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1. GouRisteu 

G rew up in the Midwest, got in trouble as a kid. Nothing 
big, no felonies, just the usual crap-street fights, 

shoplifting, boosting a car from the neighborhood to take a 
ride to impress a girl, lousy school grades, didn't give much 
of a shit about "the future " Managed to graduate high 
school, kicked around from job to job across Ohio, 

Pennsylvania, Michigan, rootless and pretty much friendless. Worked the docks 
on the grid at the Great Lakes ports, some skill with cars so he was an off-and­
on mechanic. odd-job electrician, day-worker on construction gangs, the kind 
of guy you see JUSt at closing time in seedy bars, nursing his last scotch-with­
a-beer-back so he doesn't have to go out into the cold and walk back to his 
dingy apartment or room at the YMCA; the kind of guy who just moves 
through his life as if he were visiting an old folks home of the heart. 

Along about the age of twenty-five. working as a swabber on the oil-change 
racks of a cartage company in Cleveland, he got the chance to take some 
joker's route, driving a truckload of lettuce from Cleveland to New York 

He did a good JOb, got it there in stormy weather before the iceberg 
could turn to slime, and the company offered him fin-in route work. 
Gomster took it. got his long-haul ticket, joined the Teamsters, and that 
started twenty years of driving trucks: eight-wheelers, sixteen, eighteen, 
LOX tankers, double-ngs, stack-car convoy jobs, Peterbuilts and Macks, all 
the way from top to bottom, coast-to-coast. Twenty years on the road, 
eating shit and listening to roadhouse Country and Western till he knew 
every Johnny Paycheck number by heart. 

He met Glynis In a bar in Detroit, and married her because, well, there 
wasn't anything much else happening. They had a rotten marriage. Fought all 
the time. He liked to read, she liked to go out and listen to music at the joints. 
He liked to eat home-cooked because he'd spend twenty years on the road, 
and she didn't know of anything worse than the smell of cooking fat. No kids, 
Gorrister's sperm was lazy So all they had was each other, and they fought. 

And one night he slugged her. He wasn't a violent guy, but he got pissed off, 
and he walloped her one He couldn't even remember what it was she'd said 
that'd set him off. But he gave her a good one over the right ear. 
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Glynis's mother (the hated mother-in-law bitch Edna) came and got her, and 
about two weeks later Gorrister got fed the divorce papers. He didn' t contest 
it, and he didn't make any noise when Glynis got the house and the car. There 
wasn't anything else to get, so he just took off, back on the road. 

One night, about three years later, he was sitting on the edge of a motel bed 
that slumped into a trough in the middle like a culvert. and the room phone 
rang. Who the hell was this? I'm forty-seven years old, I been on the highway 
all damn day, and all I want to do is read a few pages of this Alistair Mclean 
novel and drift off to sleep, and the damned phone rings. 

When he picked it up, it was the voice of the hated mother-in-law bitch 
Edna. "How'd you know where to call me?" he asked. Edna hated him, always 
hated him. "I called your dispatcher at the company. When you checked in you 
told him where you'd be staying overnight. '' Gorrister said, "So what do I owe 
the pleasure of hearing from you .. . ?" 

"I just wanted you to know," the hated mother-in-law bitch Edna said. with 
poison in her voice, "that I had to put Glynis in an institution " 

"What kind of an institution? For alcoholics?" 
No. you ugly son of a bitch. In an asylum for the crazy, that's what." 
Gorrister said, "Don't be stupid . They don' t have places like that no more. 

They got rest homes, they got clinics .. " 
"Glynis went inside herself, Gorrister After she got hit by you, she wasn't 

right any more. In her head. And she went inside, like a little girl, like my little 
girl when I held her in my arms when she was a child And now, I go to visit 
her, and she looks out the window all the time, Gornster And she sees me 
sometimes, not all the time, but JUst sometimes, and she looks up at me, sitting 
rn a chair she looks up at me. and she puts her finger to her lips and she says, 
'Shhh, we gotta be quiet, my husband's been driving all night, and he's 
sleeping, and I don't want to wake him.' That's what she says, Gorrister ... " 

He had started crying. He didn't mean Glynis any harm He just had never 
known how to talk to her. But now he was crying. 

"I didn't do that to her, you bitch! " he yelled and hung up. And he went to 
bed, not wanting to think about it. 

And by the next morning, he couldn't even remember that he'd had a 
terrible phone call in the night. 

And he got back in the rig and drove to Tallahassee 
And a few years later-approximately 109 years later-he was living in the 

belly of AM, and AM knew aJI about Glynis But AM didn't think Gorrister 
needed to remember; not when all it took was a word here, an image there, 
the sound of Glynis's voice to send Gomster mto a state of suicidal frenzy. 

That's Gorrister. Poor truck drivin' sonofabitch. 
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A II his days, the deepest motivating force in his hfe was 
pride in self He was iron Pitiless toward those who 

"couldn't keep up" At 6'4" and 235 pounds of muscle-mass 
from constant workouts, he was a tower of hubris from 
teenage onward. Football. baseball, decathlon, Benny was a 
powerhouse; a natural, the first time he tried it, whether 
putting the shot or playing off-tackle. Captain of any team 

he tried out for, within two years of setting foot on that playing ground. High 
school. college, the Olympics, he was merciless with his friends and opponents. 
No quarter asked. or given. At the Air Force Academy he was third in his class of 
two hundred, and revered only the two men who finished above him, sneering 
at the 297 "wimps" who couldn't cut it as well as he. 

Benny got married. Beautiful woman, Manya, a three-star General's 
daughter-and it didn't hurt Benny's career; either. Two kids, both girls. By 
then, Benny was a bird Colonel, with a terrific kill-record In the U N.-lraq 
" Desert Inferno" campaign, the Sudanese Wars, and finally in the War in 

China, where Benny headed up a guerrilla element he'd chivvied together from 
other downed pilots, locals, mercenaries, Yangtze thugs and random souls he'd 
won over by sheer force of personality. He'd been considered MIA until he was 
able to get word through a COMSAT to U.N. Central. but rather than allowing 
himself to be rescued, to be lifted out, he stayed and ran the strike force behind 
enemy lines. It was never clear whether his troops. male and female, were 
more frightened of the Chinese Army Inviolate, or him. But when a kid from 
Iowa, a raw recruit named Benny Brickman, who had fallen out of chopper 
because he hadn't clipped-on inside the bird. got pulled into Benny 's group. it 
was obvious from the git-go that there would be trouble. Brickman was small, 
not too smart, the kind of doofus who always skins his knees, and Benny hated 
him for his weakness. 

That hatred came to fruition when Benny and five others-including PFC 
Brickman-managed to escape from a strike & run mission that killed sixteen of 
Benny's commandos. Going overland, Brickman kept holding them back. 
Maybe it was the piece of shrapnel from a new kind of "Bouncing Betty" he'd 
picked up in his right calf, maybe it was just that he was a scared kid, and 
maybe Benny had been waiting for the chance, but when Brickman fell asleep 
on perimeter watch three nights into their retreat, Benny put a laser-beam hole 

• right between his eyes, right there in the rice paddy. 
And no, no one said anything, because by the end of the war Benny was the 

only one of that quintet to survive. Then he went home, to accolades. and to 
a merciless ruling of his home and wife and children, and to the poss1b1lity of 
a seat in the US Senate Then Manya left, taking the kids with her, and Benny 
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didn't give much of a damn. because to care was to be weak. and he refused 
to be weak, in any way 

Not even when he lost the election did he show a trace of weakness He just 
turned around and became the CEO of a multi-million dollar corporation. And 
he was as unforgiving. as unbending, as pitiless, with his staff, and employees 
as he had been when crawling through the war-lands of Central Asia. 

Now, cosmic justice has caught up with Benny 
Of all of them, he is AM's favorite torture toy. The man who looked like a 

Greek god, so perfect physically that he might have fallen off a pedestal in 
Thrace, Benny is now a cripple a thousand times over. Hobbling, crawling, 
mewling with pain, altered and blinded, arthritic, paralyzed .. .it changes and it 
changes at AM's whim. 

3. Ellen 

She was born in Trenton, New Jersey. of a cesarean. Bereft 
of mother at birth. She went to live with her grandparents 

and learned life could be hard, but her belief in people kept her 
going and let her be one of the best friends anyone could ever 
have. She graduated from high school a year early as 
salutatorian. Ten different colleges offered her scholarships. She 

chose Stanford, and graduated cum laude with two degrees (in electronics and 
computer science) and wound up working as a middle-level executive in the 
Manhattan offices of a multi-national corporation. Statistician, programmer; 
"creative consultant," Ellen was the modern black woman for whom Sojourner 
Truth and George Washington Carver and Crispus Attucks and even Martin 
Luther King, Jr. were icons ... but not passionate realities. She would respond to 
the word "nigger, " and she knew in a deeply superficial intellectual way that "a 
mind is a terrible thing to waste," but Ellen would hardly consider boarding a bus 
to Macon, Georgia to take part in an anti-KKK march. She was a Modern Black 
Woman, at home in her East ?O's condo with a Puerto Rican cleaning woman 
who came in twice a week. 

She married Eddie, not quite as smart as her, not as quick as her, not as 
hopeful of doing great things as her. but he loved her. They had plans for a 
wonderful family, and it seemed to be coming to fruition when she became 
pregnant. Then disaster struck. The child died in a breech birth She went into 
a dark retreat mentally and couldn't connect with anyone. Including Eddie, 
who finally gave up and walked away The divorce was uncontested. 

Still, she had to make a living, so she applied at INGSAI Engineering. Her 
credentials were still good, and she made a good impression. The personnel 
director who hired her could sympathize. having lost a child of her own. Ellen's 
hopes were reawakened . 
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But one night Ellen worked late at her corporate enclave. And when she 
took the elevator down, past midnight, exhausted from completing a major 
acquisition document analysis she was unprepared for the elevator cage to 
stop only a floor beneath her office; and she was merely exasperated when the 
doors opened and she saw one of the men on the cleaning crew of the 
building, standing there in his bright yellow maintenance coverall, holding a 
supenntendent's bucket and squeegee. 

But when he entered the car, and with his keys locked off the mechanism 
that ran the elevator, she knew she was in trouble. 

He raped her repeatedly, sodomized her, beat her, and robbed her. He was 
not a maintenance man, he was the rapist and thief who had been terrorizing 
mid-Manhattan offices for the past six months. He left her on the floor of the 
elevator, and three months later, when they finally caught him, she had 
blocked the experience so completely-becau5e she had her career to think 
about-because she was a sensible Modern Black Woman-that she never even 
volunteered to come forward to join the twenty other women who put the 
slimebag in the penitentiary for life plus a hundred years. She didn't come 
forward because she had covered the horrible memory by descending into 
what psychiatrists call an " hysteric fugue" state. She cannot remember what 
happened .or even that something did happen, that changed her life But 
now. like an epileptic responding to a strobing red light by going into frozen 
stasis, she becomes hysterical and confused, immobile and unreachable by 
sight or sound, when confronted by massive accumulation of the color 
yellow-the color of the rapist's coverall. Frozen sometimes, whimpering other 
times; trembling and terrified, incapable of action or survival acts; she has a 
yellow barrier in her mind. 

And AM knows it. How many caverns of gold do you think AM makes sure 
are on the route of any journey Ellen takes? 

But she is a Modern Black Woman, and in her veins runs the blood of women 
who, seven generations earlier, were slaves; and that kind of blood beats strong. 
If it can overcome racism and violence, it can overcome the color yellow. If it 
hasn't been too watered down by years of self-indulgence and privilege 

4. TED 

Came from a world that Scott Fitzgerald knew was 
different: the world of the very rich. He had it all. .good 

looks, proper social stature. money, charm, wit, excellent 
manners, a personality that could charm a buzzard off a 
dead zebra. At least that's what everyone rn his high-life 
social set in Philadelphia thought. Ted was a grand grand 

fellow, and from a good family. 
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Except, it was all bullshit. Not a word of truth In 1t. Ted was Jay Gat"Sby. He 
was manufactured socialite The only thing real about him were the bills he ran 
up at Sulka and the Saks men's department. Before he magically appeared on 
the social scene m status-conscious Philly, he was someone else ... 

Ted was raised on a farm near Shelby, North Carolina. It was planted one­
third in rye. one-third in sorghum, one-third In sugar cane. He had six brothers 
and sisters, and the family didn't have a pot to piss in. They were tenant 
farmers; once they had owned the land itself but, durmg the Great Depression, 
Ted's grandfather had sold out to a combine Now the family worked from 
before sunrise till well after dark, and all for the right to just exist on what had 
been theirs originally. 

Ted had a knack for machinery. He could fix anything-combine, backhoe, 
shucker, even a laser-sweeper to take down the stalks of chaff after harvest. It 
was like magic...just let Ted lay his hand on a chittering car engine and he 
could tell you it needed new tappets, or the cam shaft was torqued improperly 
He could operate any kind of earth-mover or crane, and so it wasn't long 
before the family was renting him out to other spreads, other Jobs, like an actor 
on loan from the old MGM to one of the other studios. 

By the time he was thirteen, Ted was traveling as far away as St Louis. 
Toronto, and even Buffalo, working high steel, calibrating chassis 
dynamometers, repamng lathe-turning equipment. 

And hating every moment of 1t 
Pulled out of school, Ted was self-taught. He read like a demon. He had no 

time for girls, or drinking, or fun •.. he worked and he read. He devoured 
everything he could lay his hands on, fiction or non-fiction, technical or frivolous. 
And he never noticed that he was growing into an extremely handsome man. 
The kind of man women noticed. Particularly older women, the women whose 
husbands owned the spreads on which he labored There was one in Louisville 
who wanted him enough to pillage the joint bank account of her developer 
husband, and to give the money to nineteen-year-old Ted, with the proviso that 
they go away together. Away. to the Continent, to Paris and London and 
Budapest and Gstad for the skiing. Ted saw his chance, and he took it. 

And for the next five years she was not just his lover, but his tutor. She 
taught him in the ways of dining and speaking and carrying oneself with 
assurance, because she had been a Boston Brahmin herself, who had married 
Into money out of necessity. But who could not wait for Ted to come along for 
escape from the fat-gut developer husband with his Kentucky twang. 

For five years Ted learned everything there was to learn about being a 
socialite, about living the high hfe and never having to get carburetor grease 
under his fingernails again, not ever. And then. she died. Nothing malevolent, 
nothing serious .. she just had an aneurysm one night at the tables in a casino 
in Monte carlo, and she died. 
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And Ted discovered that she had invested the runaway money wisely .•. and 
had left it all to him. Now whoever he had been, whatever had been the family 
name shared by six brothers and sisters .. that name vanished, and so did the 
young man who had been that name Now he re-made himself, in the model 
she had demonstrated would be pleasing to those who lived as he wanted to 
live, and he became Theodore Something-or-Other with a pedigree. And he 
returned to America from the Continent with manners and money and 
stunning good looks. and he spent the next twenty years living a he. 

Until AM chose him and brought him below, where his secret was not only 
safe ... it was AM's trinket. 

No more champagne, no more vichyssoise, no more town cars and 
townhouses, no more adoring women who would steal an afternoon for a 
liaison with the handsome socialite in a plush assignation at the Plaza. Now 
there was no other heart to win but Ellen's, and no other friends to wine and 
dine with but Gorrister and Benny and Nimdok. And no other eye that could 
pierce the veil of his true identity save the eye of AM. Oh, Ted was ripe to be 
altered into a cynical paranoid 

Because the eye of AM was watching, and in the eye of that mad god there 
stands only the stripped naked Ted . the self he purposely killed. The ultimate 
paranoia: that the universe will discover one has murdered oneself. That one is 
both killer and killed. 

~- NIMDOK 

He was empty of compassion from birth forward. Born to 
Jewish parents hvmg rn Dusseldorf, he was one of the first 

to respond to the siren call of Adolf Hitler's nationalist 
movement, and by the age of fifteen he was one of the 
Chancellor's special sturmerkommandos, one of the 
Werewolves. He was also one of the first to deny his heritage 

and turn in his parents He didn't shed a tear as they were taken off to the camps. 
By the early '40s, he was working with Mengele. Why not, hadn't Der 

Fuehrer himself taken a shine to the boy with the odd name? Hadn't Hitler 
himself sent Nimdok through medical school? And hadn't the young man 
distinguished himself In his work with replication and cell structure analysis? 

It was destiny that Nlmdok should come to work side by side with the Angel 
of Death at the horror hotel known as Auschwitz Destiny that he should 
engage rn the most noxious and fearful experiments on human beings the 
world had ever seen. A kind of demented, perverted destiny that Nimdok 
should manage to escape with Herr Doktor Mengele when the Allies liberated 
the death camp and turned their eyes from the monstrous evil that had been 
done there. 
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And destiny that he should be Mengele's homosexual lover in Brazil for all 
those years. And destiny that he should inherit Mengele's fortunes and 
facilities in the heart of the Amazon jungle when the Angel of Death died in 
1979. 

But it was thinking ahead that gave him longevity and good health past the 
age of ninety. The experiments, the insane experiments had led N1mdok to 
breakthroughs in DNA and RNA implementation. But first only on unwary 
mestizo natives who chanced too close to his Amazon laboratory And when 
age and dementia and paralysis were about to take him, Nimdok injected 
himself with the serum, and it gave him another thirty years. 

But it was AM-who came for him even hidden as he was in what was left 
of the Brazilian rainforest-who gave him an additional 109 years. Down 
there, deep inside, where he only grew older and older, and wilier and more 
cunning, and more persistently tormented. 

But there was no doubting the truth of it: Nimdok was and is and will 
always be AM's favorite. That's because the mad god sees so much of himself 
as an apple-cheeked youth in the withered carcass of N1mdok, the son of the 
Angel of Death 
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Haulan Ellison 
lnteuview 

Monday, March 13, 1995, 2:00 PM at Mr. 
Ellison's home. 

Harlan Ellison, writer of the onginal short 
story "I Have No Mouth, and I Must Scream," 
1s interviewed by J. Michael Straczynsld, 
creator and Executive Producer of Babylon 5. 

J. Michael Straczynski: Now, as the author 
of "I Have No Mouth, and I Must Scream," 
what 1s, from your point of view, the premise 
of the story and what is the premise of the 
game, and are they the same? 

Harlan Ellison: The premise of the story is 
that there is nothing inherently bad about 
machines, any more than there is anything 
inherently bad about a science of any kind. 
It is what people do with science that makes it 
dangerous. In the story the computer AM is 
demented. It's demented because the flaws 
in the humans who programmed AM have 
shown up in the computer, and as a 
consequence its madness, its paranoia, its 
hatred of humanity manifests itself in a way 
that eventually leads 1t to destroy the entire 
human race And because it Is trapped in the 
center of the earth, because it has this giant 
intellect and can do nothing with it, it is 
forever a prisoner in its own madhouse. AM 
brings the last five people left on earth, saves 
them, saves those five people and brings 
them down below. to the center of the earth, 
so that AM can torment them endlessly, 
through all eternity. makes them almost 

immortal, so that their torment never ceases 
and in that way AM amuses itself. In the 
game, I discovered because of the fellow 
who helped design 1t. the guy who actually 
designed, David Sears (brilliant young kid), 
that there were aspects of the story that I 
had nevet even examined. Perhaps because I 
wrote "I Have No Mouth, and I Must 
Scream," In one night. In one blue-white fit 
of passion I sat down at a typewriter, like 
Captain Nemo sitting down at his organ 
and (playing) Toccatta and Fugue in D minor, and 
the next day lo and behold there was "I Have 
No Mouth, and I Must Scream." And it's 
remained virtually unchanged from that first 
draft, all the years that it has existed. And 
it's now one of the ten most reprinted stories 
in the English language, it's taught in 
hundreds of universities And I never thought 
anymore about the story, because I don't 
write sequels, I have never wntten a sequel 
to anything. And when David Sears began 
working on it, and I said to him, I want a 
game that you can not possibly win. And he 
said, "Well, that might, that might frustrate 
the player a little " I said, "A noble endeavor 
as far as I'm concerned, what better fun 1s 
there than to frustrate game players " But he 
said, "No, no, there probably should be a 
point to it." And when we began talking 
about what the game ought to do, he asked 
a question that I had never asked. "Why 
does AM bring these five people down? Why 
are these the f 1ve that AM has saved?" And 
I'd never thought about that, and so the 
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game 1s very different from the story in that 
we explore the backstory of all five of these 
characters. That's one of the major 
differences. 

JMS: What's curious is that ma way .•. the 
story was published when? Originally? 

HE: 1966 .. . maybe 66, 67 

JMS: Today, in the nineties, we have games 
that are total emergent games, where you go 
into the environment and you try to work 
your way out through devices and 
mechanisms a computer throws at you 

HE: Right. 

JMS: In a way, this story proceeds and, in a 
sense, creates the environment that we have 
now m computer games. It's sort of a pre-echo 
of what we have today. 

HE: You mean, I have once again predicted 
the future. 

JMS: You were ahead of your time. 

HE: Oh, boyl And when I discovered radium 
that was a good thing too. 

JMS: You and Curie had a thing going, you 
know. 

HE: Eve, a nice woman, a nice woman, 
terrible table manners, but other than that 
okay. 

JMS: What's good about some of the games 
today 1s that the author works with the 
company that makes the game. What was 
your contribution to all of this? 
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HE: Well, it's hard to put an hour designation 
on rt, because I've worked all the way through. 
I originally conceived what I wanted the game 
to do. I ongmally said that what I want the 
game to be 1s not a shoot 'em up, an arcade 
kind of thing What I wanted was a game that 
taught ethics. That 1f in fact you could not win 
this game at least you could lose better. The 
more ethically you played, the better choices 
you made as a human being, the better you 
could wmd up. As it turns out there is a better 
ending now. The game has evolved I worked 
long and hard creating the characters with 
David Sears. We worked for weeks. David came 
out here, from I think Georgia, and they put 
him in some horrendous little, you know, Bates 
motel out in the Valley, and he would travel 
here every day and we would work until the 
wee hours. I wrote the initial dialogue, I wrote 
the inibal scenes. I conceived of many of the 
smaller things. I worked all the way ... for 
instance ... 1'11 give you a for instance. Would 
you like a for instance? 

JMS: I'd like a for instance. 

HE: I'll give you a for instance. There's a lot of 
word games that are played, in the way that 
you would fmd in a, say, in a Tom Stoppard 
play. At one point one of the characters finds 
himself in a meat locker. A meat locker, and 
there are all these sides of beef hanging on 
hooks, and also hanging on a hook is his ex­
wife And he has had great bitterness towards 
her, since they were divorced and to get out of 
there and to proceed, and to progress, to 
become aware of what he needs to do to go 
further, he must make the ethical choice of 
taking her off the hook. Literally, he has to 
remove her from the hook To get off the 
hook, which is a slang phrase, but it's word 
play. That's one of the kinds of things I did. I 



conceived for the whole background for 
N1mdok, for instance, which is very much 
involved with the Holocaust, with my feelings 
about brutality, and the absolute pit to which 
human beings can descend if they don't 
maintain a moral and ethical center. 

JMS: Now you're familiar with the term focus 
groups, I believe. 

HE: Yes, I know what a focus group 1s. 
Wretched, hideous groups ..• 

JMS: Really? 

HE: Oh, yeah. Focus groups are the last 
bastion of business people who are too 
frightened to use their own opinions. So they 
bring in a bunch of random shlubs, from 
wherever they can find them, and ask them, 
"Let us have your opinion?" As if they have 
been working on the game for three years or 
five years, when in fact all they are 1s people 
who are suddenly ... they're like the guy out 
on the road when you've got a traffic jam, you 
know. the guy in the orange vest. They give a 
little yellow flag, and say, "Here be a big 
man." And he stands there and he holds up 
your side, because he doesn't like your car. You 
know, he's poor. so he doesn't like you driving 
a Bentley, so he holds up your whole line of 
cars. You give people this kind of power, to 
have opinions, what you wind up with 1s art by 
committee. And art by committee is not what I 
work 1n. I think you have to have a strong 
individual intellect behind any great piece of 
art. Or even any mediocre art. 

JMS: So mentioning N1mdok, 1f I mention to 
you that the focus groups felt they were 
troubled by references to the Holocaust. it 
might trivialize it. Your reaction would be? 
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HE: Oh, that's wonderful. I'm delighted 
that. .. They were intended to be disturbed by 
it. If they were not disturbed by it, I would 
not be doing my job The track that involves 
N1mdok ••. N1mdok is a degenerate. Nimdok 
worked, as a very young man, he worked as a 
lab assistant to the Nazi Dr. Mengele. In the 
prison camps, working with experimentation. 
And they discovered an antiagapic drug, a 
drug to keep them young. Mengele took it. 
and he gave 1t to Nimdok, because they 
were ... there 1s an inference that they were 
lovers as well, but that isn't really played in 
the game, but it's there in my mind, that's the 
background When the war was coming to an 
end and they escaped from the prison camp, 
they were able to hide out. Nimdok went to 
South America with Mengele. Mengele of 
course eventually died, was eventually found, 
but Nimdol<, nobody knew about him. So now 
here he is, as this story takes place-in our 
future, he's an old withered terrible man, but 
he will never die, because he he's got the 
antiagapic drug, he will JUSt stay older and 
more withered. And he is a beast, he's 
probably worse than a beast because Mengele 
was a conscious monster. N1mdok would say, 
"I was 1ust doing my JOb. I was just assisting." 
He was one of the good people who did not 
object. And when people are disturbed by this 
track, it is because I wish them to be 
disturbed, that's why it was put in there. Franz 
Kafka said, "Why read a book that does not 
disturb you. If a book does not give you a 
blow in the head why bother with 1t " That's 
the way I feel about it. Even something like a 
game. This is a computer game. The word 
game, bothers me. Games. Games are what 
you use to while away your time. Games are 
what divert you from the important things m 
life. Howard Cosell, one of the great sports 



announcers of all time, referred to sports as 
"the toy shop of life." He said, "This is what 
they give you to divert you from the 
important things that are really happening." 
He said, you may worship some nuclear 
family, called the Rams or the Saints or the 
Cowboys, and never know that the people 
living next door to you are poor and poverty 
stricken and are going to have to declare 
bankruptcy and their child is dying of 
lymphnodic cancer. I put things in everything I 
do that are intended to rattle the cage. Stir 
the soup People say, "Well, you only write to 
shock." Duhhhl Yeah, okay. That is a noble 
endeavor to shock I mean there are already 
enough people in the world that will put you 
to sleep, with their insurance-no, no, don t 
worry about 1t. Don't worry about skin heads. 
Don't worry about fascism. Don' t worry about 
the Ku Klux Klan. Don't worry about the far 
Right. None of these things really matter. 
Everything 1s fine. Hummmmm ... That is not 
the way the world runs. So I take it upon 
myself, whether 1t 1s a vainglorious and 
ignoble pursuit, whether I'm an egomaniac or 
not. Part of my job. Part of my job is to stir 
the soup, and the track in this game, u I Have 
No Mouth, and I Must Scream," that stirs the 
soup is the Nimdok track and is intended to 
upset people. 

JMS: Well, with all the background noise In 
today's society, you have to shock to get their 
attention. Once you have their attention, you 
have to provide something more than that. 

HE: And, I absolutely agree. that too many 
things are reduced to white noise. That you 
begin to ignore ..• 

JMS: Yes. 

HE: I was talking today to the head of the 
Sci-Fi Channel. I do these commentaries on 
the Sci·F1 Channel. And because I do not 
have the Set-Fi Channel here in my home, 
the only time I see the show in which I am 
the commentator is when they send me a 
cassette. And I was at a conference last week 
in Atlanta, I believe. and a bunch of people 
came up and they said, "Gee. could you 
complain to the Sci-Fi Channel about this 
colophon that they run, it looks like Saturn." 
A little Saturn. And this is what all of the 
channels are doing. You know the NBC 
buzzard and the CBS eye, and Ufetime has 
the LIF bigger that the face of whoever is on 
the screen. And so I was talking today to 
Barry Schulman, the president of the Sci-fl 
Channel. I said, "Would you mind removing 
it when my commentary is on?" He said, 
uAbsolutely not. I can not (grumble)," I 
mean he was adamant about it. He said, 
"People want it, people want it." And I said, 
"I don' t believe that for a second." He said, 
" We've had focus groups and they've told us 
that they like 1t, because they like to know 
what channel they are on." And I thought to 
myself, "You know I don't mind if he thinks 
I'm a moron, but I really do resent it when 
he talks to me as 1f he thinks I'm a moron, 
because people don't want some obstruction 
on their screen even if it's faint, even if it's 
vague. You mean they don't know where 
they are on the channel, well again, 
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duhhhh . Get a TV Guide and you'll know 
where you are " But he said that now people 
have become accustomed to it and that's 
one of the temfymg things about no cultural 
history. This thing of racial amnesia. They can 
keep telling you .. 1f you're an. I don't know, 
average game player-what eighteen, 
nineteen. twenty, twenty one years old?­
and you've never lived in a time when we 



didn't walk on the moon. You don't know 
what a thrill it was the first time we turned 
on television, and saw people walking on the 
moon. You think that a Clark Bar 1s actually 
supposed to be the size of your finger, and 
taste like, I don't know, dog dung, instead of 
chocolate, because they don't use chocolate 
anymore. You don't know that there is better 
food than McDonald's toad burgers, because 
you've been brought up to believe that's an 
actual meal. And you can get people to 
believe anything And as a consequence 
things like the Holocaust, which are a 
necessary part of our memory. Knowing 
about the Holocaust is as importaht as 
knowing who your mother and father 
were, knowing where you came from, 
knowing what you belreve in. It 1s a part of 
history that no one should ever forget. And I 
use the trope of the Holocaust frequently in 
my work. And when someone says, "Well, 
it's going to trivialize it, ' cause it's in a 
game." Nothing. Nothmg could triviahze the 
Holocaust. I don't care whether you mention 
it in a comic book. on bubble gum wrappers, 
in computer games, or write it in graffiti on 
the wall. Never forget. Never forget. And 
putting 1t in this game is intended, to annoy 
people, to shock people, to upset people. 

JMS: In most games, like Myst or Gadget, or 
Doom, or Doom II, or Doom Ill, you come 
away with perhaps better hand eye 
coordination, perhaps a sense of having a nice 
surreal experience In this game you come out 
with a sense of ethical choices that have to 
get made A history of the Holocaust. cultural 
references. Do you feel that game designers 
and game players need this kind of exposure 
to things, and what else would you want 
them to come away with? 
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HE: Well... l'd answer the question, but I 
think whatever answer I would give .•. l 'm not 
dodging the question, it's just that I think, I 
think it would be presumptuous of me to say 
any damn thing. I mean I am a visitor in the 
medium. I don't for a moment pretend to be 
a gaming person. The extent of my gaming 
experience is that coming back from 
England, I played Jurassic Park for three 
wasted hours on a plane. On a TV set about 
this big, and at the end of three hours I said, 
how can people spend years doing this, 1t is 
an utter and absolute stupid waste of time. I 
did the game because, I guess, first of all 
somebody asked me People say. "Well if you 
don't like games how come you did it?" 
Well, stupid, because somebody osked me to 
do it. Basically it seemed like a good idea at 
the time. I don't think about these things 
more than that One game is all I 'm ever 
going to do, I mean, I'm making this 
announcement right now and I know the 
people at Cyberdreams are going to love to 
hear this. because they wanted to do a 
sequel to this. There will be no sequel, as far 
as I'm concerned . There may be something 
in the contract that I don't know about that 
they can go for, but as far I know this is the 
game. I don't plan to do another game. I 
don't plan to write another game, I don't 
plan to be involved in another game. I've 
gotten calls from a lot of other companies 
and I've just said I'm not interested. This is 
my one venture So If you ask me, should 
programmers come away with this or that or 
the other thing 

JMS: Or game players. 

HE: Or game players. It's not my place to say. 
I did this game because it's this game and 1t is 
based on my work and I 'm involved in it all 



the way. There ts a lot of my dialogue in it, I 
mean you'll hear my voice ..• Well, as a 
matter a fact, you' ll hear my voice as the 
voice of AM, the demented computer. But m 
all of the dialogue you will hear my smart 
mouth, and the way I speak, and the way my 
stories read. Beyond this, this is my venture. 
Now watch, two minutes after we get done 
with this and the phone will ring and it will be 
I don't know, who's the big .. . 

JMS: Lucas Arts 

HE: Lucas Arts, and they'll say we want to 
give you the Baja Peninsula, plus Iowa for 
your spare lime, to do another game 
Probably I would have to consider it. But as 
far as I can tell at this time, I can't think of a 
price anybody would come up with that 
would make me want to do another game. 

JMS: What's your opinion. what you have 
seen of the games that have been around? 
The storytelling techniques and how could 
the interactive venue profit from good 
storytellers? 

HE: Well as I say, my experience with games 
1s very limited I was asked to be the key note 
speaker at a Computer Game Developers 
Conference, maybe two years ago. and by 
the way upset them so much that there were 
editorials in one of the magazines about what 
a know nothing and a Luddite and a moron I 
was So, I think that any product, I don't care 
whether it's peanut butter or computer 
games. can benefit from better storytelling. 
We are a storytelling species, that's what we 
do. You talk about the oldest profession being 
farming. and the second oldest being 
whoring . I think probably, storytelling may be 
the third oldest profession. And the idea of 
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the cliff-hanger, people sitting around the fire 
and the wayfaring wander who says, u • •• and 
they were just about to fall over the cliff 
and ... 1f you give me a few more drachma, I 
will tell you what happened." I mean that's 
where the cliff-hanger came from. I think 
storytelling enhances any product. The better 
the story, the better the storyteller. the adroit 
the storyteller. the more inventive, can' t help 
but make a better product. Now I have 
looked at, there was a game I've looked at 
called Wolfenstein. I probably shouldn't be 
bad mouthing another game, but I looked at 
this and I found it certifiably demented. I 
mean here is this thing where people get 
large holes blown in them as they run around 
through catacombs, McNazis. and I thought 
well, probably this was not the end result of 
us getting the opposable thumb. 

JMS: As someone who ... 

HE: Am I holding back, am I. .. 

JMS: A little. I think you should be a httle 
more straightforward. 

HE: I'm being reticent because I know this 
tape is going to be shown to a lot of people 
who are going to take offense. 

JMS: Yes, well, there you are. Now, you, of 
course work on a manual typewriter. 

HE: Yes, I do. I work on a manual typewriter. 
Not even an electric, a manual. 

JMS: And you' re working now on a 
computerized venue. Do you see a 
contradiction here or has it all been part of 
the process. 



HE: No, not only do I not see a contradiction, 
but the other night, when David, the new 
game designer came on, we had to go back 
over and I had to redo some of the dialogue. 
And he was playing the game for me, he was 
running, "I Have No Mouth, and I Must 
Scream" on a little monitor at the kitchen 
table here. And I said, "Okay, well let's have 
her ... no wait •.. she would say •.• wait a 
minute .•. " And I went and got my typewriter. 
I went and got a portable typewriter and I 
brought it down and I set it up right in front 
of the monitor and I rolled in a piece of 
paper I said, "No, that's stupid, what she 
would say would be this." And I whipped it 
out and gave 1t to him. He came away with 

a sheaf of papers like this . Now I think on 
the typewriter. See, I'm not. .. you got 
to understand something, or ..• you already 
understand this Joe. But for those of you out 
there who like all the toots and whistles on 

your machinery and have to keep up with the 
Joneses, with whatever, you know, modem 
thing you've got gomg. I think people should 
use the level of technology that best suits the 

1ob. Form follows function. If a shovel is 
going to dig the hole best, then you don't 
need a back hoe. If a typewriter can do the 
job, or a quill pen, or a computer. use 
whatever does the job. For me, because I use 
these two fingers, I taught myself to type, 
and I type 120 words a minute with two 
fingers, I seldom make mistakes I put foot 
pounds of energy, when I get the computer, 
the damn thing doesn't spring back. and so I 
make nothing but typos . I like to look at a 
manuscript. I like to look at the shape of 
8 1/ 2-by-11 inch page. It has meaning for 
me, it has vibrancy, it has life. And there's my 
energy, in every one of those keys. Every 
image that is struck on that page came from 
me hitting it ... like that. It is my foot pounds 

of energy. My contact with my reader 1s 
closer in that way. Other people work on 
computers. As we say in Yiddish Losm de, you 
should hve and be well. Work on a damn 
dirigible, what the hell do I care. just don't 
come and continue to bust my chops and call 
me a Luddite, cause I don't subscribe to your 
cockiness. If you want to work with a 
computer, go in peace, but get off my back, 
don't bust my chops. 

JMS: You mention toots and whistles ... 

HE: Yes. 

JMS: What toots and whistles does this game 
have? Whal images, what kind of graphics, 
what kind of music, what does it have that 
people will see when they play this game? 

HE: The finest graphics known to Western 

Civilization. 
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JMS: My God. 

HE: I cannot begin to tell you. When you 
look at your monitor, you will think you are 
looking through a window at the real world, 
that's how good they are. Voices, ahhh ... the 
angels sing on this game. We are listening to 

the music of the spheres. How the hell do I 
know? I'm not .I told you I 'm not a computer 
guy I designed the story, I did the dialogue, I 
Invent all the stuff that's going to get 
Cyberdreams in trouble, but I have no idea. 
There is one special secret thing. which of 

course some big mouth will blow. of course, 
because there always is some big mouth that 

has ... can't get his or her jollies, unless they 
say. "Oh, you know what the secret is ... well 
the secret is blub, blub, blub .... " And of 
course they screw it up for everybody else. 



That's like the guy who tells you the end of 
the movie while you're in the line ready to go 
in. I would happily nail that sucker's head to 
the coffee table, plus his momma and his 
mamma's pets . There 1s a secret.. . there is a 
secret in this game, which I cannot reveal, in (act, 

bamboo sltve/"$ under the ~nger ncils could not drag 
from me this knowledge. But apart from that you 
can expect absolute state-of-the-art stuff. 

JMS: So, how would you describe the mood 
of this game in terms of the artwork and the 
music and what does it create for the viewer? 

HE: The mood of this game is unrelenting 
angst and unsettlement The game is 
intended to keep you at a tilt, from the start 
to the finish This is the sort of game that 
Franz Kafka would have either written or 
enjoyed playing, I think. It is not a game to 
put you to sleep. It's not Donkey Kong and it 
is definitely not Mario's. There is no cute 
cuddlies in this game, there is not one. I don't 
know what you call it, a frame or a scene 
or whatever the hell you call it.. there 1s not 
one aspect of this thing that is, that is easy. 
See, I don't think art should be easy That's 
one of the great arguments I've always heard 
for using a PC to write stories on. which in 
my view is the reason we have these long­
winded bloated overblown trilogies of fantasy 
novels, you know, filled with fuzzy-footed 
little creatures and unicorns I think that say 
that, If I use a computer it is easier. you 
know, if I get it wrong .if l start, if I write 
20,000 words and then I discover that well, 
no, that's where the beginning of the story is, 
all I have to do is just push a button 
and .•• What a moron. 20,000 words into your 
story and you didn't even know that's where 
it started. You 1mbec1le. You know. you ought 
not to be writing. you ought to be planting 

trees on a hillside, serving the common 
wheel. bettering the world . So. comes the 
argument for computer is, well, 1t makes it 
easier. Wrong. Art should not be easier. 
Farming should be easier. Sex should be 
easier. 

JMS: Plumbing? 

HE: Plumbing should definitely be easier 
Heart surgery should be a lot easier, having 
been through it. 

JMS: Income taxes. 

HE: Income taxes definitely should be easier. 
Unwrapping saltwater taffy that has been 
sitting around for about a year ... very difficult. 
These are all things that should be easier. but 
art should always be harder. You should pull it 
out with some pain . It should cost you 
something to produce art; otherwise, it ain't 
art, it's mediocrity. So, in this game, I ... I'm 
not even remotely suggesting that a computer 
game. this one or any other, is anything even 
remotely approaching art, but there is a sense 
of artfulness that I had, that David Sears had, 
that this new David, whose last name I've 
totally forgotten because I've only heard it 
once ... begins with a W, I remember that I'm 
not getting old and senile. it's just that I only 
heard the name once and I wrote 1t down and 
duhhh .. 

JMS: We'll forgive you . 
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HE: Anyhow, he's a very nice guy and we work 
very, very hard. He and Craig came over the 
other night, we just slaved for five hours, but 
we did Thai food, which was very nice .•. which 
we made Cyberdreams pay for. So, there is a 
seriousness of purpose. in making this game. 

.. 



JMS: Then that brings me to one of your 
favorite quotes, which is "To find is to kill, to 
suggest is to create." By taking this game, 
which is, as you say, a landmark in science 
fiction literature, and going from the theatre of 
the mind to putting on the screen and defining 
it and making it literal, has it lost that 
artfulness? 

HE: Well, no, I mean •.. I know you are asking 
me questions that have been provided to you, 
but you and I both know that's a moron 
question. Because when you transmogrify 
something from one form to another, it loses, 
bul it also gains. If I take a story that is 
completely Internalized, say as a story called 
"The Fourth Year of the War." which is a guy 
ruminating about people he wants to kill 
because they messed over his father when he 
was a kid. And I tried to change that to, say, 
do a lelev1s1on scnpt of 1t, or a comic book 
adaptation, I can no longer use the internal 
monologue, because you wind up with a 
voice-over if you 're in television, and you wind 
up with captions: " I thought this ... and I 
thought that. " 

JMS: Literature is internal and television 1s 
external. 

HE: Exactly. This is a different art form, this is 
a different medium, and so you adapt to it. 
The aspects of "I Have No Mouth, and I Must 
Scream," the story, that I have brought to this 
are transliterate They are things that go from 
one to the other, they are visual. It's a very 
visual story. I mean when they come into the 
ice caverns and find the giant, mythic bird of 
Norse legend. that's very visual. The subtle 
stuff, the surreal stuff, the magic realism twists 
that you would get m a novel of the Latin 
American boom, say Gabriel Garcia Marquez 

or writers like that, that is lost. No, it's not, I 
think about it and I tell a lie. It is not lost, it is 
altered, 1l 1s transmogrified. It appears in a 
different way. There is an eerie look to this 
game. An eerie look. Or maybe it's just 
because I'm unfamiliar with the way games 
are supposed to look, because J haven't 
played that many. But when I look at the 
actual games of the character of whatever 
track moving through. I say, " God, that's 
really bizarre, it's strange. " because the 
movement is not .it's very much like. it's 
a simulacrum of life It's not life like, like, say, 
a Disney cartoon There's a jerkiness to it 
because It's computer generated, but that in 
some way enhances the strangeness of this 
story It is a very strange story. 

JMS: It's very surreal. 

HE: Yeah. The story 1s very surreal, and it 
takes place, the entire story takes place in 
the mind of a mad god and anything can 
happen and the people are mere pawns, and 
the player becomes a pawn. The player 
becomes, I suspect in some ways, the sixth 
person brought down into AM's belly. And 
the torment that you get in the game is the 
torment that the people in the game 
experience Boy is that good, I wish I'd 
thought of that earlier. Makes 1t sound like I 
know what the hell I'm talking about, 
doesn't 1t? 
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JMS: You mentioned there's a story behind 
Ellen 

HE: Yes, well. .. one of the characters 1s a 
woman named Ellen. And m the original 
story ••• now very few people, because a lot of 
people read in a slovenly manner, these days. 
People will read this story and not perceive 



that the story is being told by a guy who is 
paranoid. AM has altered each of these five 
people in different ways. And the guy who's 
telling the story, Ted, is paranoid, so 
everything he says can not be relied upon. 
It's not that he's lying, it's that he's been 
turned, he's been made crazy, and so he 
reports things. And the kindest person in the 
story is this woman, Ellen, who cares about 
people, she shows the only real humanity. 
Everybody else 1s kind of worried about 
themselves. She worries about other people, 
and he calls her a whore, and reviles her in 
the story. And people who look at this, 
"Oh, the guy who wrote this hates women." 
No, no, no, quite the contrary. Ellen is the 
nicest person m the story But you have to 
read it in context. Well, a number of years 
ago, when the story had already become fairly 
famous and had won a number of awards, I 
got a call from a guy who was one of the 
people who was running a Modern Language 
Association Conference, The MLA, Modem 
Language Association . Anybody who's been in 
college knows that this is the great Brahman 
of academia. The MLA is the great gray secret 
Master of the Universe. And everyone pays 
obeisance to it, because everyone has to 
publish or perish otherwise they don' t get 
tenure So, they've a lot of magazines, the 
MLA has a lot of magazines, and if you can 
deliver papers at a MLA conference, you can 
be on your way toward getting a doctorate, 
or a professorship, or tenure. So I got a call 
from one of these guys, who said, whom I've 
known for years, and he said, " You ain't 
going to believe this," he said, " but you are 
now famous enough that someone 1s 
delivering a paper on you on 'I Have No 
Mouth, and I Must Scream,"' at this MLA 
conference at, I don't know, I think it was 
the University of Michigan, I can' t remember 
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now And I said, " No, come on, you know 
I've got to be dead at least fifty years for 
that to happen." Because they don' t like to 
do papers on people who are living because 
you can contradict them. See they can 
make up anything they want, academics can 
say anything they want. So .•. am I talking too 
much? 

JMS: It's fine. 

HE: Okay. So he said, "You know it would be 
a real deuce if you kind of just appeared." 
And I said, "Can we do that?" And he said, "I 
believe it can be done " So, sure enough I .. 

JMS: Live authors are so annoying. 

HE: Oh yeah. Yeah, live authors are very 
annoying. They refuse to stand still, they are 
like a chicken running around while you 
are trying to cut its head off and mount it. 
So. I was there and I heard this Jesuit priest, 
Father William something or other, give this 
learned paper on " I Have No Mouth, and I 
Must Scream." And it was filled with, you 
know, all the crap that they confuse you with 
in college, that they teach kids that drives 
them nuts Like you know, the basic 
Appoflonian Dionysian conflict, that here we 
have the crucifixion and resurrection 
symbolism, but he didn't have a clue what 
the story was about I mean not even, he 
wasn' t even in the ball park So after he got 
all done .which 1s mean as hell, but you 
know as long as you' re beating up on 
professors no one objects. They are the last 
group you can really revile. 

JMS: That's true. 
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HE: Them, and people from Iceland, because 
they're so small, nobody cares if you're not 
politically correct about them. Also the French 
because everybody hates the French. 

JMS: True. 

HE: So, the guy who was running that 
section said, "Father whatever his name 
was, we have quite a surpnse for you." Said, 
"The author of that story, Harlan Ellison, is 
sitting here in the back, he's in the 
audience." Well, the guy looked like they 
had taken a cork out of his backside. I 
mean, the blood drained out of him, the guy 
was a Baggie filled with blood at one 
moment and he was empty the next and he 
sard, "Ebebebe," (That's Warner Bros.) 
"Well wouldn't you like lo have Mr. Ellison 
come up and comment..." Now he wanted 
that about as much as he wanted a 
hysterectomy with a rotorooter. but you 
know, it was like a TV audience. "Well we 
understand that you play the kazoo, you will 
play the kazoo." "No, no. I can't play." 
"Oh, come on folks, you want to hear him 
play •. " And every shlep in the audience, 
like they really don't want to hear a kazoo, 
but they want to see someone get 
embarrassed, you know they can't play the 
kazoo well . So, this guy had to accede to 
this demented request, where if 1t had been 
I, I'd have said, "No, I don't want to hear a 
word from him, I'm right he's wrong." So. I 
get up there and this guy •.• I shook his hand 
and I start lo Lalk. and I say, ''Father .. " 
Then I realized that any conversation that 
you have to begin calling somebody Father 
you've lost, already. 

JMS: (Overlap) You've lost. 
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HE: Yes, exactly. So I said, "What was your 
name again?" And he said, "William whatever 
it was." And I said. "8111." 

JMS: (Overlap) Bill. 

HE: Exactly. "Bill," I said, "I listened to 
everything you said, it was really lovely. You 
had some great stuff in there," I said, "But 
basically I think you're stuffed with wild 
blueberry muffins." And that was the phrase I 
used. And he said, "Well . what do you 
mean?" I sard, "Well you talk all this and all of 
this and all of this, and you didn't even notice 
that Ellen's black." And he said, "What?" I 
said, "She's a black woman '' He said, "Where 
is that? Where is that m the story?" So I 
grabbed the story, he had a copy with the 
paper, I grabbed it and I said, "Right here, 'Her 
face black against the snow'." I said, "What 
the hell did you think I was saying there?" He 
said ..• "Well, I thought that was a symbolism 
and ... " And I said, " I rest my case." Making 
Ellen a blad< woman, but never mentioning it 
except the once in the story has delighted my 
African Amencan, I hate that phrase: African 
Amencan, my black readers, but has 
enormously pissed off endless groups of 
academics. So that.. .we ... 

JMS: A worthy cause, unto itself. 

HE: Yes, it's a worthy cause So we made 
Ellen black in the game 

JMS: Good. 

HE: The only problem 1s, I was told that... 
she's walking around in the game, and she's 
wearing this kind of hke business suit and I 
said. "Here is a woman who has been in the 
belly of a computer for 109 years." 
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JMS: It's going to wear off. 

HE: Yeah, she's going to be pretty raggedy 
And they said, "Well, 1t costs, it will take up a 
lot of pixels. Is that what it is7 

JMS: Yeah. 

HE: Pixels, to make raggedy clothing, so she's 
really well dressed. These kinds of things 
bother me, but I guess they are the 
parameters of the equation one calls ... 
computer art 

JMS: Now, in the interface ..• our point of 
view character is paranoid, who can you really 
trust in the game? 

HE: Well ... 

JMS: Does it lie to you7 

HE: No, it doesn't work that way. That's in 
the story, in the game, you stand on the 
outside and you run the five track with 
the five characters. One of them is paranoid. 
One of them 1s Nimdok, this monster. A 
third one is Ellen, a hysteric and you find out 
why hysteric and why she is immobilized by 
her own hysteria. Ted is the paranoid 

JMS: So you can be any of these characters 
during the course of the game You can play a 
different person each time. 

HE: Yeah, yeah. You can play any one of the 
five tracks and they will mess you over really 
good and I'm not sure I should even use the 
word win. There's no winning, there's places 
you can go and things you can do and not to be 
too Zen about 1t, 'It 1s not the destination always 
that is great. 1t is the journey that one takes.' 

JMS: The process. 

HE: The process. It's a real process game. If 
you like playing computer games, 1f you're 
into that kind of thing, this one will unravel 
your pantyhose. I mean. it is a real nice game 
to play. 

JMS: Most games are goal oriented. You find 
that piece of paper. You find the treasure. You 
get to a certain room, it's all goal oriented 
rather than process oriented. 

HE: Yeah, well, there are goals, there are 
things to find, all the toots and whistles. 

JMS: That's the core of it though. 

HE: No, the core of it is something larger and 
more, I hope, human. More concerned with 
the human condition. All the other stuff that 
you get when you get a computer game es 
there: the color, the noise, and the things to 
find and the clues, and all that kind of stuff, 
they're all there. You get everything that you 
would get, but wait, there's more. You get 
Ginsu knives with this game. 

JMS: So parent groups should like this, it 
teaches morality and ethics lo their children? 
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HE: Well, parents' groups Parents' groups 
exist to be alarmed. If they are not alarmed 
this week about a computer game, they will 
be alarmed this week about Dungeons & 
Dragons. If it's not that it will be comic 
books. If it's not that 1t will be television. If 
it's not that it's going to be drugs. They're 
always concerned about something else 
rather than the fact that they don't know 
how to raise their children, because they 
were bad children themselves and became 



• 

bad adults. Their lack of morality, their lack of 
ethics shows up in their own kids and they 
are confused. They want to beat the crap out 
of their kids, because they are behaving 
exactly hke the parents. I'm not sure that 
parents' groups will like this game. This is a 
disturbing game. What they like are games 
that are filled with daffodils and ... 

JMS: Bunny rabbits . 

HE: Bunny rabbits, and little things that hop 
around If you can change the bunny's color 
from pink to paisley, you will win. It's not 
like that. This is a game that says, the human 
condition 1s composed of unequal parts of 
courage, and friendship, and ethics, and self­
sacrifice, and brutality, and bestiality, and 
degeneracy, and mendacity. That is what I 
think, 1s the nobility of this game, 
understanding, 1n however small measure. 
that we are not alone, that we are all inside 
the same skin. And for the time you play this 
game, 1t has the mouth. Which I guess goes 
back to the title, "I Have No Mouth, and I 
Must Scream." This game 1s the mouth to 
express some aspects of the human 
condition. 

JMS: You come from a unique perspective, in 
addition to working in fiction and literature, 
you have also worked as a television writer 
and have cntiqued the media, and now 
you're working in computers. How do you 
see the coexi!'.tence of television and 
computer games, multimedia interactive, 
films? Is it blurring, 1s the line sort of fading 
between the d1ff erent ones? How will they 
get along together? Will one replace the 
other? Pontificate for us, Harlan. 
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HE: Well, you ask me to go into a much 
larger venue here. I have long been the 
specter at the banquet about television . I 
mean, I've worked in television, I've worked 
in film, and now I'm working in computer 
graphics, or whatever the medium is called. I 
look on it with some concern. I think the 
printed word 1s the perfect medium. I think a 
book is the perfect cassette. You can start it 
wherever you want. you can stop it wherever 
you want. You can run it backward anyway 
you want It has absolute perfect pitch and 
tone and color and characters look exactly as 
you wish them to look and they souhd 
exactly as you wish to hear them. It's the 
perfect cassette But we have produced 
several generations now of people who are 
sloppy. They'd much rather sit on their asses 
and watch telev1s1on, or sit on their asses and 
play computer games, then expend the effort 
to get themselves involved with the real 
interactive media, which is a book. There 1s 
nothing more Interactive than a book. All of 
these other things that call themselves 
interactive, require you to sit there like a slug 
on a rose, and press buttons or flip switches. 
And I look on that as the death of intellect I 
do not see Ricki Lake talk shows and 

television and computer games as the way 
out to get us a more enlightened electron 
We elect people ltke Clinton, Reagan, and 
Nixon and the rest of them, because we have 
been taught that this is the best we can hope 
for. Anybody who has ever read Thomas 
Jefferson's works knows very well that we 
can have a lot better. I think these mediums 
are created to lie to us and keep us asleep. I 
think we are programmed by inarticulate 
conspiracies . l don' t think there are twelve 
gray bearded men sitting on a glass 
mountain top, who say, "all right. let's keep 
them stupid." I think it is society's need to 
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keep producing drones. Big business, multi­
nationals, they need to have consumers. And 
that is what we are raised to be, from the 
moment we leave the womb, we are raised 
to be consumers of products Whether it's 
twenty-seven Spider-Man comics, when the 
world only really needs one Or it's a new 
car every year, or it's raspberry flavored 
tampons . We are trained to buy. 

JMS: And to be distracted. 

HE: And to be distracted. They keep you 
distracted and you won't have to notice that 
you're being screwed left and right. We have 
very little control over our lives anymore And 
those who try to gain control of their lives are 
called rebels, cnminals, renegades, and they are 
inevitably swatted down one way or the other. 
You shouldn't ask me this question this is a 
hobby horse that I reluctantly ride I've been 
nding it all my hf e and I go to bed angry and I 
get up angrier the next day. And I keep 
waiting, I keep waiting for a day .•. I remember 
there was a day-I digress-I woke up one 
day, and the moment I woke up, I woke up 
ternfic, and the day looked great. and the 
window was open and it smelled great. This 
was not all that long ago, maybe eleven­
twelve years ago. And I said, "This 1s going to 
be the best day of my life. Absolutely the best 
day ... " I knew it. 

JMS: Your first perfect day 

HE: It was. It was an absolutely perfect day, 
man. A lot of little problems that had been 
bothering me, they all came together. Five or 
six little tag ends, just took ... there was no 
shitty stuff in the mail, there were no people 
busting my chops. The food was good that 
day. I was happy All day I felt happy. And I 
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could only remember five or six days in my 
life that I had felt that good. And I said, "This 
is what it feels like to have a happy day." 
Why don't we have five of these a week, and 
two shitty days, but it's the other way 
around. It's the other way around, you've got 
six days in which you go slugging waste deep 
through crap, just so you can get to one 
moment where you can sit and have a glass 
of milk and a Fig Newton. You know. That 
isn't right, that isn't the way human beings 
should live. 

JMS: It's because art is hard and perfection is 
hard 

HE: Art is hard. Perfection is hard. 

JMS: The perfect day is the hardest thing of all. 

HE: Yeah. And for me, I turn on the news in 
the morning and I listen to the news and I go 
(groan), "I thought it could get no worse." 
But it gets worse every day. And I'm just one 
of those type of people, I worry about the 
rest of the human race. I don't think I'm 
particularly noble. or ... J'm not an important 
person. Ralph Nader is an important person. 
Carl Sagan is an important person Eleanor 
Roosevelt was an important person I'm not 
an important person, I'm a storyteller, I'm a 
professional liar. That's how I make my 
living. I make up these funny, interesting 
little stories . Maybe somebody will feel 
better after they read one, maybe somebody 
will be smarter after they read one, maybe. 
Maybe. But as I say a hundred times, if I had 
it to do over, even having written all the 
books I've written, and won all the awards, 
I've won, and all the acclaim .•. I mean the 
reason they're sitting here doing a tape of 
me is I 've got some low-level celebrity. I'd 



pack it all in .. . if I were to start over, I would 
be a plumber. I tell that to people, they 
laugh. They think I'm making it up. It's not 
funny. I think a plumber, a good plumber 
who really cares and doesn't overcharge afld 
make sure things are right. does more good 
for the human race in a given day than fifty 
writers. In the history of the world, there are 
maybe, what, twenty, thirty books that ever 
had any influence on anybody, maybe the 
Intellects of Confucius, maybe ''The Son of 
the Peloponnes1an War," maybe "Uncle 
Tom's cabin " If I ever wnte anything that is 
remembered five minutes after I'm gone, I 
will consider myself having done the job 
well I work hard at what I do, I take my 
work very senously I don't take me 
particularly seriously. But I take the work 
very seriously. But I don't think writing is all 
that inherently a noble chore. I think being a 
plumber 1s a noble chore. When the toilet 
overflows I don' t need Dostoyevsky coming 
to your house. And I tell people that's what I 
would do, I would get myself a job as a 
plumber. I would go back to brick laying, 
which I used to do. I would become all 

electrician. Not an electrical engineer. I 
would become an electrician. I would, you 
know, install a night light in a kid's nursery 
and at the end of the day, if I felt like 
writing, I would write something. I don't 
know what that has to do with the game or 
anything, but you asked so I told you. 

JMS: You mention people who are out of 
control their whole lives, and nowhere is that 
more true than for the characters m this 
particular story. Could you introduce us briefly 
to each of the characters who are here? You 
mentioned Ellen already, and ... 

HE: Well, there's Ellen. Ellen rs an ex-
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technician, she worked In an engineering 
firm, she's a black woman who has some 
strange and troubling things in her past. In 
the game she 1s often immobilized by her 
own hystena and she doesn' t know where it 
comes from and her self discovery, of where 
it comes from, rs very important to 
proceeding in her track. Then theres Benny. 
Benny has been altered by AM physically, so 
that Benny is now almost half man, half 
beast. He is completely a product of emotion 
now, and passions. He is sort of an idiot 
savant, and he's one of AM's favorite toys, 
which is not a good thing to be because AM 
is mad. As mad as a computer god could be 
Then there's Nlmdok, whom I've told you 
about. He's the assistant to the butcher 
Mengele. And he is a man who has allowed 
to happen or personally performed some of 
the most hideous acts that a human bemg 
can perform. And is there salvation for him 
within the confines of the game. well... 
that's an mteresting question to that the 
game will answer. Then there is Ted who is 
the narrator. And Ted is, I don' t know, I 
suppose Robert Redford. turned into a 
paranoid. 

JMS: Is that redundant? 

HE: Is that redundant? No. Robert Redford is 
not Robert Redford 1s one of the truly good 
people fn the world, as is Sundance. Was he 
Sundance? He was Sundance. Butch. You 
know who Butch is? 

JMS: Yes. An Institute. The Sundance 
Institute 

HE: Who the hell is the fifth character? Why 
can't I thmk of who the ftfth character .•. 
(Off Camera Voice: Gorrister) 



HE: Oh, yeah, there's Gorrister. Gorrister's ... 
Gorrister. The story opens with Gorrister 
hanging upside down, bare naked, hanging 
upside down from a pink palette, like an 
artists palette, 1ust free floating there, and 
he's hanging by one heel, upside down, and 
his throat has been cut and he's bleeding onto 
the floor and everybody comes running in. 
And says. "Oh, my God, Gorrister. Oh, my 
God, Gomster. AM has killed Gorrister." And 
Gorrister comes along looks up and says, 
"You' re such a shit, AM." You know, he's got 
everybody upset. I don't know how to 
introduce Gorrister. Gorrister is .. . I don't want 
to tell you anything about Gorrister 

JMS: All right. 

HE: Gomster is an interesting character. 
Even as AM is an interesting .• AM is in a 
way the sixth track, because AM is 
everywhere. The whole story takes place 
within AM so almost anything you do can be 
a lie, can be a manipulation, can be a 
complete misdirection, because it's this nutty 
computer ... nutty. but it's like Moriarty. 
Demented, insane, clearly insane, but very 
cunning, just like O.J. Simpson ..• no, I didn't 
mean that. You know I love when people say 
that he's innocent until proven guilty ... no, 
no, no fool. That's in front of the bar of law. 
He's innocent until proven guilty in front of 
the bar of law. but in the real world if one 
looks and says, I don't know, quacks like a 
duck, waddles like a duck, sheds water like 
a duck, he's probably a duck. I mean, only a 
fool would say that Fuhrman planted a glove. 

JMS: Right. 

HE: Am I getting off the topic? 
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JMS: Not too much 
a court of law. 

HE: See look, you've got to understand 
something. The game is me to a large extent. 
When you buy the game, you buy a piece of 
me. 

JMS: You' re m Harlan Ellison's mind. 

HE: You 're in my mind. And I digress like 
crazy and so you will find characters 
suddenly talking about something that has 
nothing to do with anything else in the 
game. They will point out that the reason 
they make cheese in Wisconsin is that In the 
early times when settlers lived there. they 
played out the wheat fields. They 1ust, you 
know, they didn' t know anything about crop 
rotation. so after a while the wheat fields 
died, so they planted them in the grasslands. 
And when the Swiss and the Scandinavians 
came over and they settled there, they liked 
it just fine. Because they liked tending cows, 
so they turned the cows out onto the 
grassland. And that's why we have cheese in 
Wisconsin . (Pause) Perhaps I digress. 

JMS: Doesn't in some ways the game really 
parallel contemporary society. in the sense 
of we are all walking around in created 
realities, created by the media, created by the 
arts. created by the government, created by 
everything else? 

HE: I have no Idea what that question means. 

JMS: Nor do I, but it sounded great. 
HE: What's on this ..• 

JMS: No, it's a new one that I threw in .•. 



HE: Oh, you threw that one in. Aren't we 
all ... Okay, try it again. Let me see if I can get 
it. Try it again. I 'm wilhng to work at this ... 

JMS: Every day we are .. . the route around us 
1s created by computers. You can't trust 
pictures anymore because computers can 
manipulate them. Can't trust images. Can you 
trust the role that informs you on any given 
day, as you can't trust AM? 

HE: In lhal way, yeah, I suppose the game 
is a reflection of ltfe We stumble through 
our days like people who have been 
stunned In the forehead with a ball peen 
hammer Our day is made for us by others. 
The clothes we wear are the clothes we are 
told to wear by our peer groups and 
television . I mean, who ever invented the 
idea of putting a baseball cap on 
backwards. You know, I'm out here driving 
in the Valley last year with my wife and it's 

120 degrees. People are frying eggs on the 
sidewalk and here stand two kids at a bus 
stop with therr hats turned backwards, 
dropping dead of heat prostration? And I 
drive by, and I go, "Turn the hat around, 
moronl" But no, they won't. Sooner would 
they fall in their tracks than not be cool. To 

be fly on the street. .. to be styhn, is more 
important than fact that they are turning 
their brain into a taquilo. 

JMS: AM told them it was right. 

HE: AM told them it was right. So, yeah, 
every day we go through a scenano that is 
not constructed by us. We don't do what we 
want to do with the day. I mean here sits a 
man who is a director of this tape. This 
morning they said to him, "All right today 
you're going over to Ellison's house and 
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you're going to tape this." And the guy said, 
"No, I tell you, I'd rather drive up to the 
mountains and go to the lake and just dump 
a line in. I don't even want to put a worm on 
it. I just want to sit there, where it's cool and 
get the breeze off the lake." But he can't 
because the scenario has been created for 
him. Manipulation of each other becomes 
the end all and be all, until we arrive at a 
person like a Newt Gingrich who is reaJly 
Goldfinger. I mean, Newt Gingrich wants to 
rule the universe and he's doing it. (Pause) 
So, yeah, In that way I guess in that way. "I 
Have No Mouth, and I Must Scream" really 
is a paradigm, P-A-R·A·D-l-G-M1 you could 
look it up A paradigm for our daily 
existence. 

JMS: A story for our times. Again ahead of 
your time. 

HE: I'm ahead of our time again. 

JMS: When will you stop being ahead of our 
time? You mention we are still in a way living 
in the heart of AM. What am AM ... what is 
AM? 

HE: Well, AM is the name that the computer 
has taken for itself, and in the original 
story .. the time breaks in the story, you know, 
when you're reading a story, something will 
happen and then 1t will say, 'Later' comma. 
But there will always be a one hne space. 
Well, those space breaks in the story are 
actually computer tapes. They're digital read­
out tapes, and one of them says in Latin, cogno 
ergo sum and the other says in the English 
equivalent, t think, therefore t am. I am The 
machine can think, therefore it thinks. I think, 
therefore I am AM. But rt also stands ... in the 
original for Allied Mastercomputer. What 
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happened was that war became so complex 
that giant computers had to be created to 
fight the war. And so the Americans created 
the Allied Mastercomputer, which they sank 
in the Rocky Mountains Giant computer. The 
Chinese had their Mastercomputer and they 
sank theirs in the Gobialrhio. And the Russians 
had theirs which they sank in the Urals, down 
in the center. And as the war became more 
and more complex, the computers were 
programmed to repair themselves. To keep 
themselves up to the smartness, the intellect, 
the intelligence the level of the other 
computers And as they kept rebuilding 
themselves and expanding-they 
honeycombed the earth, until the entire 
center of the earth was filled with the 

computer. And at that point they linked and 
the three of them gained sentience. Cogrto ergo 
sum. I think therefore I AM. And AM is god. 

JMS: And, of course, the Bible ..• God is asked. 
Who are you?' He says. 'I am that I am.' 

HE: Right. .. In the Bible, exactly. It's good that 
you would know that. 

JMS: Well, there you are. 

HE: As a person who knows from those 
books. 

JMS: College graduate, what can I say. 

HE: That's right. 

JMS: Now, aside from, obviously, your work, 
which tends to foreshadow much of what is 
happening in today 's society, the trope of 
science f 1ction as visionaries tend to be 
somewhat overhyped, perhaps. What do you 
feel about the tendency of fiction writers or 
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works of science fiction to be sort of pressing 
about what's coming down the road? 

HE: Well ... 

JMS: Your own work aside. of course. 

HE: My own work aside .•• 

JMS: Which is dead on . 

HE: Brilliant. Brilliant. But I'm not about to 
pull the covers on an entire genre Forever . .. 
some science fiction writer goes on television, 
and the Merv Griffin of the world, or the Ricki 
Lake of the universe will say, "Well, science 
fiction predicts a lot of stuff, doesn't it. It 
predicted the submarine. and ..• " 

JMS: The satelhte. 

HE: The satellites and all that. Well, here is 
the true story about that. Science fiction 
originally was a pulp medium. It was started 
by electrical engineers and electrical 
experimenters and the science fiction story 
was almost an afterthought. It was 
considered an amusing little sidebar And it 
was considered a bastard offshoot of 
literature. Nobody in therr right mind, 
nobody who took writing seriously, or took 
literature seriously would consider science 
fiction a serious genre. And so .. . people who 
read science fiction magazines, and even 
when I was a young kid, I would see people 
sitting on streetcars-Yes, I do remember 
streetcars. People sitting on streetcars who 
would have a copy of NatJonol Geographic and 
inside would be a copy of Startling Stories, but 
you know they had to read it that way. So 
science fiction began to lie about its ability to 
be prognosticated. to be prescient. to 



extrapolate. They say, well, we predicted 
this. we predicted that. Well, that's horse 
pucky. You got two thousand writers writing, 
predicting everything wildly-it's a scatter 
gun. eventually they 're going to connect 
with a few things. Yes, Hugo Gernsback 
predicted nrght baseball. Yes, Jules Verne 
predicted the submarine, but Leonardo da 
Vinci predicted the parachute and the glider. 
Thinking about things, or coming up with 
ideas, has nothing to do with science fiction. 
Nowhere In the history of science fiction. I'll 
show you how prescient they are, how well 
they predict the future. Prior to the 
launching of Sputnik, not one science fiction 
writer wrote a story in which they said that 
these rockets would be funded by the 
government, by the military. It was always 
Robert Heinlein, "Man Who Sold the 
Moon." It was always, you know, some guy 
who ... was in the backyard, he made it out of 
tin cans and old, old Kleenex boxes and he 
flew to the moon with it. They always 
thought 1t would be private enterprise that 
would fund the space program. But it wasn t 
Nobody thought of that. Arthur Clarke. 
Arthur C Clarke, the man, I mean, he's the 
father of, you know, telecommunications of 
the moon, all that. Arthur C. Clarke never in 
anywhere of his work, as smart as he was 
in all the stuff put together, no where did he 
indicate that when they landed on the moon 
we would watch it on live rv. Never thought 
of that Never thought o( that. So science 
fiction is a good petri dish for the growing of 
these kinds of ideas and frequently things 
that are discussed or described m science 
fiction stones, hke the Waldo armchairs that 
are used in, which we use in " I Have No 
Mouth, and I Must Scream." We have a 
waldo In there and we refer to it as a waJdo, 
because Heinlein called 1t a waldo. It is from 
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his story "Waldo." And, occasionally there 
will be that synchronicity of idea and reality, 
but in the main ... science fiction 1s basically a 
game of what-if. And 1f you play what-if 
long enough, you' re bound to hit a few 
things that happen. 

JMS: If any. A monkey's typing .•• 

HE: Exactly. 

JMS: One question provided by 
Cyberdreams, which the friendly folks would 
love .. . 

HE: I am all agog waiting 

JMS: As are we all . Your opinion of UFOs. 

HE: You've got to be kidding me. This is a 
real question? 

JMS: I wouldn' t make this up. 

HE: Show me. Show me. 

JMS: It's right over there, look ... 

HE: These idiots who asked this question. 
Look folks, look. I've told you this before, 
you're not paying attention folks Let me 
pol nt something out to you The nearest. .. 
there Is no other life In this galaxy, we know 
that, we already know that Or at least in this 
solar system The nearest star is .1s it Proxima 
Centauri or Alpha Centauri? 

JMS: Proxima. 

HE: Prox1ma Centaurs which is ... what is 1t 186 
thousand light years away •.• ? 



JMS: 1 O light years. 

HE: 10 light years away. That means you 
would half to travel at the speed of light for 
10 years JUSt to get here from there. Okay, 
now we clearly do not have that kind of 
technology. So, let us go demento for a 
moment and postulate that there is an alien 
life form that for some inexplicable reason 
wants to come to this little bidet of a planet, 
this little cinder, at the ass end of nowhere. 
Instead of going, you know, where all the 
really hot planets are, you know the Las Vegas 
of planets which is out in Aldebaran 
somewhere And they come here. Okay now, 
they've got the technology to be able to get 
here, which makes them already as far beyond 
us in terms of intellect as we are beyond the 
paramecium. Okay. and they get here and all 
they want to do is say two things, one of 
them is "Jesus Saves" and the other one is 
" Clean up your room." Right. "You are a 
species that wants to pollute. if you do not 
clean up your room, we will destroy you." 
Yeah, I got your clean up right here. Right. 
So, the aliens are either morons, they're 
complete morons, or the people who believe 
in UFOs are morons. Now ask me about 
people who have been taken on ships. And 
had rectal examinations How stupid are 
aliens, you pick up one person, all right, you 
pick up two, you pick up a woman. you pick 
up a man. You give them a rectal exam. the 
alimentary canal, the . . 

JMS: They learn all they're going to learn ..• 

HE: You learned all you're going to learn. All 
you're going to see is a lot of crap up there. 
That's it. I mean they've got a science that is 
smart enough to get here from a far star and 
all they want to do 1s give people a hosing 
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down with something in their ass. I don' t think 
so. And they never stop to thmk that these 
questions are, should be asked. The people 
who believe in this crap. Roswell. give me a 
break on Roswell. You know. I write science 
fiction, I write flying saucers stuff. I write Loch 
Ness monsters, I write about people who have 
psionic abilities, I don't believe that crap. 
Anybody that believes that crap, believes that 
the soap operas are real. These are people 
who definitely need a helping hand. 

JMS: But on the flip side of that, do you 
believe that we are alone in the universe? 

HE: Do I believe we are alone ... How could I 
know? Look, I'm an atheist. People say to 
me, do you believe in God? No, I don't 
believe in God. Because all the gods that 
they off er me are completely as crazy as AM 
in this game. Every god that I've ever heard 
of, with the except1on ... 1f I had to pick a 
religion, I'd pick Buddhism. Buddhism is a 
kindly religion . It says you got a chance ... it's 
got humor, it's got wisdom, it says to be nice 
to each other. All the rest of them have gods 
that want to beat the crap out of you if you 
defy the rules I don't believe that, I'm not 
an imbecile, I'm not a moron. I have to have 
some proof of something. When I look at 
Fundamentalists, I Just want to, I don't know, 
hit them in the kisser with a pie. But in fact 
they rule most of this country, which is kind 
of sad I know we're really going to get in 

trouble on this tape. They're going to edit 
the hell out of this. God .•• you know the 
president of Cyberdreams will see this and 
his hair will stand on end. I am a pragmatist. 
I believe in Ockham's razor which says, 'go 
with the most logteal answer, it's probably 
right.' Occasionally you get fooled, 
occasionally you get fooled. But we know 



there is no Pellucidar in the center of the 
earth. We've gotten back seismic readings. 
We know. We know very well that.. . that 
ain' t a face on Mars. I don' t give a damn 
how many people, ' It's a face on Mars.' You 
know, your momma's face is on Mars. All it 
as, is a shadow or whatever at is ... a rock 
structure. There's no life on Mars. We may, 
eventually, someday find life or it may find 
us, but that's a long way off. It would seem 
to me it is more in our, more to our 
benefit to worry about how, learning how to 
live with each other, which we haven't 
learned how to do very well, since the dawn 
or recorded history .. than worrying about 
how the hell we're going to deal with 
creatures with pointy little heads that come 
down here and want to give us enemas. I 
hate being so rational, I know that people 
would love to have me say that, I believe 
that Whatley Streaber dad get taken aboard a 
flying saucer.' No, I think Whitley Streiber, 
probably a very nice man, is self-delusional. I 
mean he really believes that by this time, and 
also it's made ham quite a lot of money. But I 
don' t think he did at for the money. I think he 
really actually believes that. The same way 
that Joan of Arc thought God talked to her. 
But God has more important things to do 
than talk to little French girls in jail. And has 
more things to do than give you hair 
growing on the palm of your hand if you 
masturbate. Gods really should be engaged 
In more significant things like that, like 
creating new stars, like creating quasars. I 
mean, I think that's what, if there were gods, 
that's what they would be busy doing But, 
basically, I think we are .. . the whole 
conception of a god, is a way of copping 
out If you can blame God, or bad luck, or 
the breaks, or some secret master, or 
conspiracies, or aliens, you don't ever have 

to take responsibility for your own life. You 
don't ever have to really notice that all 
around you, you got the self-named 
Generation X that are basically butt-heads, 
who don't know daddly squat about 
anything, and they ' re going to be running 
the country ten years from now. 

JMS: Well, it was Mark Twain who said that 
he's never yet seen a god that had the morals 
of an average decent man. 

HE: I'll gave you another quote from Mark 
lWain, this one got me In lrouble on the Merv 
Griffin Show Merv Griffin asked me if I 
believed an God And I said "Well .. "and the 
audience which was composed entirely of 
guys with big noses with vems broken an them 
from overdrinking and women with blue hair 
and varicose vems. They wanted to lynch me. 
I said, "Well, I'll tell you, I'll tell you what 
Mark Twain said, because he's dead and you 
can' t get him. Mark Twam said that if you 
really believe there is such thing as a God, you 
know, this bearded entity sitting up there 
somewhere, and watching what it is that you 
do every day, and you look around you at the 
condition of the world, you are forced to 
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the intellectable conclusion that God is a 
malign thug. Now that ain't a god that I care 
to worship, and if there as a god let that god 
take care of me when I croak." 

JMS: Now that having created yourself, the 
malign god that is AM, which you use in your 
game, as this video providing the opportunity 
for you to talk directly to the person who 
might be buying your game, what would you 
want to say to the person who is thinking 
about buying or who just bought it and is 
watching the tape .•. what should I know 
about this game from Harlan Ellison, what 



would you say to that person directly? 

HE: Well, you ask two different questions. 
You said. to the person who was 
contemplating buying this game what would I 
say? I would say take your money and give it 
to the homeless, you' ll do more good But if 
you are mad to buy this game, it's probably a 
nice game, you'll probably have a hell of a lot 
of fun playing it, it will probably make you 
uneasy and it's probably going to be a 
smarter game than you are, you'll probably 
be a smarter person when you're done 
playing the game. Not because I'm smarter, 
but because everything was done to confuse 
and upset you . It is a game, as I am told by 
people who have played it and programmers, 
that it is a game unlike any other game 
around at the moment and I guess that's a 
good thing. Innovation and novelty is a good 
thing . It would be my dehght if this game set 
a trend and all of the arcade bang-bang 
games that turn kids into pistol-packing 
poppas and mommas, were subsumed into 
games like this in which ethical considerations 
and using your brain and unraveling puzzles 
became the modus operandi. It would be my 
pleasure if that was it. I don't think rt will 
happen. I don't think you like to be diverted 
too much So I'm actually out here to mess 
with you, If you want to know it. We created 
this game to give you all the stuff you think 
you want, but to put a burr into your side at 
the same time Slip a little loco weed into 
your Coca-Cola. See you around 

Copyright 199 S by Cyberdreoms, Inc. and The 
l(j/imanjaro Corporation. All rights reserved. 

233 











To order Books 
Please send me the following items: 

Quantity Title Unit Price 

• $4.00 shipping and handling 
charge for the first book and 
$1 for each additional book_ 

$ $ 
$ $ 
$ $ 
$ $ 
$ $ 
$ $ 

Subtotal $ 
7.25% Sales Tax (CA only) $ 
8.25% Sales Tax (TN only) $ 
5.0% Sales Tax (MD only) $ 

7.0% G.S T. Canadian Orders $ 

Shipping and Handling* $ 
Total Order $ 

By telephone: With MC or Visa, call (916) 632-4400. Mon-Fri, 9-4 PST 
By Mail: Just fill out the information below and send 

with your remittance to: 

Prima Publishing 
P.O. Box 1260BK 

Rocklin, CA 95677 

Satisfaction unconditionally guaranteed. 

Name Mr I Mrs/ Miss --------------------
Address 

-------------~ 
City ______________ State ____ ZIP ___ _ 

MC/ Visa# Exp. 

Signature ------------------------





ISBN 0-7b1S-03S9-S 

II 
51995> 


