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THE EGYPTIAN ROOM
for Yolande Villemaire
By Ken Norris

& always I come back to my love in childhood of the
Egyptian Room. Its cold stone walls. Its mysterious sarco-
phagi. Death & resurrection & the long voyage by boat into
the living underworld, the weighing of souls, where wealth
& com & wives the tombs were stocked with all become ob-
tainable again. At midnight, the mummies & the scarabs, the
gold bugs & Edgar Allan Poe standing in the shadows of love.

& always there are pyramids, a sphinx, seen in the dis-
tances of my dreams, where oceans of sand become all the
impossible activities that never were sacrificed beneath the
knife. The cold dark passages, slaves entombed alive lying
across pharoah’s gold, dying of lack of oxygen. Mysteries,
divinities, children pulled from the waters that years later
they turn to blood. Serpent of the Nile, Old Egypt, my dark
lover with her palaces and clandestine temples where she is
pleasured by opiated boys. Asps, and the inevitable fall of
Rome, consummate beauty carried to the bedroom of a conqueror
in a rolled-up carpet.

& the mystery of pi stolen from the Babylonians, & the
stellar light, Isis looking everywhere for the phallus of
her slain lover, the figures on the wall that begin to dance,
to tell of what it was like before the storm of Jehovah’s
wrath. A long afterlife in the land of shades.

& it was as if space travellers settled in the warm delta
of Egypt, performed entrancing magic for the natives, cut
huge stones out of quarries with laser beams, levitated
them, constructing their triangle perfect tombs before
moving on to their conquest of the Aztecs. Ra, the sun god,
rising at the dawn of this tentative civilization, the
pyramids as eternal as time.

& I stand in the cold mystery of the Egyptian Room,
artifacts of forever all around me.

SOME MILES ASUNDER

(based on letters written by Lady Mary Wortley
Montague on a journey to Constantinople
1716-1718)

By Karen MacCormack
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SCENARIO
by Dave Robertson

Divergent personalities decrease the efficiency
of mass mailings.' The man in charge of boosting
fourth class mail revenue decides to strive for
even more conformity. They phone me late at
night:

Hey, Fuckhead! Respond properly
to that advertisement. We're

not forcing you to buy anything,
but you’d better sweat and have
an almost imperceptible

swelling of the pituary gland

the next time you see that ad!

Experts decide that most children “mis”’-use
building blocks. Ultra-sound scanning of
wombs leads to a mass welfare “make work”
program for Freudian psychologists. They throw
me into a room with a TV set, nowhere to sit.
Felix the Cat is on.

Rockbottom is chasing Felix in a bulldozer.

He drives the bulldozer until it is just about
to slaughter Felix.

The act of Felix about to be slaughtered lingers
on the screen.

The tension is incredible.

Felix throws himself to the ground: “Oh, No!
I'm doomed!’” he yells.

Fortunately, the bulldozer hits two trees which
bend to form a bridge.

The bridge carries the bulldozer safely over
Felix.

Felix is saved; Rockbottom rejoices at the
fear he has caused Felix.

Rockbottom proceeds to ravage Felix's flower
garden with the bulldozer.

Felix stands, watching; remarks: “What’s going
on here? It looks like a tornado came
through here!”’

“I’'m really upset!”

You can be too!  (the methods of display are
varied: () turn off the set;
() choose not to buy select products;
() affirm not to speak coherently
when in the grocery line;
() rededicate life to homespun
values ...
None of these work very long. They have a way
of re-Correcting you
but the moments of display are

fragmented
segmented
filed
categorized
data-ized

and finally — the best way to forget something —
placed into archives (the library of congress is
suitable) .

)

Extraneous and lengthy methods of codifying our
base desires has led to an amalgama (a’ mul ga’
mah), or is it amalgarama, of subtleties:
Organic penis shapes in beverages
Nipple outlines on a woman’s tight
dress (shirt, you can decide this
one based upon your own
classifiable fantasies)

Justapositions of humans resembling
sexual responses

Tongue action of woman eating
ice-cream cone (hotdog, again
we allow some input

:mon;
(your testi 1o Y) ).

Rockbottom crushes Felix even worse than his
normal 2-D black inkspot form. The giant dog
creature Rockbottom grasps his penis and sprays
cum all over the TV set.

Parents are genuinely disgusted.

pregnant women, the arthritic elderly and the
easily excitable are urged to avoid this segment
of the program.

Parents form committees. The committees are
chaired by Batman and Robin. Their final report
“claims” to answer all the issues. The effects

of Messy Sexual Things on Small Children desiring
Truisms regarding Male Bonding (as differentiated
from latent homosexuality).

The report is stirring academic circles;
generally confusing the public:
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Can we or can’t we
see the outline of
Questions a vagina in bugs
bunny’s foot?
of estimable magnitude
remain unanswered, unfortunate-

ly.

Disease concern the general public
Particularly diseases
They will never get Thems most insidious
!
of all

Laws are passed; these prove to be insufficient.

Hrumph, gentlemen. No one staves
off a disease with a law, just

look at the Black Plague despite

a rather advanced British Common
Law system from which we derive
our own great system ...

Debate continues.

Transparent periphery of the debate is leaked to

the major media (McDonald’s Tray liners, matchbook
covers, rock lyrics ...)

Before we realize it, Role models are changing.
Mr. T. enters into a meaningful monagomous
relationship. “I pity da fool who pass his body
fluids around with just any Tom Dick an’ Harry!”’
“You gonna get a disease and Die!, Fool!”
Johnny Carson’s script writers are authorized to
write condom jokes.

“No one seems to realize how they are
affected by these subtle changes, Ham
remarked’’. A Punk band, The Responsibles,
have a cult hit with a song, “Will You
Blow my Family Tree’’. Debi Boons
releases a clever take-off of the song
with a similar melody, only hers is
called, “I send my Love in plastic
packages to a Whole Fraternity House’’.
It is a big smash. “You can hear the
words.”’

< s o o9 =t og

Those who fail to respond are identified immediately.
Is Felix not dead? “Black cat from the wrong side

of the tracks ... He’s holed up in an opium den ...

No he’s not, He’s suffering from pneumoniatic
complications ... If he is, why is Rockbottom so
healthy?”’

Major media types are instructed to come clean.

“Wipe smirks off your faces. If we can’t believe
you, who can we?”’
“Books, I suppose ? 7 ?”

A community in Indiana refuses to allow Aids in
the classroom (Now I’ve done it, I've called a
spade a spade). “Next thing you know, we’ll be
serving McCondoms.’’ Before we know it, Phyliz
Schlaply comes back to life, begins talking
while french-kissing God simultaneously:

*Aids waz invented by a Loving

Atom Bomb. Drink orange jiz

cures a sore throat Only the

atom bomb can cure a Godless

Faggot?!”’

This stance is increasingly popular; many families
travel to Disney World.
“It’s the only world
we have left!”’
“Commies took this planet right out from under
mein boot strap. Only Michael Jackson can save us.
He bad.”

The genial public turns hostile. “We paid for
this planet’’ or “Hey, I paid 150 bucks for this
planet’’ or even worse, “Hey, buddie, I paid for
this planet’’. The environmentalists back down,
rededicate themselves to collecting dues.

The core issue remains ducked: “Who are these people
and why have they
invaded my homes?”’

Everyone who isn’t in a beer commercial is either
watching one or falling in love.? Species have
been known to marry as a way of conserving scent,
the atmosphere, natural radii of body odors.

The president issues a statement:
Citizens, we have successfully re-calibrated

our nation, the pulsebeat of our country has
returned to normalcy.






CONSIDERING THE OPTIONS
By Kenneth Emberly

Vivian thought perhaps the room looked too cluttered. Then again, perhaps it was 100 austere. It was

her room; perhaps she was just too used to it. The problem was Lha't she want‘ed it to look just rlght for

Mr. Right, or rather — in keeping with the times — Mr. Approximately Right, who was coming to

scrutinize and woo her for the very first time at six o’clock that evening. Perhaps, she Lhou ghtto hersel_f,

Mr. Approximately Right is a sensuous voluptuary with a }}ighly developed ags?hem sense who w.111

appreciate the good taste of my clutter — the casual dishabille from wall to shining wall. Then again,

she continued to think to herself, Mr. Approximately Right may be a taciturn go-getter who abhors
needless messiness — the slovenly junkheap from wall to shining wall. Win or lose, she had bgt two
slim choices. And Vivian, never one to be enamoured with a narrowness of scope (in keeping with the
times, of course) found this dilemma, or problem, extremely unpleasant. The idea of hoping fOI. the best

did not occur to her. She was past all hope. Just then the doorbell terrorized her. It was four minutes to

six. ‘

“Miss Vivian Nearly Acceptable?” queried the man at the door. “I am Mr. Justin /:xpproxm,l,ate!y
Right. We have a rendezvous, do we not?” “You're early,” Vivian answ.erefi flady. “I know,” said
Justin. They glowered at each other, and then, that being settled, she let him in. . )

He narrowed his already narrow eyes and raked the room with glances l.hat were neither approving
nor disapproving. (An indecisive little whelp, thought Vivian.) She took his trenchcoat and flung it to
the back of her hall closet. (An impetuous little minx, thought Justin.) They sat down and concluded
some terms of agreement: . o ‘

1) Being mature and consenting adults, we will not concern ourselves with the trivial details of one
another’s behavior — viz. bodily functions, eccentric sounds and so on. )

2) Approving in part or in whole of the hot pursuit of love, minor allowances vsflll bfa made for.any
insignificant faux pas made by one party in the presence of the other party — viz. wild declarations
of love and guilt, confessions of penury and the like.

3) Psychotic episodes are strictly forbidden.

4) In keeping with our mutual ignorance of one another, our total lack of lcno».vledge about each oL.her,
in fact, we agree to delve deeply and courageously into the mire of past history when appropriate,
while maintaining a suitable level of mysteriousness about our person(s).

5) Refreshments will be provided at 7 and 9 p.m.

6) The door is always open.

These terms of agreement, having been hard won and difficult to negotiate, had swalloweq upa goqd
deal of time, and it was with irritation and dismay that Miss Vivian Nearly Acceptable nqtlced that it
was now 7:05 p.m. Would this lack of punctuality go againsther, and moreover, were the dishes cle{m?
She rose to get drinks and a host of pre-prepared edible dainties. “You’re late,” Justin muttered behind
her back. “I know,” she snapped over her shoulder.

There is always room for improvement, even in the best of situations.

“So,” said Justin, when Vivian had plied him with liquor and soggy dainties, “tell me «'flll abqut
yourself.” “Hadn’t we better get acquainted first?” Vivian shot back. “Ohyes! Yes indeed,” sa1,(,i Justin,
“you took the words right out of my mouth. But we have to begin somewhere.” “Well lhcn: barked
Vivian, “let’s start with a for instance.” “A for instance?” ““Yes. For instance, what do you think of my
decorating?”” Mr. Justin Approximately Right took another narrow-eyed look around the room. “It’s
eclectic,” he said at last. “Interesting?” Vivian suggested aggressively. “Different,” he more or less
concurred (and not without fear). “You mean distinctive,” Vivian countered swiftly. “If you like ...”
mused Justin with a mysterious air of ambivalence. There was a crushing silence after thcs.e words. He
is not easily thrown off his guard, thought Vivian. She is not much interested in my opinion, thought
Justin. The silence continued unabated.

“Let’s have a fight,” said Justin at long last. “What for?” asked Vivian. “To see if we‘re’evenly
matched!” “Idiot,” scoffed Vivian, wanting to laugh or declare war (it was a tossup), “love is not a
conflict. Surely you've learned that much in your life.” “But conflicts are inevitable,” cried Justin,
“‘even desirable on occasion.” Vivian considered this to be philosophical, and therefore, uncon-
structive. She asked Justin if he had to go to the bathroom. Justin shook his head. “Not even a little ilty‘-’
bitty pee pee?” asked Vivian coyly, wiggling her baby finger in imitation of the ma!e phallus. “I:Jo,
Justin replied in a voice verging on humiliated compromise, “not even a little itty-bitty pec pee.

They both considered the ice broken after this point Indeed, it was.

“Well old girl,” crowed Justin with archaic and rakish informality, “what do you think I do for a
living?” “T haven’t the faintest idea,” Vivian replied somewhat coolly, “and by the way, I'd better
inform you right now that I don’t think unless I can think positive thoughts. If you find that unappealing,
then think twice. Don’t blame it on me, in other words. I'm a product of the AGE, the TIMES, you see.”
“I see,” said Justin, adjusting his shirt collar, which had recently grown unbearably tight (a swollen
neck? what could that mean?). “You're telling me,” he went on in an immoderately shrill voice, “you’re
letting me know that you have the RIGHT attitude, is that it?” “That is it, yes.” “Well I won’t quibble
with you on that score. I enjoy the RIGHT attitude myself whenever possible, and God knows, in this
day and age it’s not always easy. Wars. Pestilence. Death. Murder on every strectcorner. Child
prostitutes howling after you on the boulevards. Global famine an ever-present possibility. Genocide.
Berserk policemen. Strangers when we meet. Strangers when we part. Alienation’s child’s play these
days.ICBM’s in the laundry room. Cruise missiles on the front lawn. The Kremlin in your back pocket.
The White House in your pants. Parliament up Shit Creek without a paddle. Yahoo. Ballyhoo.
Whoopty-doo. I could go on ...” “You could, but please don't.” Vivian found all of this rather
depressing, but accurate. However, was Mr. Justin Approximately Right engaging in some form of
dated negativity-slinging, or could he get on with the job, so to speak, avidly pursuing house, hearth and
credit card, and still manage to think these thoughts? If he could shove them aside when necessary then
he probably had the RIGHT attitude. If, on the other hand, he was going to get 2 headache or start
pleading insanity right and left then he probably had the WRONG attitude. Vivian resolved to find out
which case was the right case. But Mr. Justin Approximately Right intruded with a question, thereby
destroying Vivian's delicate train of thought.

“So where’d you get a name like Vivian, anyway?” “From my parents, of course,” she answered
curtly, unsure of whether or not she should take offense. “Did you know them well?” asked Justin with
a twinkle in his narrow eye. “As well as you knew your own,” she quipped. “Ah-hah!” Justin shouted,
clapping his sweaty hands. “Gotcha! You're making ASSUMPTIONS! How do you know I'm not an
orphan? Or some kind of Jungle Boy raised by jungle wolves, Leader Of The Pack, etc. etc.?” “I don’t
know,” said Vivian, mildly put off, but not entirely so; “I was awaiting such information from you, in
all due and good time. But since you cannot control your own impetuousness, do feel free to tell me
whether or not you were raised by jungle wolves. And furthermore, you never did tell me what it is that
you do for a living.”

They were digging deep. It was almost time for the champagne.

“Alright,” Justin began soberly, “I can in all good faith tell you that my parents were not jungle
wolves. If anything, they were merely failures. You may find that harsh, overly judgmental — and
therefore, not in keeping with the times — but please keep in mind that I am tolerant, oh not insanely
50, but moderately so, and my judgements are not so much harsh as they are well-founded, grounded
in sure knowledge and painstakingly arrived at. I'd just as soon tell you that my parents were a roaring
success, and perhaps if you threaten me enough I will change my tune and moderate my judgement
accordingly, since I do not wish to stand up to you at this or any other time — an inherited weakness,
from my mother, I suppose. Not that I’'m being analytical. God forbid! No, I'm thoroughly modern,
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gutless as hell. As for my job, my making of the ever-ubiquitous living, I do what I am told. Since I don’t
have a wife and children to keep my broken nose firmly crushed against the ole grindstone, I have had
to discipline myself, and I do what I do well enough. Like everyone else, I'm into some sort of
technology, I've forgotten which. Satisfied?” Yes, Vivian was satisfied, even more than satisfied. “May
I call you Honey?” she asked sweetly. “O course, my little fleshpot, my Nooky-Nooky-Nookums
Darling!” Vivian thought about this for a minute, and then said: “Dear, will be fine. Nice short and
simple.” “Yes Dear,” Justin murmured, grieving the loss of his endearments but resigned to his fate just
the same. “Now what about you?” he asked impetuously, the hot-blooded rogue; “what about your
mummy and daddy, and what about your job?” Vivian replied: “My mother developed computer chips,
was eaten alive by circuitry, and my father died of a broken heart, having first spent most of his life
searching for her in all the digital displays he could get his shaking, alcoholic hands on. As for my job,
I’mundecided, and I rather like it that way. Satisfied?”’ “You can’t be serious,” said Justin, fearing that
he was about to become the brunt of some cosmic joke. “Does it matter?”” cooed Vivian. “Not when
we're together,” admitted Justin. They were, at this point, verging on that all-important, hideously
terrifying, totally essential, avidly sought after, excruciatingly embarrassing, usually botched and
forever-remembered-with-a-wilting-sense-of-shame FIRST EMBRACE. But not yet. Vivian had
more liquor and dainties up her slecve. It was 8:59 p.m. and she would not fly in the face of punctuality
twice in one evening. According to the terms of their agreement, Item #4, refreshments were to be served
at precisely 9 p.m. — she bolted for the little kitchen, upsetting Justin’s finely honed sense of timing
and his composure; should he consider this a botched FIRST EMBRACE, therefore? She left him
pondering the question.

“I don’treally drink very much,” said Justin, when Vivian had returned with the liquor and dainties.
“Don’t worry about it,” she said smoothly, “we’ll go jogging shortly, in keeping with the times.”
“Jogging? Now?” *“Perhaps you’d prefer to use the Nautilus machine in the basement? Or would you
like to strip off your clothes and make a mockery of beauty and grace by doing some aerobic dancing?”
“Neither!” squealed Justin, utterly aghast at the thought of more humiliations. “Well then,” concluded
Vivian, “it must be jogging or a fast game of squash, racquetball, ta-da! But let’s not soil this moment
with sweaty implications. I feel almost romantic.” “And I feel practically moved.” “It’s amazing we
could find each other in the love-jungle of this day and age,” mused Vivian, with an altogether brutal
smugness. “Yes,” prattled Justin, “we must be two of the lucky ones. How did we find each other
anyway?” “I’ve forgotten.” “Perhaps we passed each other on the strect and were absolutely swept off
our feet at first glance, like in the old TV commercials and movies.” “I doubt it,” said Vivian; “I suspect
it was all arranged somehow. Perhaps we used a dating service. Or maybe we were given each other’s
numbers by mutual friends.” “That’s highly probable. Friends can be like that. They like to meddle and
gossip, arrange love trysts and clandestine meetings between forbidden lovers.” “You’re not married,
are you?”’ asked Vivian nervously. “Not that [ know of,” answered Justin, with a total lack of confidence;
“nor have [ ever been, to the best of my knowledge.” ““Virgin territory, are you?” ““Absolutely. At least,
I think so0.”

It was time to get serious. The synthetic, fast-fermented champagne was on ice.

“So tell me, Vivian Dear, do you ... do you want children?” “I’ve often thought about it,” she began
dreamily (or so Justin thought) “but it’s hard to think about it in a positive way. I mean, these days ...
War. Pestilence. Death. Murder on every streetcomer. Gang rapes in the poolrooms. Global famine an
ever-present possibility. Genocide. Berserk social workers. Child molesters when we meet. Child
molesters when we part. Alienation’s child’s play these days. ICBM’s in the playpen. Cruise missiles
in the daycare centre. Welfare mothers in your back pocket. Palimony and alimony up your skirt.
Wedding vows and other spurious commitments up Shit Creek without a paddle. Yahoo. Ballyhoo.
Whoopty-doo.Icould goon...” “Youcould, but please don’t.” Justin found this all rather disconcerting,
but accurate. However, would Vivian make a good mummsy or a bad mummsy? Would she abort on
short notice? Or go full term with bitterness in her heart? But then, what the hell, there was always the
in vitro option. Justin liked having options, like everyone else, in keeping with the times. He therefore
opted for viewing Vivian as a potential mother or a potential non-mother. Specifics were hardly the
point. “However,” said Vivian suddenly, breaking into Justin’s positive pleasant thoughts, “a lot
depends on me finding Mr. Right. In fact, everything depends on me finding Mr. Right. Not that I'm
old fashioned. Please don’t get the wrong idea. All I mean is that we’re talking about the things couples
do, the things couples plan, and therefore, I am expressing my concern about who, exactly, will make
up the other half of the couple adjacent to me.” “Well now,” said Justin, “I myself, if  may say so, am
looking for an acceptable mate. So in this regard we are, I think, thoroughly copacetic. Neither of us
wishes to settle for second best, in keeping with the times, and why should we? There shouldn’t be any
such thing as second best!” “Yes,” Vivian cut in, “but how’s your luck been hotshot?” There was a
weighty pause before Justin said: “Pretty miserable, by and large. But what about your luck?” Vivian’s
reply was both swift and screamingly honest: “Absolutely abysmal. That is why you are here. You’re
sort of where I’ve got my sights set nowadays: Approximate. You’re name says it all.” “I thought as
much.”*I find you second-rate, but not intolerably so, and besides, adolescence is over and done with.
I’'mnot getting any younger, you might say, though I feel entirely well-adjusted about that fact, entirely
well-adjusted, overjoyed, in fact!”*‘Let’s not get too extravagant,” chided Justin. “Indeed,” said Vivian
icily. '

Their hands were now entwined. The champagne was due for a pop and a guzzle. Their matched
jogging suits awaited. But first! The lovenest! They could barely hold themselves back long enough to
undress.

The experience was nearly acceptable by anyone’s standards, and approximately right all in all.

Justin wanted to light up a cigarette and discuss the future, as they lay back drained and mildly
disappointed. But he had given up cigarettes, and the future was murky and/or terrifying at best. He
opted for pining for tobacco and kept his mouth shut. Vivian was considering the decor of her bedroom.
Wasittoocluttered? Was it too austere? And was it possible that she had misjudged her guest altogether,
finding in him neither the sensuous voluptuary with the highly developed aesthetic sense nor the taciturn
go-getter with an abhorrence for needless messiness? They would have to have an open and honest
discussion of decor sooner or later. In the meantime there were thousands of senseless, mind-numbing
arguments they could have about everything from weddings to vacations. All that really mattered was
that they had found each other.

It would be a marriage made in heaven. Nearly. Approximately.
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Users have stood on the Sea of Tranquili
quility and watched the E
TIMES TEALER landscape. Users have danced to tribal dr y e Barth hover above a craggy lunar

ums on a fire-lit African plain. Users have borrow i
S ve : . ed the brain
of a subatomic physicist to ponder the first few nanoseconds of creation, when the universe jtself was

nobigger than ahydrogen atom. Yeteven afterall these i
e V e an On : ? . : years the search for the ultimate sequence sh
y no evidence of slackening, the weeklies scream for more, the public swallows it up, criticacll, demalid(i)rr;S

and now attention seems to have focused on the tim i i
| . . . estealers themselves. Sometimes I w
You never know what’s going to sell these days. It’s a real problem for professional timestealers like Where was I? e

me. You can study cultural profiles, analyze market trends, hire publicity shamans — and still have a

sequence on the skids. There are no guarantees and no explanations. You just cannot tell in advance
whose time will prove the most valuable. . D‘E.CEMBER -J.ANUARY MARCH

Not so in the old days. We had all those vicarious pleasures to provide, all those users hungry for new o AX
experience. Athletes had marketable time then, sky divers, mountain climbers at the summit. Ever ride . F-309164 F-300053 F-309077
aluge down a glistening tunnel of ice? That was one of my good ones back then. Ever run with the bulls - MIMIATURE A . MIMATURE mE
at Pamplona? Or wrestle anaconda in the Amazon rain forest? Those were all big sellers in their day. HOLLY TREE N\ ROSE : Fragrant

Pomo was big too, an outrageous thrill with no risk of disease. I did a lot of sleazoid synching during A continuing ' Ready to bud Sﬂo?uawl’;ite
my early apprenticeship. Anything to fill my quota. And long hard work it was too, you’ve no idea. touch of Yule- and bleom MINIATURE BONSA! blossoms—
Prostitutes were an easy and obvious target, but if you knew what went on in their heads it would drive tide all year! immediately! TREE Oriental = art 1o . S0 romantict
you to chastity out of sheer boredom. Supper for the children, laundry, is this guy going to have a heart enhance your living room! o
attack on top of me or what? How some of them make a show of animation is beyond me. Most are not APRIL MAY JUNE JULY
worth the computer time to steal the sequence. It takes a real fanatic for even marginal porn. - P x

And to give equal time on the other side of the coin, let’s recall the old evangel sequences. Remember 3 :L%:‘ F-309091 \2\; ;"é F';mog}%:i j &; . F309119 ‘
Charismania? Remember presiding over a rally of thousands, surrounded by a sea of hands held aloft PALM TREE MINATURE ﬁ‘:ﬁ;{ L LEMON ‘f i1 HERB |
in prayer, the spirit of glory hovering above the waters, moving in your heart, speaking with your lips Y A touch of KEY LIME SV = Bud and bloom ¢*} G.AW
— it was my first million seller, one that confirmed my reputation as a timestealer par excellence. Those R Tropical Grow your IHRS with rofreshing 2" » Miniature
were the good old days. = Florida all own delicious ‘ * tragrance! > / :dmsna'{e‘s;

Now the public is satiated, and rightly so. Every human act conceivable has been recorded. Enough . year longl pie fifling! o A delight! for cook?ng!
time has been stolen to stretch back to the Pleistocene. It is simply impossible to shock the modern :
sophisticated user, to bring anything novel to his vast experience. He’s already won the World Series AUGUST SEPTEMBER OCTOBER OVEMBER
and been elected President of the United States. He’s already been weightless in outer space and made ""\: £-309126 F309133 . ; d,  F-309140 . F309157
it with Marilyn Monroe look alikes, possibly at the same time. What can a timestealer add to that? Ze  MINIATURE TROPICAL ”\i’.\; - ® ORANGE TREE “MINATURE

Concentrate on technique, I tell my best students today. Timestealing is an art, the ultimate form of -« HIBISCUS M 4 x&; Drink ; COFFEE TREE
entertainment. We’re intelligent professionals stealing for intelligent users, and it’s not what we reveal Magnificent GAm delicious Aty Thrives in
but what we intimate that counts. The raw human experience is only a base on which to build, the blossoms in- Especially A » fresh-squeezed- g living room.
background harmonics to an experiential symphony. With good technique a timestealer can make = ~doors or out for those I juice trom Now have
Librarian at Rest a bestseller. What secret thoughts lay hidden behind those affable eyes? What exotic L7 in summer wnhoutha ' L your own t—" real coftee
imaginations? You canexplore the subconscious levelsif you’re properly tuned: you’ve gotto use every : green thumb ol tree! ' beans!
technological advance. I'm working now on a new generation of “superconscious” sequences. The HERE'S HOW THE PLAN WORKS: Choose 1, 3, F-309195—Tweive Months (Dec.-Nov.)
discriminating user today ... '

Where was I? Did you ever see my Hero sequence? Sometimes you stumble onto a classic like that ) .
without a moment’s forethought. I was in my mobile unit that day, scanning the streets for anything AS IF A CURTAIN mage by iagen 0. Olrich
unusual to make my quota, when I happened upon the burning building, a two-storey brick house with .
flames roaring out the front door and a smoky haze curling under the eaves. The building sucked air with by Marg aret ChI'l StakOS
an audible whoof, chugging for oxygen like an overheated wood stove. A crowd had gathered. The
firemen were restraining the parents from going back inside. You could actually hear the children I
screaming through an upstairs window. The theatre’s central section was filled

I activated my system and began visually scanning the bystanders. I was looking for a particular almost to the seat; I sat across the right aisle
emotive base, that horrid bloodlust feeling you sometimes find in a death audience — just a crass where people languored coats & portfolios
commercial flash-in-the-pan sequence for the weeklies. I noticed a young man gazing up with rapt reserving a nest of several seats’ width for their own
attention, his face stony with tension, and I thought I'd found a worthwhile target. I probed and found expansive privacies: the space
good emotive content. I locked in on full cerebral and began widening my filters. Horror, panic — an of a cinema is to be trusted
overwhelming signal. I finetuned visual to correct for slight astigmatism and maximized the olfactory (once on a train to Charlottetown
smoke signal. I boosted amygdala and hippocampal levels for artistic effect and toned down verbal I sat awake at 3 a.m. & the sky had finally become
cognitive, which seemed to be mired in a repetitive circular routine having to do with supernatural like us, the touristic eye
agencies. I synched and began the by-pass sequence. closed in on its self-image, for an hour

I/we were there, tasting smoke like hot acid, hearing the children’s cries above the chatter of the or two; & people softly
crowd, recoiling inwardly and bouncing back to full surface awareness, bouncing back and forth like dropped arms alongside their torsos
adrumbeat, like a zoom lens focusing in and out on a scene too grisly to behold. I/we could not accept groins pumped lightly by the chuff
the reality, the torture of innocents. chuffing over rails, open to each other’s

Something snapped — that’s stillhow I describe it to this day. A total conceptual reorganization. OQut groin and prostrate arms
of chaos came fixed determination, out of horror a grim resolve. I/we ran into the fire, up the blackened & dry throats coughed, snorted quiet,
stairs, smoke-blind and gasping, never fearing death. I/we were invincible, superhuman. I/we followed murmured monosyllabic escapades, “crystal,
the cries, kicked open bumning doors, crawled over smoking carpet. Two children under a bed and ababe cry-stal harp,”’ the moon involved
unconscious in acrib. I/we gathered them like sacks of laundry, rolled them in blankets and hoisted them in such trusting haircloth, lapels of musk
aloft. I/we noticed pain then, dizziness, weakness. I/we retched out smoke and bile and stumbled I might have caressed myself to their chorus, gotten
forward. lost in chuff, in breathing then

You’ve experienced the sequence; you know the peculiar timelessness of the hero’s escape. Even within a small cloth diary
now in retrospect I wonder how I retained enough professional awareness to signal the computer for travelled the dessicated forest lines
overtime. Legal eagles are quick to criticize such action, as is their right, but dedicated users understand outside St. John, & gone on to imagine
why I went overtime on Hero. T had to get it all, statutory amendments or not. I was there the first time, a tunnel, the drawing-back of a lofty curtain, air-bomn
I suffered the unedited version; don’t tell me my job. static & ahead, music like civilization’s lightboard

The hero’s hands and feet were permanently mutilated, face disfigured, lungs seared and blackened. blinking one by one then, people
The children were treated in hospital for smoke inhalation and released. The parents converted to waking to hurry a palm over the warmth
Christianity. The hero later told reporters he didn’t remember a thing about what happened. Of course the abeyance of their mute, drowsing groins
not — I'd stolen the entire episode. I sent the hero a prepublication run and offered him ten percent as and to investigate, to their left, & to their right.

an out-of-court settlement for the extra time stolen. (Final editing left the sequence at seven and change,
as you know.) He is a rich man today. I
I am constantly asked whether I influenced the hero in some way to undertake his daring rescue, Remembering movies
whether my synching and stealing his cerebral activity in some way manufactured the sequence, which is like disbelieving a dream
of course is absurd. Timestealing is purely passive, unnoticeable and untraceable by the subject. A two- whose eye moved across the bleak
way communication has never been attempted outside the lab, and the results are not worthy of outsideness of a parking lot, moored
publication — glorified telephone conversations. The hero would have plunged into those flames with somehow at the brick barrier, paused momentarily,
or without me, and he can thank his lucky stars and garters ... & slowly listed upward to a window
Where was I? All right, let’s deal with questionable ethics. First tell me who really is going to miss underscored by venetian metal; advance then
five minutes of mental process? People waste more than that standing at a transit stop or meditating on betwcen matte strips (glass
the toilet. Some people are so drugged they forego higher cerebral functions for most of the day. A atomizing as you forget
culture with no respect for time can well afford to lose an inconsequential fraction to timestealers like to accommodate it) through to an interior,
me. If god had meant our thoughts and feelings to be private he would not have allowed the monitoring your one eye wincing at neon glare, sudden,
technology to develop — and I’m not just trying to be funny; I've seen too many strange things to deny and crystal, the crowd of young
his existence outright. I'll confess my worst and let you be the judge. Remember Virgin Bride? Now executives who welcome you, not once
this young woman may have had some cause for complaint. Those crucial four minutes and fifty-five mentioning your cther, missing, eye
seconds may indeed have had a certain sentimental importance — as a male, I can only guess to what who embrace you with velvet commentaries
extent — but think of the vicarious gratification she provided for millions, male and female, virgin or on your health and perpetual tardiness —
otherwise. She has contributed to the social gestalt, she has influenced the contemporary milieu. Not “the train, or my children ...”
every woman gets a hymenal honeymoon — precious few, I suspect —and it’s only fair that this — & beneath it, your one sweaty, tallow
particular bride’s good fortune be spread abroad, so to speak. She can always buy the sequence; I’m sure breast, the teetering, unpartnered heel
it’s gone mass market by now. In any case ... tactfully unremarked-on

Damn, that’s disconcerting. Where was I? Quality is the key word these days. A good quality product amid the latest raquetball gossip:
will never be out of style. It is nowhere chiseled in granite that the commercial market will not accept until your lop-sided, soon forlorn, hipbone
the subtleties of artistic expression. Any timestealer can master technical accuracy, and many can learn falls silent, sloughing to a darker corner
to break standard rules to good effect, but only the best students show that spark of originality, that love muttering alone about last week’s adventure
of theme and format necessary for a classic sequence. The rest will follow the fads and fashions of their to the theatre — the clever arm close around
day; they'll supply good work to the weeklies and maybe make the charts now and again with supreme your rhythmic, meandering waistline, the wind,
effort and a little luck. And no one will be safe from their spotlight. When royalty piques some interest & behind it — row upon row of bronze-
they’ll descend like herd animals on kings and queens throughout the world; when anew pope is elected moistened dashboards, doubled in wet pavement
they’ll swarm like flies after sugar donuts. I followed the trends for most of my own career, so don’t for good company, the lot full now, but just next to it
misinterpret my criticism. I’m merely pointing out that the search for novelty has to end somewhere, remembered darkly, your second
sometime. : leaning-forward breast. 7 5



LOVE IN POPULAR CULTURE
by Marino Tuzi

What is the relationship between our culture’s presentation of sexuality and love and an individual’s
intimate experience of them? To be more precise, do the multitudinous cultural expressions of sexual
and romantic behavior, to be found in the tableau advertisements illuminating Toronto’s skyline to the
hallucinogenic lifestyle commercials disrupting the civility of the CBC’s evening telecasts, accurately
reflect or recreate on the level of lived experience the immediacy of sexual-romantic activity between
two lovers? Is the cultural expression of sexuality and love simply restating in its own way the details
and attitudes of that practice? Or is it somehow operating to shape the style and substance of that
practice? Or, to push the discussion further, is there at times a complete disconnection between culture
and practice in the terrain of eros?

It would seem to me that this discussion is worth undertaking not so much because it could lead to
some form of therapy on the part of writer and reader (which in itself holds the promise of a benefit,
however problematically) but because our culture is so overtaken, or to use a post-structuralist notion,
so overdetermined in its obsession with sexuality and love. It can be said that in the modern, urban,
technological dynamo of late industrial capitalism, evident in its various American-induced manifes-
tations in Toronto, individualism has attained an ascendency that has depriorized the necessity of
adhering to an external reference, i.e. the Church, the collective social order, the patriarchal extended
family, etc. Instead the practice of late industrial capitalism has ideologically and experentially
necessitated the organization of a social order which allows for all reference to be focused within the
dimension of subjective, individual existence. In some ways, this radical shift, from a structure of being
that situated individual striving within the framework of a collectively-based social order to the
contemporary one in which individual striving is simply connected to its own logic and motivation, is
aphenomenon of the last four decades following World War Two. Of course this historical moment did
not achieve itself overnight, but was the product of a process in western capitalist society from the
movement out of the medieval period, with its emphasis on a hierarchical collective order teleologically
oriented toward God, into the mercantile capitalism of the Renaissance, in which the individual slowly
began to usurp the collective structure and incrementally placed himself teleologically and ontologi-
cally as the transcendent being in the world. It is because of this that a Marxist like Terry Eagleton and
apost-structuralist like Jacques Derrida can concur, in their individual deconstruction of western liberal
humanist culture, that the history of such a culture is the history about the ideological paramountcy of
“the metaphysics” of individual “presence”. To put it another way, western culture has been totally
concerned with the evolution and the expansion of individual experience in its various stages of
capitalist advancement.

What the Second World War decided for us in its outcome was that capitalism was a precise and
effective economic order in the problematic stage of technological industrialism. Of course the victory
of this decision was never fully assured both in terms of the military prowess of the Allied forces, and
the moral certitude of capitalist, liberal humanism. At any point, what concerns me is the fact that in
the past an individual found meaning and transcendence in existence through the institutions of church
and state, sanctioning how one should live meaningfully and productively. But this form of worship-
ping an external, collective reference no longer appears to have any place or relevance in contempo-
rary urban life.

As I'look at that technicolor billboard illuminating the Torontonian evening, I see a young woman
erotically placing her finely sculpted body against her male counterpart while the billboard advertises
the latest line of Kevin Klein jeans. Clearly the pulpit and the lectern have been put aside for the sensual
and the erotic in guiding the individual through the present capitalistorder. So in the pursuit of economic
security tied to an individual’s ability to obtain a weekly wage within the arena of a highly vulnerable
and problematic nuclear family order, the individual tums totally inwards in escape from and in
confirmation of the materialist values of his/her society. But in turning inwards what does s/he turn to?
More importantly how does what s/he turns to manifest itself in the cultural gestalt that overwhelms her/
him daily?

Itis useful to look at several forms of cultural productions to see how this positing of transcendence
through eros, through sex and love without God, is an act of subterfuge, an attempt to sabotage the real
experience of eros in our lives. To create a simplistic illusory state that is more concerned with power,
acquisitiveness and escapism in their own singular terms. Furthermore, these cultural acts of subterfuge
serve to turn sexuality into a mystical primordial state, an atavism devoid of the humanity of the
individual presence of the lovers.

My concern here is with a kind of popular culture that attempts to transcend economic class and
ideological orientation and articulate an attitude about living to the masses. If one analyzes pop music
asone example of popular culture, one discoves either an emphasis on the social darwinism of sexuality
or a complete romanticization of love as the panacea for all the problems in one’s life. In the former,
onecanobserve how the singer, usually male, scomns his lover for being a lustful, traitorous partner. This
syndrome of the bitch-goddess “who ran out” on me or “wants to run my life” is rampant in scores of
rock’n roll tunes that are produced en masse. Obviously what this establishes is the notion that in sex
and love each lover is locked in an eternal power struggle over control in which sexual prowess and
romantic emotion are abilities to be used ruthlessly to one’s advantage. This survival of the fittest in
eros is particularly evident in that form of popular music interested in valourizing the patriarchal-
masculine and the patriarchal-feminine values in the social order. Such music can range from
phallocentric formulaec heavy metal to glossy, vapid country and western.

In the latter, in the impulse to romanticize the healing powers of love and sex in dealing with personal
failure and tragedy, we see another subterfuge at work. Love is the holy grail for which we exact our
life’s energy to apprehend in our unquestioned faith in its powers and virtues. Again this syndrome
while appearing to be the polar opposite of the social darwinist one tends to reproduce in its own fashion
the same values. Except that this time eros is presented as some spiritual, transcendental force that will
fill the lack within us. So love is exalted as some paradisical state that has transformed the lover, i.e.
my life is complete and tranquil now that you are in my life. But the real human passion which actuated
the coming into being of this state is pushed aside; itis denatured, watered down and turned into a cliché.

But it is the transformation of this human dimension of eros, of sex and love, in which physical
intimacy is the natural expression of the affection and attraction felt between two lovers, into a cliché
that diminishes the real experience of eros. Yet the fact that certain acts of popular culture appease the
need to worship individual inner sensuality and experience by reducing eros to a cliché-ridden state of
a troubled social darwinism or a lobotomized paradisical tranquility speaks more about the power of
that need than about the failure of that popular culture to present it authentically.

It is this power that is felt by the individual whether s/he is listening to a rock 'n roll tune or watching
a beer commercial in which sexual game-playing among athletic adults is witnessed. It is a power,
grounded in sociological, historical, political conditions responsible for its presence in the matrix of
individual experience, that allows itself to be mystified. In this situation of mystification involving the
making of a familiar thing to appear unfamiliar, estranged and enigmatic, beyond human apprehension,
one can see the deeper quality of this subterfuge that is evident in social darwinist and romanticist
articulations of love. One can perceive the utterness of this mysticism not so much in such soap operas
as Dallas or Dynasty, or in movies like Fatal Attraction or Betty Blue, but in any erotic/pornographic
(I use the term “pornographic” technically here to describe any material explicitly depicting sexual
activity between consenting adults) film. The melodramatic quality of the lovemaking in these films,
which are concerned with the mechanics of sexual activity, presenting a heightened, surrealistic,
excessive graphic depiction of lovemaking between overly-endowed and mindlessly engaged partici-
pants, points away from a demystification of sexuality toward a more complete mystifying subterfuge.
Along with the fact that these films reproduce the patriarchal-masculine domination of women in sexual
terms, they serve to fulfill another purpose in the process. Like the social darwinist and romanticist
articulations that reduced eros to acliché, to areducible notion removing the complexity and profundity
of erotic experience, the erotic/pornographic film serves to make invisible the real human depth of that
experience at the same time it ostensibly makes explicit the machinations of the physicality of sexual
activity. For the sexual appetite in this type of popular culture film is so exaggerated beyond human
dimension and reduced to a melodrama of physical contortion and emotional wailing that the real
human quality in the lovemaking is made to disappear altogether.
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Without sounding puritanical, specifically in the case of the erotic/pomographic film, and moralistic
in terms of the social darwinist and romanticist positions, one can see that the dailiness of human
existence, the routine of waking, working, of dealing with real situations while attending to the
responsibility of having a relationship with your partner, is for obvious purposes totally absent. In the
place of the complexities of social and individual existence one is given a clichéd and mystified vision
about eros, one that is either simplified to a basic notion or exaggerated into a state of fantasy.

But to say that there is no relationship between these cultural acts of eros and the actual practice of
it is to underestimate the influence of culture in our lives. For culture of this kind places before us in
certain ways the urgings of our inner needs. But whether or not the presentation of these needs
accurately reflects the manner in which we enact them is another matter. Rather itis in the fact that such
cultural activity contorts the dimension of these needs, taking one’s sense of insecurity and develop-
ing a social darwinist explanation for its presence, taking one’s yearning for stability and creating an
unearthly state for its fulfillment, taking one’s need to feel liberated in the physicality of sexual activity
and transforming it into a superhuman prowess, that often at times one discovers a cleavage between
these cultural acts and the experience of intimacy with one’s lover. Moreover, at times what one has
to exorcise is the infiltration of these unreal notions in the unconscious chambers of one’s desire in order
to regain a real sense of human intimacy.

But why this subterfuge in some popular culture focussing on sexual love? Why this sabotaging of
the natural impulses in lovemaking by presenting notions that do not meetlived experience? The reflex
answer is to say that it suits the design of a capitalist society ordered around escapism and the need for
individual experience. It is this reality that creates a cleavage between culture and experience. For if
the capitalist social order elevates the subjective dimension of being as the transcendental value in
experience, then one can see in these cultural contortions of social darwinism, of romanticization, of
erotic fantasy-making the projections of the inner states of the subjectivity. Therefore, one witnesses
in these cultural productions the materialistic and power aspirations of individualism. Yet in this
worship of personalism, of the ascendent individual, such culture reveals to us a profound need to
believe in the Nietzchian essentiality of the individual, of the will-to-power of individual aspiration. As
Derrida or Eagleton note, bourgeois society in its deepest sense despairs in not having the truth, the
word, the transcendental individual which redeems existence.

In preserving this totalizing essentialism, this form of culture attempts to arrest the combusting,
internally implosive, action of technological-capitalist society; to avoid the making of technologies and
economies automatically antiquated in the act of consumerism; to evade the implicit deconstructing
powers of the capitalist-consumer dynamo. But this anxious and desperate preservation of a transcen-
dental essentialist individualism, of derouting the powerful movement of deconstructive capitalism,
expresses the profound need to inhibit the inevitable deconstruction and antiquation of that sacrosanct
individualism in the provisionality of contemporary capitalist practice.

But the failure of this essentialist project is often felt in the way that such a clichéd world of culture
is unable to connect to the non-essentialist, complex, tentative and problematic level of real experience.
In this liquidly ambivalent, problematizing universe of actuality, eros cannot be grasped and held solely
through acts of power, acquisitiveness, and escapism, readily observed in the theatricality of erotic
social darwinism, vapid romanticism, and sexual phantasmagoria. For this will-to-power in eros is
rooted in human capacities which at times resist the need to satiate the hunger for individual fulfillment.
Moreover, these human capacities that permit intimacy between lovers are teleologically organized
away from the elevation of self-fantasy. For in the ability to be generous, to reciprocate in love, to be
morally responsible, one discerns a quality equally necessary in the experience of eros, in loving and
making love with your partner.

But this human ability which needs the presence of the other in order to be actualized is not entombed
in a sainted altruism. Instead within the vortex of a deconstructing capitalist order, this human ability
is imbricated with the desire for control, for satisfying the internality of selfness. However, in not
completely presenting these two levels, the individual frame and the human order, simultaneous with
each other in the dynamic between individual and social structure, and in the privileging of the former
over the demise of the latter, a certain kind of popular culture engages in an act of socio-metaphysical
subterfuge. There, it is only in recognizing that individual erotic desire is not a state of being dwelling
solely within itself but captured by a dynamic process that one can uncover and challenge this
mesmerizing subterfuge. In doing so one can know what it means to turn inwards to worship what was
once given to us but which we must individually decide upon in order to feel the power of eros, that
potent element in personal existence that has been elevated to a form of godliness in contemporary
society. After all what is the experience of eros, of love and sex, if not a plummeting of the inner depth
of one’s being; a being internally focused but still subterranealy and precipitously bonded to a capitalist

social order.
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6 STATEMENTS
By Christopher Dewdney

LIFE

On the third day of the conference the physicists participated in a seminar. This involved a
panel discussion followed by a question period in which members of the audience were
invited to query the scientists.

One professor had been answering quite a few questions on such subjects as quantum
mechanics and high energy physics when a woman stood and asked, “Professor, what is life?”
The physicist, who prior to this had been fielding every question articulately and genially,
paused briefly while a momentary hesitation flickered over his features, registering both the
magnitude and the impropriety of this question. The look faded rapidly, however, and was
replaced by one of knowing certitude, of revelatory conviction. With an enigmatic smile he
replied, “Life? Life is a disease of matter!”

THE IMMACULATE PERCEPTION II

Differentiation and isolation of previously mixed elements and their subsequent refining are
natural outcomes of our sorting impulse. Humans possess an almost instinctive need to isolate
the constituent parts of perceived reality. This impulse led us to discover the hidden numerical
order of nature and its properties. It has also got us, as a species, into trouble. Refined foods
such as sugar have imbalanced our nutrition, refined chemicals have poisoned us.

To differentiate an item from its background is to satisfy or relieve the irritation of
signifying consciousness, it is an externalization of the innate aspiration of consciousness
towards specificity. Isolation rcinforces the homogeneity of the item, the object, and
establishes its status as signified, an ideal form. It is the enforcement of differentiation.
Grouping raises the charge of serial homogeneity, large assemblies of species or metals
engendered the first wealth. Refining became a method of hamnessing the ritualized impulse
to further isolate the constituent parts of reality, the final differentiation. Refining is the fine-
tuning of purity towards an ideal isolation tantamount to icon or symbol.

One of the most extreme exponents of the refining impulse is the refinement of uranium,
where, as the essence is isolated the substance being refined becomes increasingly toxic to
human life.

SYNTAX

Syntax is the stylistic equivalent of individuality.

The individual is an idiosyncratically associative mode enacting its personal world model.
The world modelisitsclf recursively engendered to a certain extent by the associative domain
of language.

Syntax is the thread of alignment along which meaning condenses.

Syntax is creation anticipated.

Reference/signification is memory.

Without memory, movement is impossible.

Reverence in the deferential treatment of ideation by the signifiers.

WORDS

Words are stencils.

We understand by the outline of words.

They have no substance.

They are an absence through which we frame their ostensible objects.
A frame is a characterization.

TIME TRAVEL II

To disperse the entrenched sub-conscious illusion of auto-phenomonality, or exonomy, this
simple exercise should suffice. One must realize the effects of the “passage” of time on
objects during an interval of absence from a familiar setting. You leave your house for a few
hours leaving an apple core and some orange peels on the kitchen table. When you come back
the core and peel will serve as a grey-scale, irritating the comfortable inertia of exonomy.

Upon return everything will have changed. The light will still be on, the chairs, table, pots
and utensils will be exactly where you left them but the apple core has turned brown, the
orange peels are drying out. As if in your absence some force had been in your house, subtly
changing everything before your return.

The point of the exercise is to separate the implacable force of change from one’s illusory
and unconscious belief that somehow one is responsible for all change, which itself is
reinforced by the seduction of motion.

The illusion of voluntary motion from one point to another, which reinforces the habituated
€go’s position as originator of change and the equally strong illusion of environmental
manipulation are the two greatest barriers to the time-traveller’s realization of time and space.

DISCARD THE MORAL HUSK
I’m thinking through the inklings.

It takes all my effort

just to outsmart myself because
I’m moving faster than words
into a landscape so alien

there are no words to describe it.
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