The Chain-Letter Story


Brought to you by the Bizarre Writers' Guild, http://www.bigfool.com/archive.htm





The Concept


A landmark BWG work is the communal story "The Demon Tim," in which three members passed around a story, each adding several paragraphs before passing it along.  Furthering this idea, what if someone started a story, then passed it along to two friends, who added to it, and each passed it along to two of their friends (no shampoo commercial jokes please), and so on until multiple versions of the story emerged?  What the hell, we'll give it a shot.  And since it kind of takes the form of a chain letter, I figured I'd make it about one of those annoying e-mail chain letters… maybe one that REALLY DOES bring woe or joy to the sender.





Instructions


Read what's been written so far.


Add something to it.  At least a few paragraphs.  Remember, we like weird.  Weird and creative.


Add your name, where you live, e-mail address (which will not be posted at BWG or otherwise abused), and date of writing to the list below.


If you believe the story isn't finished yet, add a line after your text to denote a change in author, and send the updated document to at least two friends.  More if you want, but I'd suggest not overdoing it (i.e. don't send it to everyone in your address book; pick a few people who you think would actually be interested in this project).  Don't send it to someone whose name is already on the list below (but if you happen to receive a separate iteration of the story, one that you haven't already contributed to, by all means knock yourself out).


If you believe the story IS finished, please e-mail it to chain@bigfool.com AND dior29@yahoo.com, preferably as an attachment (MS Word).  We won't impose an absolute limit on the number of installments necessary to complete the story, but bear this in mind:  if each contributor sends it to two people, it will take six installments to generate 32 different stories, ten installments for 512 stories…just keep multiplying by two…you get the picture.


A title can be added to the story at any time, if you believe it is appropriate.  If you are returning a completed story, and it doesn't have a title yet, please make one up.


Visit the Bizarre Writers' Guild at http://www.bigfool.com/archive.htm� HYPERLINK http://mason.gmu.edu/~corr/archive.htm ��, and see if and when your story makes it onto the site! 


The BWG reserves the right to reject any story for any reason.  A story that comes back reading like "Penthouse Forum," or that is offensive towards a particular race, ethnicity, religion, sexual preference, etc. etc. etc., will not be posted at the discretion of the BWG.


If you decide you really don't want to participate in this project, please send it back to whoever sent it to you; unlike traditional chain letters, we DON'T want this dying on the vine.





Thanks for your participation, and enjoy.


Carl D. Orr, Janitor, BWG
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Add Title Here


A Variation of the Chain-Letter Story





	Feeling disheveled, Michael arrived at his cubicle and deposited his belongings in a heap.  He turned on his computer and put his briefcase, lunch bag, umbrella, newspaper and jacket in their proper places.  At last it was Friday, one last day before a weekend of smoky nightclubs, flirting stupidly, and sleeping late.  He was early; few others had arrived in the office.  He made his ritual visit to the coffee maker, then returned to settle in and read his e-mail.


	The usual for a Friday morning:  a late directive from his boss, a company-wide announcement that he didn't care about, two messages from co-workers, a note from a friend across the country, an ad for a porn web site, and one of those stupid chain-letter e-mails.  But this last was from his friend Betsy, and it had apparently been sent late the night before.  Michael had known her since college, and now she was a grad student at the local state university.  He still maintained a mild crush on her, so he actually troubled himself to read her message.





	To:  mbradley@ultracorp.com


	From:  eflanders@homer.megast.edu


	Subject:  FW: CHOOSE YOUR DESTINY





This message will change your life.  You may follow its instructions and prosper, or delete it at your peril.  This letter was created by a dying Diné medicine man, to be a blessing or a curse to those who would receive it.  Forward this message to six people.  If you do so, you will receive great benefit; it could be monetary, romantic, or professional.  If you fail to do so, great harm will come to you.


Do it.  NOW.





	"I don't have time for this crap," he thought, and he moused the cursor to the delete button.  But something about the message made him pause for a moment.  It wasn't like Betsy to forward these things.  It didn't have the usual examples, like "Jane Manfrenjensen of Great Hicks, Arkansas forwarded this message and won ten billion dollars in the lottery.  Her friend Sheila Sinalinalin didn't, and was trampled by a moose."  What's more, it didn't have any excuse-making comments from Betsy or previous forwarders.  And the urgency of that last line:  "Do it.  NOW."





-------------------------------------------------








