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Fast Facts
A great deal has happened since the first issue of the "Dim View" appeared, oh say, a month
and a half ago. The cannery crew is here now, some camped in tents out in the coal field,
while others have taken refuge in the company bunkhouse. It's tough to say which is harder
on the health - living in a coal pit, or having to sleep in a toy furniture bed that's no bigger than
those really cheap coffee tables that adorn the living rooms of so many government
subsidized, low income homes. 

There's a good mix of men and women at the plant this season. But as always the ratios are
all messed up; I suppose this seems true regardless at the gender from which your point of
view protrudes. Anyway, be friendly, be open, be liberal. And if that doesn't create enough
activity to keep everyone busy -- SHARE! Remember, no matter how temporary, this is a
community; let's make it such in the true sense of the word. 

The original outlook had predicted no fish. The only change in this outlook is a substitution ...
the word "few" for the word "no". The fish that normally return to Prince William Sound have
formed a union and are currently on strike for more humane butchering and sliming
conditions. So if you have a loan to payoff, or a piece of property with payments that need
keeping up, pray. Pray that the few fish that cross the picket lines each weigh upwards of 150
lbs. And pray that the S.F.I. strike negotiator specialist can convince the fish that now isn't a
good time to move away from a money based economy, that a system that runs on good
intentions and broken promises has never proven very successful. 

Editors note: The Current Outlook column has been replaced by the Look Out column, and in
place of an interview, our Spotlight column features an editorial. 



I didn't see what happened, what it was that provoked this woman, but she'd said, ·”Hell with you people who
refuse to see and feel that the world is a globe of beauty and complexity, a wonder of process~s and dispositions
whose principles are countless, relentlessly exciting." At the time it had seemed a mouthful, and I recall
wondering if she was just another person harboring a dim view of things. I realized later, though, that what she'd
said hadn't been dim at all; it was that she'd been cross, her anger had blended with her words to create a
distasteful impression. With that sorted out, and I hadn't anything better to do, I went off to see if there were any
evidence to support what she had said about the world. This search wouldn't be easy, so before I mounted my
high horse, I issued myself a temporary permit to be holier-than -thou. 

I hadn't even Made it out of the front door and WHAM!, there's the hostage crisis ••• Americans held captive by
Shi'ite Moslem's. From. Washington. D.C, to the Media, to the TV room in the bunkhouse, the affair blushed red,
an embarrassing display of human limitation and relative immaturity. Night after night as the boob tube nursed
the story, the S.F.I. crew condemned and cried for blood before they "kicked back" to enjoy "Miami Vice" and
shows of a like ilk. And when the crisis finally ended and the media attempted to explain how and why the
hostages had been freed, nobody listened. Nobody cared. Nobody wanted to try and understand, or inquire into
the spectacle. Once the suspense that more blood would flow had passed, everyone lost interest. Everyone
seemed perfectly willing to sentence the Middle East to death without even caring to consider their point of view.
How can anyone have such a diminished feeling for the significance of life that they can sentence someone to
death as thoughtlessly as they spoon the Captain Crunch into their mouth? Why should the Moslem's show the
U.S. any respect when time and time again we demonstrate our lack of concern and interest, other than
monetary, in their part of the world? Instead we show an arrogant unwillingness to even expend th~ effort of one
thought to their point of view. 

Our society and its members seem stifled by egocentrism and an unhealthy dependence on so called logic when
it comes to anything requiring more thought than it takes to tie a shoe. It's actually sad when you stop to
consider that the ego serves to perpetuate a false sense of importance and security, and that these falsehoods
are at the very root of our inability to develop an affinity for others, who if you haven't heard, inhabit this world
too. And as for the grossly misunderstood function of logic, it's so limited a tool it hardly deserves an example,
but, the fly on your friend's shoulder will die if you strike it, therefore, unsheathe your ax. 

The dream is over America, WAKE UP! There's more to life than me, me, me, my country tis of thee. And though
one plus one , you kill me, I kill you, equals two, if you limit your understanding of the world to these stunted,
undifferentiated, mere sequences, the only images you'll be able to distinguish in life's collage are the black
numerals on the white paper of your tally sheet. How unfortunate, don't you think, to have been born wit~ five
senses and an infinite capacity to imagine and all you can master are your flash cards? 

It's obvious now what it is that prompted the woman to say, "To hell with you people who refuse to see and feel...
To see and feel you must first learn to think. And far too many people do not understand this or have the time to
make the effort to learn. Far too many people still look at a mountain and think dirt and rock and feel cold, too
many look at a tree and only think lumber or chord wood. Too many people spend their lives with all their
attention narrowly focused on money, status, and ease of living, when their only true responsibility is to growth
and awareness. If in a million years there is any consciousness left, it will surely look back on us in disbelief -- so
much potential and power of mind, and yet little emphasis on cultivation, rampant sloppy technique, most non-
believing or even aware of the power and importance of thought. They'll be amazed at the world's countries
having been all too willing to call each other names and posture as th~y convinced themselves that they were
justified in their mutual distrust, that their rigid prejudices were fact. Anyone looking back will shake their head at
our foundationless notion of ownership, at our preoccupation with material goods. They'll wonder how it could be
that these people were so eager to be pacified when in each individual soul their ran an undercurrent of real
desire, fear, anxiety. How could it have been that people in 1985 tried so hard to ignore these harmless
signposts which were only intended to let them know that real thinking is never completed, that it is continually
being learned and reworked? 

It's plain to see that the world's problems are caused and suffered by people, and that the only instrument we
have to deal with our blunders is our thinking. But it's also plain to see that too many of us have been taught to
walk by lifting our feet with our hands, instead of using our legs. Some how there must be a shift in emphasis
and a realization that it's the self, not that 2nd car, that needs the attention. In many ways it becomes apparent
that people have unthinkingly accepted the popular notions handed to them by their culture, their TV, their peers.
This acceptance is a process of distillation that leaves the mind clogged, unable to perceive, or be critical of its
own thinking and judgment. The world is fast overcrowding the party is ending; better utilize your time learning
how to think, rather than wasting your time thinking about money, ease of living, and sentencing to death people
you haven't given as much as a real thought. 

Sp
ot

-L
ig

ht



Current Look Out
Some things to look out for:

Look for the frontdock workers to move away from the practice of washing the same, tote 15
times. As they begin to see the futility of scamming, they'll turn to ceremony and ritual in
hopes that the Salmon will appear in port soon. 

And Jerry. Look in your weld shop for the profit sharing money that "disappeared" from the
old S.F.I. fund. It's there in the floorboards of your elevated office. It's in the aluminum that
surrounds you. Sadly, it's everywhere to be found. 

After addressing the entire plant and reportedly saying "We don't really expect to be canning
anything for at least 3 or 4 days you can all go party and have a good time" J Woody reversed
himself the following morning by announcing the emergency cancellation of all leave~ placing
the plant on a full fish alert he said "I don't know where the fish came from (spell O-C-E-A-N,
say OCEAN) but well, we sure have a bunch of em". A spokesman for the Fishpickers,
Slimmers and Doers of Grimy jobs Union Local 13 2/3 announced the placing of a bounty, 4
rotted humpy heads, for the deliverance of J Woody in a tote full of guts. As J Woody escaped
the plant~ just ahead of a mob carrying sledge hammers and pieces of pipe, he was heard to
shout, "Be back in a flash, Sam's in charge now, if he can't make it sound believable nobody
can". 

This year to liven up things and spread the money around we will be having a new contest
called "Soak The Inspector". Heres how it works. All personnel are eligible. The object is to
soak the inspector and/or visiting dignitary, guest Plant Managers and any other class as
posted by the competition committee. Points will be given for Speed, style displayed by hose
wielder, ability to make it look like an accident, technique, and thoroughness. Points will be
awarded on a 10 point Olympic scale for each category.  Awards will be given in each
category, and an overall award so that you have several chances to win. Awards will be given
every 5 inspectors which we anticipate will be about twice a week with the award varying by a
complicated system based on total points scored, number of contestants, and anything else
we can think of to make it complicated. 

Due to a shortage of large soup spoons in the mess hall, D. Dilly Mess Hall Manager
announced the immediate rationing of large soup spoons. All persons eating in the mess hall
will be issued coupon books with colored coupons, a date on each coupon. Each day a
different color will be posted. If your coupon, with the proper date, matches the color posted
for that day, you may redeem the coupon for a soup spoon. If not, well - use your fingers.
Coupons are transferable so if you go down town for a burger or hot dog you may sell your
unused coupon to a friend. 

Talk of the Plant



Upon returning to the office from a fish snagging trip in the freezer, John Blockwell (Chief
Quality Fanatic Officer) complained to Lloyd Whitethornbird that he was cold and that he
thought the office heater must be on the blink. After an intensive trouble shooting spree, Lloyd
determined that the heater had in fact never been turned on, and that for all these years the
office had been kept warm by naturally generated hot air. 

In an incident that was described by Adim Ortho Spray (Personnel Safety Manager) as "divine
intervention", J. Woody narrowly escaped being bonked on the head by a rain soaked piece
of ceiling tile. The roof had been leaking for some time. A pale J. Woody is reported to have
said, "If I hadn't been staring at the ceiling dreaming up more ways to cut overtime, I would
have been crushed for sure. Later Jerry Cup Cruncher, master fabricator and sayer of almost
anything, chuckled. "Well I don't know-- I told J. Woody it was going to happen and he took
away my ration of two packages of cookies that I had been enjoying as breakfast. I don't want
to say too much more, the next thing you know he might expect me to do something other
than mutilate styro coffee cups. 

Brian "B.S. 2.0" Willis was reportedly furious following the running of an air line to the loading
dock. "Efficiency is one thing" B.S. 2.0 heatedly exclaimed "But when it cuts into my 20
minute go into the van - inflate an airbag-take a nap and read a book time -- that is a different
story". The remarks were in response to how he liked the new 3 minute inflation time for the
airbags used in the shipping of canned salmon to Seattle. 

When asked by a Bunkhouse Party Puker if the mess hall had a blender, D. Dilly Mess Hall
Manager cackled "Hell NO!! if we had a blender I'd be drinking frozen daquaries in the back
instead of gin and grapefruit juice." 

Reaction To The First Issue of THE DIM VIEW 

"The funniest thing to happen here since they hired me", Sam Fast 

"What can I say, it's all true, I do" Bruce Tote Wash 

"Brilliant and informative", J Wooddog 

"Like wow I didn't know all this was going on", Adim Ortho Spray 

Oh ... Shit ... ", Mike Dormady 

"Much more fun than the company mouthpiece", J. Fred Fishpicker 

Talk of the Plant


