clock takes up practically the full screen bar the small alarm reminder at the bottom of the screen, The time in digitalis squeezed in top left, week number top right, year and month, bottom left and date and day bottom right.

Alarms – This section is split into 5 separate pages you can jump to via a small box at the top number 1 to 5.each of the 5 pages has 4 alarm section on it 
ilometre a possible 20 alarms. Each alarm can be fully customized by choosing which combination of days it is it set for (each day, 1 day, M, T and W, just Sunday etc). You can also pick the alarm sound from your list, how many times it repeats and the length of the pause in between each repeat. You can also choose to enable or disable the snooze function. (Tip – disable on workdays, enable on weekends!). Again the snooze has the repeat and pause options. You also have the option of setting an alarm description. I have 4 alarms each day, each set about 3 or 4 mins apart. The descriptions increase in urgency with each alarm from “Get Up Now” to “Now Now!” to “Now Now Now!!” and finally “Now Now Now Now!!!!”. I don’t want to miss work...! When you have set up all your alarms you can then enable or disable them as and when needed by a simple check box on the main Alarm screen. I find that once I have my weekly alarms, Sat and Sun alarms set up I don’t have to touch anything until I get to a holiday. This is the most used of all the functions in MC.

Timers – There are 4 timers available that can all run at the same time if necessary. Each can be set to count up from zero or count down from a user set time. You have the option of an alarm sounding (using system alarm sounds) when the timer reaches zero along with repeat, pause and descriptions option like the Alarms discussed above.

Stopwatch – This screen has one stopwatch with a stop/start/pause button and a split option that enables you to have up to 100 split times while the main stopwatch is still running. These split times are displayed below the stopwatch and you then have the option to keep or deleted any number of them.

Events – er...not sure. Will come back to this one.

World Time – This screen is split in half vertically with the top showing a world map divided up by the day/night line so you can see at an easy glance who is in bed! The bottom half of the screen is split in half horizontally with two drop down boxes to enable you to pick a continent and city as in the Digital clock screen.

Moon Phases – This screen is split into 2/3’s at the top and 1/3 at the bottom and is a black background, all the better for showing of the wonderful picture of the moon. The top section contains a large picture of the moon’s current phase on the left and details on the right of (with today’s, 10th July’s, details in brackets) the Phase Name (waxing Gibbous), Percent Visible (86%), Age (10d 19h 25m), Distance (365208 km), Apogee (3:25, 25th June 2003, 405232 km), Perigee (23:06, 10th July 2003, 365319 km). At the bottom of the screen are 4 pictures of the moons 4 main phases (full, half left, half right, total) with detailed dates. Times of when this will happen.

City Time –This final section had 4 screens (again available from a small box number 1-4 at the top) and each screen is split vertically into 4 sections. Each section contains two drop down boxes that enable you to select a continent and city. The time, date and s small analogue clock is then displayed next to your selection. With the option of setting 20 different city times around the world you would have to be a busy 
ilometre to use them all.

All of the above different views are available from a small drop down list, which is permanently on display in the top right of the screen.

Options.

The preferences screen gives you the option to “start from last view”, set alarm volumes, select status. Alarm bar on/off, and to set hourly chime on/off.

You also have the option of setting your home city (or nearest one), which is used to adjust the world clocks in relation to your time zone. You can also edit the full city list, adding and removing as needed.

There is also an option to set your hardware buttons (memo, address etc) to be used in the stopwatch screen, and last but not least is the colour screen which enables you to change colours in most if the screens (good for changing the colours of clock hands or the digital clock from boring grey!).

Overall I find this program looks great in Hires, particularly the Moon Phase screen. I mainly use the timer, digital clock and moon phases screen and they all run..er..like clockwork. Overall I find this program better looking, more equipped and more fun than Big Clock and I won’t go back.

This is the first part of a serialisation which will continue throughout future World Magazine issues…

ENGL103H Bureaucrat
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Creative Work for Unit 1


“Are you sleeping on the job again, Jack.  This is the second time this week!”


Jack Parker woke up from his short nap with a start.  How long had he been out?  Five minutes?  Ten minutes?  His boss, Charles “Zeppelin” McClain, always came into his small cubicle at the most inappropriate times.  Not wishing to feel the wrath of The Zeppelin, a man half his age but twice his rank, Jack sat up straight, glared at his almost blank computer screen, and waited for the next call.


Jack has worked as a civil servant for 92 years, middle-aged and going nowhere.  He has worked the same job for 45 of those years, reviewing Form W9682, known as the magic form, the one that unlocked access to every other form that on could get at the Federal Form Service.  The form was a brick to carry and load to fill out.  But Jack’s life wasn’t all about forms and forms for forms, he had a loving wife named Mathilda.  Jack can still remember from the dark recesses of his memory his wedding day.  He got married before the bureaucrats took over, in the days when you only had to fill out three forms to get a marriage license.  Now, your wedding day is nothing more than a trip to the courthouse to fill out 95 pages of forms.  The tradition of carrying your blushing bride over the threshold and consummating the marriage on the night of the wedding is quite rare; most are too tired that night from filling out all the forms.


Work getting too monotonous?  Want to add some “virtual” spice to your life?  Then come on down to Virtual Adventure tours where we can whisk you away to anywhere in the solar system from the comfort of an easy chair.  Looking for some danger, some excitement in your life, then try out VAT’s own Los Angeles 1989 adventure.  Gangland violence never felt so real.  This ain’t reading from a textbook.  So come on down to Virtual Adventure Tours and have an adventure on us!

“Give me your money now or I’ll blow a cap in ‘ya!”


“I don’t have any money, I swear it.” I was most definitely not in Kansas anymore.  The cubicle walls, water coolers, and the usual office chatter were replaced by derelict buildings, men openly carrying .38s, and the sound of screams and gunshots.  All of these details were of little importance right now as I faced the business end of a .35.


“Come on, a guy like you dressed like that has to have some money on him.  Now hand it over or you will see what this thing can really do!”


“I don’t have any money.  I have my wallet for that’s all I have.”


“Let’s see it then. . . no money!  No credit cards!  And what the hell is this?!?  It looks like a credit card but where is the strip on it.”


“It’s a smart card, only I can use it though.”


“I am sick of this. . .”


BANG! BANG! BANG!


Jack was back, at his office, in his cubicle, in his chair.  He must have dozed of for a bit.  The small television in his cubicle was still on and it was still on his 
ilometre show so he couldn’t have been out that long.   Best of all, his boss, The Zeppelin had not noticed his little nap.  He had a prescient for taking naps.  He always blamed his advancing age.  Even though he would consider middle aged by today’s standards, only 150 years ago, the world’s oldest person was 115, only three years older than he.  Could 111 years have really gone by?


He remembers the birth of his child.  The experience wasn’t like the birth of a child hundreds of years ago but to Jack, it was no less a miraculous experience.  His son, John, was what they call a half and half child.  He was born in a state-mandated birthing chamber at a lab near Old Savanna.  However, unlike most children born nowadays, he was the product of both Mathilda’s and Jack’s DNA, without any genetic “fixes” that the doctors tried to push on them.  Jack now knows that genetic modification was best, but they were poor at the time and all they wanted was a child, no matter the risks.  Perhaps that was the biggest risk that he had ever taken.


Some of our critics have stated that these tours are just not safe, that they could potentially be just as dangerous as attempting the real thing.  Well, here at VRT, we guarantee your safety 100%.  With our patented restart technology, the second it seems like you might be in mortal danger, even in a simulation such as this is, we pull you back from brink and maintain your safety.  So whether you want to travel to Haemus Mons on Io or to medieval Europe, travel virtually, safely with us.

How long have I been climbing?  Where am I?  A million questions in mind, but a million answers out of sight.  Think, Jack, think.  I am in a spacesuit and the sky is dark but the landscape around me is lit by the sun.  The moon perhaps?  No, the landscape is too yellow and the mountain is covered in this fine yellow and white powder.  Io, I am on Io.  This mountain seems to go on forever.  I shouldn’t be here, I could be. . no that wouldn’t happen.  There are always safety nets, force fields, and the like, to protect me.  No government in good conscience would allow one of their citizens to die, even accidentally.  So of course I have to be perfectly safe.  How many more 
ilometres to go to the top, 4, maybe 5.  Hey, there is someone ahead of me; maybe he knows where I am.


“Hey, down here.  Yeah, down here!  Can you tell me where. . .”


“Hey buddy, watch yourself.”


You idiot.  How could you do that?  Haven’t you learned anything from the past 111 years of your life?  While climbing, don’t wave and left go of the mountain.  The safety net will catch me but still, what an idiot.  Gosh the ground is getting awfully close.


Darkness.


Jack woke up very slowly this time, as if waking from a long, nightmare-filled sleep.  Looking at the clock on his desk, he had only been out ten minutes, tops.  However, while he was out, he received a new form request.  The applicant appeared to fill out his W9682 correctly.  What interested Jack was the attached file.  This form was from a government scientist who studies causes of death in the population.  Jack opened up the attachment.  He could remember the last person that he knew that died.   It was so rare these days.  According to the report, the leading cause of death was suicide, mostly by the elderly (> 200 years old) who just couldn’t take life anymore.  The next leading cause of death was euthanasia, or mercy killing, for the elderly who could not do the deed themselves.  Jack hoped that when that time came, his family would be there for him, just as he would for Mathilda.


Have you ever wished to visit Medieval Europe?  Can’t afford to visit there in person?  Well, Virtual Adventure Tours is proud to present our latest adventure, the Battle of Crecy. This battle, from August 1346, pits the French versus the invading English.  Watch as Edward III’s army marches on Paris in an attempt to claim the French throne.  Will he succeed?  History may tell you the facts but to really know what happened, witness it in person as a French knight, an English yeoman, the French king Phillip VI, or the English king Edward III.  Come witness one of the defining battles of the Hundred Year’s War, only at Virtual Adventure Tours.

“So what town are your from, monsieur?”


“What, umm, Tours.”   


“I am from Orleans, me self.  So are you ready to die this fine day?”


What kind of question is that, I thought.  I must have dozed off again.  Right before me was a mass of troops, mostly wearing ragged tunics of orange and red.  I, on the other hand, was on a horse.


“These English pig dogs will be easy to mow down.  Never shall an English barbarian claim the crown of our holy kingdom.  We have the pope and God on our side!”


“Avance!”


I had no idea what avance meant.  However, by the fact that all the horsemen were going forward, toward the orange clad soldiers, that avance meant, “Go get yourself killed in the name of our king.”


“Now, the English will be firing their arrows towards us.  No need to worry, our armor shall protect all God’s soldiers.”


Within a few seconds of the knight saying that, a hail of arrows came down upon the rest.  One-by-one, French knights fell to the ground.  Then I saw mine.


Again, darkness.


Back in the office.  Jack just couldn’t believe his luck.  He had fallen asleep and not only that, his boss awaited him.


“Jack what did I tell you about sleeping on the job?”


“I swear I was just resting my eyes.”


“I am not going to tolerate this.  I told you that.  Pickup your stuff and get out of here.  You are released.”


Released, fired, canned.  A fate worse than death.  How could they do this him?  He had worked at the Federal Form Office for 45 years.  This was the only place he felt alive.  At least here he felt meaningful.  At home, Matilda and Jack rarely talked for there was nothing to talk about.  All Jack could do was reread old issues of the defunct Time magazine and New York Times.  Their cooking was done for them.  There were too old to take care of another child, and besides, they already had one, and John was enough.  But Matilda would always remind him that John was gone.  He stabbed himself repeatedly three years ago.  It was ironic that he went that way.  In his suicide note, john blamed his repetitive job for forcing him to kill himself.   But Jack could never do that.  He can always get another job.  He has some skills.  Besides, he would probably be unable to kill himself.  There is probably a sharp object force field around, implanted at birth but he never managed to test.  As he cleared his office, Jack had no fear.  Besides, how can one fear, even death, when one has never faced them head on.

Technology’s Silent Minority

(No, not LINUX users)
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I am a confirmed techno-geek.  I simply have to have every latest gadget that’s out there is.  My paycheck is earmarked for upgrades.  My friends don’t understand me.  My spouse won’t let me near BestBuy (or, as I like to call it, Heaven) without supervision.  So what makes me any different from any other techno-geek out there?

I’m a woman.

Most women I know like to go shopping.  That’s nothing new.  It’s just that I prefer shopping for hardware, and not at Home Depot.  It’s not that I don’t like “girly” things.  I paint my toenails.  I wear makeup (occasionally).  I drive carpool with the best of them.  I’ve just got all these things scheduled on my Clie. 

I’ve actually converted all of my closest friends to the Clie.  I even convinced one of them to buy my older model so that I could upgrade.  (I did the same thing when I wanted a new optical mouse, a new cordless keyboard, and a new printer…  Thank goodness for friends who don’t mind used things!)  I just can’t seem to get them as excited about it as I am.  I can’t be without my NX70v for more than 24 hours.  I start to hyperventilate.  I might forget something.  I might not have something to read after my husband has already gone to sleep and I can’t turn the bedside lamp on.  I might actually have to be bored in a waiting room, with no games to play as I sit there in silence.  

It’s not just the Clie addiction that sets me apart from the rest of my girlfriends.  It’s technology in general.  I am a computer junkie.  I check my e-mail first thing in the morning and probably 20 times thereafter, throughout the day.  I love surfing the web.  I probably have 200 websites bookmarked in my Favorites file.  I have a friend who just got a computer.  Not an upgrade, mind you, but her very first computer.  In 2003!  I told her I was amazed she was able to get by without one before that time, but she just smiled pityingly at me and told me I really needed to get a life.  Of course, then she asked me if I could help her set it up.  As a matter of fact, I get asked to help out a lot.  It makes me feel pretty useful actually.

That’s one benefit to being the only techno-geek in my group.  I am now known as the official technology expert.  It’s kind of cool to have a hobby that other people admire, even if it is only when their computer freezes up or they need information about this new TiVo thing they’ve been hearing so much about.

One of my proudest moments occurred the day someone asked my husband for some help with their computer.  This is the man who introduced me to my first PC over 10 years ago.  He responded, “I don’t know, but you should ask my wife.  She’s an expert at computers.”  Hooray!  Props for me.  Recognition of my hidden talent. I am a technological goddess!  Now if only I could get other women to come out of the computer room and join me.

Did You Know
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Mosquito repellents don't repel. They hide you. The spray blocks the mosquito's sensors so they don't know you're there. 
Dentists have recommended that a toothbrush be kept at least 6 feet away from a toilet to avoid airborne particles resulting from the flush. 
The liquid inside young coconuts can be used as substitute for blood plasma. 
No piece of paper can be folded in half more than 7 times. 
Donkeys kill more people annually than plane crashes. 
You burn more calories sleeping than you do watching television. 
Oak trees do not produce acorns until they are fifty years of age or older. 
The first product to have a bar code was Wrigley's gum. 
The king of hearts is the only king without a mustache 
A Boeing 747s wingspan is longer than the Wright brother's first flight. 
American Airlines saved $40,000 in 1987 by eliminating 1 olive from each salad served in first-class. 
Venus is the only planet that rotates clockwise. 
Apples, not caffeine, are more efficient at waking you up in the morning. 
The plastic things on the end of shoelaces are called aglets. 
Most dust particles in your house are made from dead skin . 
The first owner of the Marlboro Company died of lung cancer. 
Barbie's full name is Barbara Millicent Roberts. 
Michael Jordan makes more money from Nike annually than all of the Nike factory workers in Malaysia combined.
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