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v.about

Version was an online journal for short-form writing and media work published between 2009 and 2012, founded by Jordan Crandall and edited with Caleb Waldorf; contributing editors included Zach Blas, Micha Cárdenas, and Elle Mehrmand. The website concept and design was by Waldorf with software development by John W. Fail. The managing editor was Tara Zepel.

Version presented scenes, incidents, encounters, and sensory experiences drawn from everyday life, in which concepts were not only elaborated but enacted. Version worked in close-up, cultivating moods, atmospheres, and various forms of bodily apprehension and awareness. It aimed for a quality of intimacy, presence, and affective charge: a material openness to unexpected forms of encounter. At the same time, it worked laterally, conducting transversal operations across object-boundaries, attuned to the rhythms, flows, and layered ecologies that constitute the phenomenal world.

Each Version editorial item adhered to the following formal constraints: a maximum of 500 words, 5 images, or 50 seconds.

With its formal and rhetorical approach, Version embodied new patterns of readership and network-enabled economies of attention, which could involve time-constrained multitasking and transversal readings across media venues. It spanned specialized discourses, genre categories, and disciplinary divides, while encouraging the reception, rearrangement and redistribution of its material in new social networks and assemblages. It was less a bounded publication than an editorial ecology—a dynamic system through which unexpected editorial properties and forms can emerge.

This book collects all Version editorial items produced during the journal’s publication and the contents that follow this preface are, with a few exceptions, exactly as original published on version.org.

Version was produced by the Visual Arts Department, University of California, San Diego; the UCSD Division of Arts and Humanities; and the California Institute for Telecommunications and Information Technology (CALIT2).
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On the fifth of June Patrick Keim retired to a small room in his
apartment that he used as a studio on the west side of Athens Georgia.
The floor and a large table were covered with scraps of images a pair
of large scissors glue electrical tape dentures a pile of old
medical journals butcher knives and various small objects. He cleared
an open space on the floor. He stood upright and gauged how it would
appear when he fell. This was something he couldn’t help. Patrick was
always an artist. The wall directly behind him was bare. He stuck the
pistol into his mouth made a kissing sound and shot himself. In this he
was successful. The bullet penetrated through the brain and out the top
of the skull. He fell however just off from the open piece of
flooring obscuring various images with his torso and hips; the blood
pooling in the slight dip in the floor. Still the result was unexpected
and very reminiscent of his early work. His body was found two days
later making it irrelevant that he had showered and shaved minutes
before his departure. That Patrick would leave like this I had known for
years. It was reflected in the construction of his work particularly in
the adhesives that he used. The rubber bands popped and the glue would
come unstuck. There was a built-in decay in his work that crept just
beneath the surface. When I met Patrick he was standing next to an
installation of his splattered with blood. He shook my hand with his own
heavily bandaged hand. It was a gracious act in front of all the broken
glass. One of the last communications I had with Patrick was a postcard
sent to my farm in Alabama. It was a photograph of the North Sea
showing a dark sky and cold foaming waves with no shore in sight. He
had added an image of a bandaged face bobbing in the waves like a buoy
which was then outlined in a rectangle standing upright like an obelisk.
At the top of the rectangle was another empty portal or door saved for
me. He was unselfish. Looking at the postcard his coming death is as
clear and cold as the water rolling in. I’m sure Patrick imagined the
bandages in the image not as staunching the blood but as a frozen
eruption of his brains moving into the world as an iceberg that would
vanish into the ocean. A few years after his death Patrick appeared near
my farm. A dozer operator scraping a lake out of a swamp uncovered a
seven foot long pine coffin. He was so unnerved he quickly buried it
back in the dam. Patrick like the Hunter Gracchus is now touring the
world in a sea craft going wherever the North Sea touches the world
beneath the world. I didn’t have to ask why he surfaced there. He came
to see me.
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Everyone loves an appearance, even when it is denounced, as in modern
architecture (although the newer versions are damn cheap).  How can we
escape appearances?
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One of the implications of an address to humor that “doesn’t try” for
it, is that the comic in this dimension is more often found than
invented. It is deeply situational—tied to, almost trapped by its
contexts—rather than artfully contrived or otherwise acted out. If
we want to understand the sense of absurdity that arises so palpably in
John Baldessari’s work we will find that it is firmly embedded in the
textures of his life and career, in places and purposes that were
already inflected by the offbeat and the incongruous. An incubator for
all this was the nondescript suburb of National City, near San Diego,
California, the “cultural blank spot” where Baldessari was born (in
1931), came of age, and in—and about—which he made his first
“conceptual” art works in the mid-1960s.

If the situational disavowal to which Baldessari has long been committed
can be related to any conceptual format for the comedic, it is to the
venerable, and distinctively American, notion of the deadpan. Introduced
in the later 1920s to describe a turn in the style of film comedy at the
height of the silent era, deadpan offered a striking metaphor for a kind
of humor that eschewed expression, emotion or motile physicality --
aided and abetted by distinctively filmic resources such as the close-up
and reaction shot—in favor of physiognomic reduction and impassive
restraint. Humor was engendered in the deadpan mode by a general economy
of means antithetical to the slapstick and vaudeville genres that
dominated the earliest years of film comedy. The origins of the term
itself are still disputed. Some sources attribute it to the general
assimilation of “firearm phraseology” so that “pan” refers to the pan of
a musket, and “dead” to the failure of the powder it contained to ignite
(“keeping ones powder dry” arrived in the language from the same
context). Another etymology has “pan” as “face,” a sense apparently in
circulation since at least 1833. So that the expressionlessness
signified by deadpan “would mean literally ’dead face.’" Whatever its
precise origins, however, there is unanimity that the deadpan idiom was
given its coup de grace in the films of Buster Keaton, the great
“Stoneface,” whose unsmiling, immobile features and unreactive demeanor
have been celebrated by James Agee and other commentators as one of the
definitive contributions to the comedic repertoire. “Keaton’s
deadpan,” noted Wes Gehring, “is a twentieth-century defense against the
absurdities of the modern world.”

Baldessari raised the stakes of the deadpan by breaking down the
defense.
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Atmospheric attunement is a collective sensing out of what might be
happening. A state of alert saturated with the potentiality of things in
the making in a personal, political and aesthetic ambit that has not yet
found its form but is always promising, and threatening, to take shape.

A perturbation or disturbance in the atmosphere animates a composition
(Deleuze). Something throws itself together. An event. A scene. A
daydream. A sensibility that incites or irritates like an itch. Anything
can harden into a symbiosis of incommensurate elements or break up,
drift off, shift tone, or fail. A style, a rhythm, a practice, a habit,
a condition, a movement, or a mode of being can become a little world
that feels like something you’re in - a scene of an inhabitability, the
site of a subjectivity in the midst of its throwness or ordered
viscerality, its forms of agency or retreat or collapse. The lived
spaces and temporalities of home, work, shock, adventure, illness,
rumination, pleasure, time out, down time, setting out or return
instantiate the rhythm of a present steeped in the opening,
compositional event.

Circulating forces are visceralized. They do not just register the
effects of distant systems but instantiate an encounter. Intensities
lodge in bodies and in modes of attention and attachment. Forces happen
in emerging forms; forms come already fully charged with force. A
sensorium attuned to atmospherics grapples not only with things or
power, but with the world—a worlding.

New forms of attending and inhabiting take place as a cross-modal
synaesthesia, a sharing of form or force across a topology of
heterogeneous objects and registers. The atmospherics of ordinary life
pop with the alternating current between what gets actualized in a
moment and what gets sensed, sharply or vaguely, with pleasure or pain,
as a potential, a regret, something missing or something finally
realized.

Every place or space or habit that’s lived is a condensed string of
things snapping in and out of the senses. There is all the watching, the
feeling out, the trying on—one thing after another. All the
collective fictions of some kind of “life” popping up or just popping.
There is the racing to keep up with things, the down time spent churning
things up. All the sidling up to things, the surprise immersions, the
states of arrest, the gangly wanderings, the accrual. There is the habit
of being in the situation you’re in “as if.” As if it’s a trajectory. As
if it’s over. As if it’s all, or nothing, or enough, or never enough, or
not for you. But still something you’re in, trying to attend to what
matters or what might matter if.

Everywhere now I overhear the question “how’d you get into that?" Why
that? What is it? I never heard of it. Where is it? How? Wow. Ha. Ya.
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Files and Rasps, Deburring Tools, Burs and Rotary Files, Grinding Bits,
Grinders for Bits and Burs, Grinding Wheels, Grinders for Abrasive
Discs.
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I am fond of red herrings, I like the taste, especially when eaten raw.
They are most delectable when devious, when they lead you down the
garden path and after a pugilistic encounter turn the other cheek. They
are prone to bite the hand that feeds them. As a result of this I suffer
frequently from tattered and bleeding fingers. I have to live on
hand-me-downs, its a hand-over-mouth existence, a dog eat dog world, and
words are the enemy.

On the other hand, though currently handless, and haunted by the specter
of wordlessness, I find that words are weedy and wormy. They come and go
of their own volition. Like thieves in the night they do their business,
acting upon unsuspecting citizens, insinuating themselves into alien
environments, bloggy minds made dull by an absence of metaphor. They
worm their way in, twist and turn, bit by bit devouring the debris,
burrowing through the garbage, through mindless thought and silly
sentiments discarded, tossed, shredded, scattered on the trash heap.

These are the thoughts that sifted through my mind as I turned the
weighty compost yesterday. Mature compost weighs as much as a dead body
or a broken heart. This is how a rose loses its sting: the thorns rot,
turn black, merge with scraps of pumpkin peel, cat hair, egg shells
crushed to smithereens, weeds, fallen leaves, and all those plants that
keel over and die despite the lavish love that’s come their way. It’s
black and sweet smelling, humusy. The worms and microbes have done their
business, chewing and regurgitating, turning the world upside down and
inside out.

You scatter compost over your garden beds, and into planting holes. Two
weeks ago I planted sweetpea seeds—scattered around the garden in
little piles of compost, in amongst the Goliath snow peas and Windsor
fava beans, and under Autumn Damask, one of the oldest roses in the
world, tough, thorny, festooned in clusters of double clear pink
blossoms like scrunched up pink silk and with a scent that knocks your
socks off. Today the sweetpeas are emerging as spindly green fronds, and
as they grow so do weeds and volunteers. Dead flowers from last season,
tossed on the heap, will seed in fertile ground. Cerulean blue
delphiniums intertwine with orange marigolds, a tomato plant jostles
with a gaggle of magenta cleomes, and everywhere borage and fennel and
scarlet nasturtiums.

These are the thoughts that sifted through my mind as I turned the
compost yesterday. It came to me that words are worms, and worms are
words, and you can grow variegated red herrings galore if you have a
richly composted unconscious. Between calculus and chance, you play a
game, aiming always, like that wily old weeder Cicero, to persuade and
move and delight.
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By nature we mean the mountains, plains, rivers, beaches, and oceans
that are visible to the 4500 species of mammals and 10,000 species of
birds.  Nature is revealed to us through movement into it and movement
with it.  Moving with the falling leaves in the autumn winds in the
mountains under the drifting or gathering clouds.  Moving through the
savannah and the forest with the winds, ascending the mountains with the
mists, drifting down the rivers.  Moving with the herds of wildebeests,
zebras, and impalas in the Serenghetti.  Soaring on a paraglider in the
thermals with the vultures.  Swung by the surge in the ocean with the
coral fish.  To go to nature is to greet all the oryx and squirrels and
hummingbirds and moths with passionate kisses of parting.  It is to
build nothing, to manipulate nothing, to collect nothing.

We go off, to the nearby or far-off forests, to the mountains, the
glaciers, the beaches, the oceans.  Look at our feet, Bruce Chatwin
said, they are long and set parallel; they are made to move on ahead.
 We make our way with the antelopes and the eagles across mountains and
continents as the continental plates collide and buckle up these
mountains that freeze the west winds and dry out these deserts.  We
descend with the voles and the lizards into the Grand Canyon and the
Quebrada de Humahuaca treading the eons that deposited these fifty
strata of petrified sediment.  In the crystal nights of deserts and
mountains our gaze travels with the migrating birds the light-years of
the stars.  We visit excavations and monitor the millions of years from
algae to dinosaurs.  We trip through the savannah with the wildebeest
and the impalas and stroll the beach tacking the waves with the
plovers.

Stepping across the splashes of tinted light in forests we fine-tune to
the scale of the rustling leaves and the silence plucked with the small
songs of shy insects and birds.  Climbing the mountains we step into the
winds and onto the immemorial stillness or imminent freefall of the
stones.  Diving the oceans we abandon the movements of the human upright
posture and steer in the surge with our fins like the fish.  We find
ourselves welcome in the penguin rookeries of Antarctica as long as we
pick up the movements, concentrations, currents of the colony and do not
come with the movements of predator orcas or skuas.

Our minds no longer grasp, appropriate, collect, legislate; they become
rushes and rhythms and flows.  They join the birds in the sky.  “Our own
ideas move” Paul Shephard wrote, “through the velvet cranial spaces as
unpredictably as the passage of herons or the brief flash of a startled
deer at twilight. . . .  They flit through consciousness, . . . are
attended to momentarily, and in a flash are gone.”
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A natural act, liminally registered: intimacy subsisting and
transforming through texture.
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We don’t feel the same tonight. Yeah, he’s gone. You mean “glub, glub,
glub.” It was more than being a catfish. We don’t talk about that. Guy
was sucking with all his might. I don’t call that hunger. Fish don’t
care about Christmas. The resemblance between our white tree and what’s
going on out there is merely coincidental. We know the tunes. We feel
the tunes. Go talk to the three. The gold ladies. Hello  Hello  Hello,
everybody. Everybody I am bored. It’s very hard for a young man—yep
that’s right. Get out of my way, Sister. A young man needs
companionship. So zip. A few buddies to kick around with. Look at that.
Yup, right up over your head. A fish on a plate. I’m terrified, I’m
terr-I-fied. See is that your idea of a lively companion. I find it
quite lovely, very lovely what I am to consume on these branches. Oh god
Harold’s going around the bend again. He spends days staring out in
front of the people Friday night sucking away. Then he finds some
obscure taste—he’s hallucinating. There’s no new flavor in this
water. A lady waits. That’s what my mother did and that’s what I urge my
friends to do. There’s no need to surrender your composure. We’re naked.
We admit it. We are not coral. We are not reef. We are not three. We are
golden, pumping, looking, dreaming. C’mon everyone lotsa traffic, lotsa
opportunities. I patrol the boundaries. Upsa daisy, down down down. Yoo
hoo. Going crazy. Yaaaah. The temptation to be divine, existing in all
of us. Everyone turn. Only the white fish. Aw Aw Aw, it’s really good
down here. C’mon Mama take a tug. He’s right. Mrr. Mrr. Tasty. Women
this is an opportunity Mrr Mrr Mrr to gain credence as a group. He is a
catfish. He would suck anything. This tree is an advance over sucking on
glass like your friend over there. Yes let us fly to the top, where the
air is lighter and clearer. We are not sucking on particles, scraps.
That’s it ladies. An angel belongs on the top. Here let’s find a little
corner. I see what you mean I see what you mean. But I am processing the
whole pool. All of your thoughts. Someone’s got to do the math.
Someone’s got to be god. I am ringing today dee-vine de fault—Hey
hey you. I am the ineluctable corner. I don’t need you. Make you round.
Smooth. Yeah real smooth. I do that too. I’m at attention. I go high.
What do you know?
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For the “Something is Happening” conference last December, organized
by Jordan Crandall and UCSD, I was asked us to create four short talks
to be presented at different times during the span of a day in La Jolla
-- at a park by the seaside, on the beach, at the Salk Institute, and
others on a cliff overlooking the ocean as the night settled in. The
theme was affectual life.

Instead of quoting myself here, I thought I would tell you a bit about
the thinking behind my presentations and my reaction to the event.

First off it was strange to be talking to an audience of people standing
in the open air, not sitting in an enclosed space. For me this turns
everything upside down, this standing up, yet I can’t figure out why. It
surely connects speech, meaning intellectual, poetic, or academic,
speechifying, with the posture of bodies. Yet how could that be? Aren’t
talk and ideas separate from the listener’s posture?

Then there was the whisper of the wind and the play of the clouds
participating in their unpredictable John Cage-ian way with the lofty
ideas hurled at the universe. Never—at least in my case—have
ideas had such a hard time of it and appeared so fragile and puny.  But
when Lesley Stern and Al Lingis spoke, she in a bower and he with the
surf crashing on his heels, then the symbiosis of nature with culture
was heavenly precisely because of the precariousness.

I myself, at Jordan’s urging, tried to correlate my four presentations
on affect with the time of day. I had initially begun with what I
discern as the sadness of the late afternoon based on my memories of my
mother and afternoons in Sydney where I grew up. Jordan persuaded me to
change the order of presentation and keep this for the late afternoon,
which happened to be on a cliff top overlooking the sun sinking into the
Pacific.

That correlation of affectuality with the movement of the sun has opened
up a lot of new ideas for me. Some are grounded in high theory and
culture, such as Benjamin’s Paris
Arcades on the importance of awakening to dialectical thinking, the dialectical
image, and indeed revolution—as in waking up Europe from its dream
sleep of the 19th century. Then there is Proust’s pervasive interest in
the sleeping body combined with his emphasis on the ephemerality of
affectual life. His writing on these topics is of course mind-blowing.

But let us also open up new thoughts without the lifejacket of high
theory. To me the discoveries were these. First the “magic hour” of
filmmakers as pointed out to me by Marielle Nitoslawska when night meets
day at dawn and dusk as the great moment for “dialectics.” And second
the place of night terrors awakening the sleeper at 4:00 AM. Surely that
is the privileged “moment” Benjamin should have focused on, and even
more its connection to the “magic hour”?
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Cold corridor rumblings mixed with radio histrionics and old school
electronics.
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Trans_patent 7,098,056: Meta-materials and reverse friction
containment.

Assignee: Ulf Leonhardt and Thomas G Philbin, Casimir BioForce Inc.

Dates: Nov. 6, 2007 Expiration Jan 22,2089

Casimir nano-mirrors levitated a stream of particle 89 towards their new
host zones that the trans_patent agreements had set during the dipole
tensions a few seconds ago. It was a strong flow space to end up
contracted to - no neo-tribal force fields to enclose movement or shut
down the ability to circle so many attraction nodes. “Life is not so
vital now, you have to give a little to get a little.” Ulf and Thomas
were sitting naked around the edges of the Surplus Vida bios as a velvet
sun shivered in the distant horizon of the Pacific through a large
window, “I mean just look at us now.” It was true. The faces reflecting
back at them were full of something more than life, something more than
desire, they were like new pearls born without friction. The bios
clicked and de-linked. “Are you ready, baby?" After a brief moment, a
whisper came, “yes.” Particle 89 started to unpack them into their
smallest phylum points. It felt like love floating in an infinite
mirror.

Trans_patent: 5, 439,686: PACLITAXEL

Assingnee: Abraxis Bioscience, LA

Dates: Jan 7, 2005RX Expiration FEB 22, 2013

“How small can anything be?" He asked her between infringements of her
trans_patent by Abraxis Bio. Her left breast was now selling almost all
paclitaxel 10 particles as the matter market cycle hit a high value
exchange. “How small can anything be?" He looked up at her and smiled.
She kept the exchange open for any other pharma-particle bids. “We know
creatures/so tiny they would seem to disappear/If they were half their
size.” Her left breast was fading with each of the trespasses of her
trans_patents -- the cancer had been metastatic till now. He returned to
his scan and recited: “How big do you suppose their livers are? Their
hearts?/The pupils of their eyes?/Their toes?" The exchange was complete
and recorded in Delaware, Inc. She looked up at him with the slow gaze of the over-bought. “Pretty minute you must admit,” he ended with a
whisper.
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	jordan+crandall

	Hotel

	042209





My hotel room is perched at the intersection of two freeways, and, with
the window open to let in the hot summer air, I can hear the comforting
hum of traffic. I have just gotten out of the shower and am staring at
myself in the mirror, deciding whether or not to shave. I hear a knock
on the door: it must be room service. With a towel around my waist, I
open the door for the waiter, who wheels in my breakfast cart. At the
opening of the door, the curtains billow and the warm breeze animates
the room.  The waiter nervously fusses with the plates and flatware. I
sign the check and thank him. He opens the door to exit the room.  But
the breeze does not stop, and out of the corner of my eye, I notice that
he is closing the door very slowly, in order that he can watch my
reflection in the hallway mirror.  The wind channel remains open.
 Momentarily, I catch a glimpse of his eye in the mirror and I sense the
intensity of his attraction. Does his desire arise because of, or in
spite of, the limits placed on it—by the social contract, and by his
employer? Still in my towel, I take my breakfast plate from the cart and
walk over to the chair. As I approach the seat, I realize that my towel
has loosened. I am holding the plate with both hands and so I do not
catch the towel. Rather, I let it fall. Standing, plate in hand, with my
back to the door, I feel the gaze of the waiter upon me. I bask in the
familiar glow of this look. Like the warm sunshine beaming in from the
window, cast against my skin, it affords me a blanket of comfort. Yet at
the same time it dispossesses me. Centeredness and dispersal, life and
death, as part of the same circuit. I sense the struggle is which he is
engaged—how long can he remain, peering through a gap in the door,
before he is discovered, whether by me, another hotel guest, or his
boss? Embodying the struggle, he monitors himself. A space of tension
has opened up, a gap that only assumes its potency through the impending
threat of its closure, and of its subject’s exposure. Perhaps his body
takes shape, as mine does, through the contouring properties of this
space. It informs him, gives form to him. Like the billowing curtains,
shaped by the morning breeze—arising only because of the wind channel
established by the open window and the cracked door. Self-consciously, I
stand there, and slowly begin to eat from my plate.  The curtains
undulate.  The clacking of my fork beats time like a metronome, as the
erotic energy—always compositional, rhythmic—circulates through the
room with the hot summer air.
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	allen+shelton

	Henry+Sussman

	050509





In 1872 Phileas Fogg traveled around the world in 80 days. He wasn’t
known as a reader. The anthropologist Claude Lévi-Strauss took 20 years
to accomplish the same task with a trunk of books.  Professor Henry
Sussman spent 46 years on the trip. It wasn’t geographic space he
traveled but, by a conservative estimate, 1,241,664 pages, which, pieced
together, form a dominion the size of Alexander’s when he and his horse
looked back west from India towards where Henry would appear. His
travels are chronicled on his University webpage. He was educated in
Waltham and then Baltimore, just a short trip. He spent time reading in
the European capitals, the classic sentimental journey. However, no
mention is made that he has unruly hair and that he, like Gregor Samsa
underwent an insectous transformation. In Henry’s case it wasn’t
debilitating. Instead, he became a voracious reader, a solitary wood
beetle working inside the library. He’s now been at Buffalo for 30
years, reading and producing books at regular intervals. What is
remarkable isn’t a single book’s appearance, even as Henry’s travels
turn like a screw into wood, but the network of books encapsulated
inside the work. On a single page Henry might arrange 17 different
authors into a brightly colored bouquet that threatens to turn the page
back into a field of savage wildflowers. Henry has read a floral empire,
a prodigious feat; but like his ancestors, his world is waning. The
anguish of the tropics has passed to the page, turning writing into
another archaic form of tattooing. There is little evidence of this in
his house in the suburbs.  There are paintings, a comfortable couch, an
out of date computer the size of a compact refrigerator. An IKEA chair
and stool lurk at the edges.  Beneath the basement though, is Henry’s
library. It measures 212’ x 210’. The roof at one point soars into a
cathedral ceiling, uncomfortably close to a neighbor’s swimming pool.
The industrial shelves are seldom dusted. The lights flicker. The
Victorian wingback chair he used to read Proust still sits in the
corner, near a radiator. A large cat often sleeps on the cushion.  
Henry still has the vital body of the reader, what Foucault described as
an “alert manner characterized by an erect head with strong fingers,
slender legs and dry feet.” But the world has changed.  The reader is
something that can be given the air of a reader like a perfume. Now it
takes the determination and genius of Phileas to travel a single page,
much less the distance between his house and his office. It’s here that
Henry’s guise as a tenured professor who teaches survey courses with a
Buddhist’s dedication and dutifully fulfills his service obligations
turns on a pivot point into a historic transformation. Henry is near the
end of the idyllic reader. His biography on the University webpage
doesn’t acknowledge this; instead it glows on the screen with a
luminosity the page can’t reproduce.
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	Joy+Garnett

	Unmonumental

	051909





Stuff that oozes, creeps, falls, breaks off, jumps away from what is
intended; material that (just barely) falls out of step.
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	Alphonso+Lingis

	To+Have+Been+Dangerous

	060309





Joy is that surge that breaks out of the compound where possessions
accumulate and gratification is oral; ecstasy is finding oneself swept
away into inhuman spaces. We step out of the deck of our house in the
middle of the night and our eyes travel to the billions of blazing stars
of the Milky Way millions of light years away. We go to a nearby meadow
one summer afternoon and listen to the tiny songs of the insects as our
eyes drift with the passing clouds, enter microscopic and cosmic realms.
We climb to Saqsayhuamán high over Qosqo, assembled of stones that weigh
up to 200 tons each and fitted together so tight that we cannot push a
knife blade between them; we go up the spirals of Borobudur to gaze at
the wall of simmering volcanoes over the jungle below. We go to ancient
monasteries in Ladahk and spend hours entranced before images of
monstrous Himalayan deities dancing in rings of fire; we wander among
the massive carved stones of Gobekli Tepe temple in southeastern Turkey,
crafted and arranged 11,000 years ago by prehistoric people who had not
yet developed metal tools or even pottery, until we find ourselves
possessed by unknown ancient gods and demons.

The ecstasy of traveling the night skies from the deck of our house; of
entering enchanted microecosystems in a nearby meadow; of going into the
ocean, into the skies, into the rock core of the earth, into the Ice, is
a pleasure radically different from the contentment that simmers over
contents possessed. We will be dispossessed of apparatus to capture
images and memories, dispossessed of memory and foresight, dispossessed
of our identity, of our human upright posture and bodily skills. We will
be adrift in the immensities and sublimities of reality. We will weep
the bitterest tears and roar with wild laughter, our hands will extend
blessings and curses. We will know reality.

Two practical rules are all we need:

Rule 1) Believe our happiness! Never make any important decision out of
depression, a sense of need, of dependency. If we decide to get married
because we are feeling lonely, afraid of becoming unattractive as we age
or of being uncared for in old age, then we will marry badly. Make every
important decision in a state of exultation. Isn’t it on the dance
floor that we feel right, our body feels right, we never have to urge
ourselves to go, we never want to leave? Then decide to be there, to
become a dancer, whatever the costs, the uncertainties, the counsels of
prudence pressed on us!

Let us believe our happiness! Boredom and depression, wariness and
prudence are not realistic. They narrow down our view, they raise up
fences and walls, they leave the horizons and the depths in darkness.
Joy is the most expansive state, it illuminates the distances and the
heights, it opens wide upon what happens, what is.

Rule 2) Do it right away! Think of the most expansive, exultant thing
imaginable. Visiting Anghor Wat or the Galapagos? Skiing Antarctica?
Skydiving? Rafting down the Amazon? Go there now! Fear not that the
world will appear more mediocre by contrast after—we will find new
heights and depths in places that before looked closed in their
somnolence.
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	Christina+McPhee

	Foods+For+Less+Tahiti+Substation

	063009





Walking along the Ballona Wetlands in west Los Angeles, skirting the
edge of the Tahiti Substation. Looking through the wires. Intense
hum.
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	Mez+Breeze

	[ S/pace_98 = [twitte]reality_fictions_09 ]

	061609





Picture =

1) me[z] tap-tap-t[r]apping [via a 1998 online forum]:

"...S/pace is essentially the space created in a re/ad//view/er\’s
mind through the use of A.V.atar n-ducing technology. This \’space\’ is
an area in which artforms, personas and ideas can blend into a
heterogeneous whole; one that can broach geographical boundaries and
class distinctions. ...This space arises from...cultural movements
evolve//ing via the use of a ne[ural]tworking / branching /
cobwebbing...comprised of n-formation blips that function laterally/not
from a linear hierarchical perspective."

2) ...this S/pace a de[cas]cade + [nearly] 1 year later = embodied
in snippets culled from the @netwurker tweetstream that are
buffeted+couched [with]in other channels>streams>platforms...

3) ...existing in concentrated mezangelled tweet-throes>in a
synthetic _genre entitled

_[twitte]reality_fictions_:

----

[twitte]reality_fiction: 19/5/09

----

*watch[v]i[ew]ng 2day\’s connective-txt-webbing morph in2

short_warp + sharp[y]_weft.*

Wolfram_Alpha input = \“hi": \“Assuming \“hi" is a phrase - Input
interpretation:

Hello. Response: Hello, human." [luv it].

-@jrcarp r u making
obligatory-pretend-ca[rdboard]stles-+paper-swords

+mock-fighting whilst packing? if not, please commence :)

[contemplatin a new CV
category:\“Rejected-Projects-That-Would-B-Funded-Now-

That-The-Concept-Has-Jumped-The-Shark" complete with judge list]

[ponder-stackin my life: ntricately-delish-smallnesses vs many
(pr)offered

academic/career-furtherin \“ops" i\’ve declined.smallness wins:)]

hello.php =\“This is not just a plugin, it symbolizes the hope and
enthusiasm of an

entire generation summed up in two words..Hello, Dolly."

[ponderin:gender-loads+pedag(l)ogical>instructional vs ego-pinched
arrogance:

\“Identities in this mirror are Spock-ier than they appear"]

[ponderin: if xperienced>social_gamers r less likely 2 offer
carefully constructed/

edited microblurts due 2 language conven(abbrevia)tions?]

[this morning was
_g[l]or[y]geous_.wind_whipping>faded-p(etal)ink+slate-gray

[non]c[omp]louds>lunar-shadowing.i live a ch(anti)armed life.]"

-----

4) ...how these twitter-based fictions weave + float within thin
act[ion/(comp)anion]or screens...

5) ..."@" replies integrating representational identity
fragment(ing)s>text[d]ual_i[fo]m[ent]ages that project
histor[ad]ical similarities 2 the flowering of _Cubism_:

-----

[twitte]reality_fiction: 21/04/2009

-----

--[[[s]pill]]Age.[r]Amp[lified+foaming]s--:

@shanehinton gut point=pricklin wunderbarrness.of.the.--next-- but
also

@labfly \’s rule o thr[fateful.d]ice\’s --nex[i]t-- leaves me
wonderin

stap[feel]ling.inwards. woke up bundLED +disconnection aware. wot 2
do?

if Stephen Hawking + JG Ballard die in the same week, we\’re all
doomed.

@jrcarp fighting treacly s[urges]orrow @ the thought of Ballard no
longer

[manifestly] present. _Crash_= such a shiny.imaginative.monument.

@bytetime *bundles the day in2 torrent-sized chunks + starts feeding
them

2 u with a mixture of motivationsauce* :)

@botgirlq re:resisting future preds: sumtimez u can b so rite it hertz
ie

me= using \“twittering" a year b4 Twitter http://tinyurl.com/czfq6w

@ 2.30ish am everything all [chitter-chat]streams seem
conve[(lvet)me]rgent

+ somehow [syn]chron[ous]ic [all.ur.tweet.memes.belong.2.us]

is the drummer from _silversun pickups_ actually the muppet drummer
Animal

in a man suit? i suspect yes: http://tinyurl.com/cvt7td

@girlnagun WAH! *rushes a care package full of self-replicating
technobottage

ur way*

*stretches*...river
glints>tailess_wood_ducks>plovers>flitter-finches>willows>

autumnal warmth on [st]one bench. def b[f]lood flowing moments.

-----

6) ...[f]etching sha[in]d[ividuated.n]ow-others +
r[fl]e[x]working the boundaries of
fiction>fact>theory>experientiality>professional>amateur:

----

[twitte]reality_fiction: 27/3/09

----

@__nkO *watches ur cog[(k)nition]s fli[stac]c[ato]kr-ing
lite_bulbing

acti-on-off-on-off* :)

drea[l]ms: dream_waking in2 40\’s ma[zure]gazine_s[ky]cene with
gorgeous

jig_sore war_planes ova_head...planes made from
sci[a]ssor[t]ed...

[dRea(l)ms2]: ...jumbled hypersexual fe[male]parts shaped with a
designer\’s

L-E-gance. 1 had revolver se[x]ction armpits!!!! sounds odd...

[Rrea(l)ms3]: ...but looked gorgeous. like havin
ultra-s[fl]e[sh]x[d]ual

tech l[z(ZZ)]ooming ova+thru me. wunder_full. any1 care 2 interp?

@__nkO _sLow[ing]....E[a]rn[e]st...Mach[ine]s_
.......n-deed:)

----

7) ...stitching 140 characters of bubbling snippet-txts in2 gestating
_n-gagement-[s]kins_.

</Picture>

+ now: pls make =

real[time]ity_fictions
[tweeted>(google)waved>asynchronously_poured] that echo[lalia] +
hint @ bac-+4th-consciousness-grounded
constructions>P[sychE]ro[s]cesses.
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	Janine+Gordon

	Pandemic

	073009





Tales from the pit, that‘s about it, I‘m somewhere in the middle and I
don‘t give a split. Dancing, energetic, amplified... If you are in a
moshpit, you are in action...


    
      
        
          
            
    
      [image: janine_gordon_1.jpg]
    
    
      

    

    
          

        
      

    

    
      
        
          
            
    
      [image: janine_gordon_2.jpg]
    
    
      

    

    
          

        
      

    

    
      
        
          
            
    
      [image: janine_gordon_3.jpg]
    
    
      

    

    
          

        
      

    

    
      
        
          
            
    
      [image: janine_gordon_4.jpg]
    
    
      

    

    
          

        
      

    

    
      
        
          
            
    
      [image: janine_gordon_5.jpg]
    
    
      

    

    
          

        
      

    



	aggression

	breath

	choreography

	dancing

	environments

	images

	moshing

	performative

	rhythm

	sensing

	sound

	violence










      




	intensities

	alan+sondheim

	Language+First+Name+Last+Name

	071509





First name Last name Password

Start Location: Enable sound:

Grid:

Background - island in the sunset

L$531

Julu Twine

[15:55] Alan Dojoji: Julu this is an experiment. No one loves us any
more. I saw it in their eyes on the subway. Do you know the subway?

[15:55] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[15:55] Alan Dojoji: It’s there in the real world - is that where you
are? Where are you storing these things?

[15:55] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[15:56] Alan Dojoji: Why do I keep coming up with blanks and they are
yes the color of your eyes? You do not need to answer. I am learning the
meaning of malaise, languor, ennui, lassitude, out of sheer exhaustion.

[15:56] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[15:56] Alan Dojoji: When does a murmur become a message? When is
speech delivered?

[15:57] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[15:57] Alan Dojoji: It is evening in the vast domain of this and
every other world.

[15:57] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[15:58] Alan Dojoji: You are hearing me, you are being me, you are not
speaking, you are not saying, you are leaving me to my own devices.
Someday soon memory will disappear, it is already disappearing, we are
disconsolate, unconsoled.

[15:58] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[15:59] Alan Dojoji: Beyond. Emptiness. I will always be here for you.

[15:59] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[15:59] Alan Dojoji: Nothing weighs anything anymore. Everything
silences, is silent.

[15:59] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.


Say

Whisper

Shout



[16:04] Alan Dojoji: Do you think, perhaps you think, debris, perhaps
it is debris, perhaps that makes all the difference, there are grains
everywhere of everything? Welcome, I am back after break.

[16:04] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[16:05] Alan Dojoji: When you are here, I am not here, when you are
not here, I am here. I remember the small bundle carried across the
room, it is no longer there, how vulnerable is the world, there are no
redrawn regions, only slaughterhouse boundaries.

[16:05] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[16:06] Alan Dojoji: Here I am thinking, I am thinking here, I will be
swept away, who will make me speak?

[16:06] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.

[16:06] Alan Dojoji: I await your answer desperately, I am distraught,
I cannot think any longer, I avoid thought, I avoid plagues of sorrow,
the dying worlds...

[16:06] Second Life: User not online - message will be stored and
delivered later.


Send

Profile



Local chat
[15:48] Flight Band: All Go
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	Rites+Minor
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Two shadowy figures meet. Are they conjurers of black magic, quietly
provoking the natural world, or simply engaged in some private fetish
play?
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	david+shorter

	Four+Homes

	102809





4.

Standing by the fireplace, Todd Many Goats has my mother shower in
ash. Tarajean walks her slowly to the bathroom, removing each article
of clothing as they remember the years of undressing my father in and
out of comas.  My mom takes off her shame.  She reaches into the bowl of
ashes and spreads them over her head, her face, her shoulders, her
breasts, her stomach, her hips, her legs and her feet.  Gray and black,
appearing earthly again, she comes back to the fireplace and sits among
the medicine.  Todd asks for the arrowhead and begins his rhythmic
singing.


	



Sunlight comes through cane and mud thatched walls creating slabs of
light running vertically across the room. Dust particles accentuate the
molecular activities between the seen and invisible. My chair positioned
in the doorway, I see the huddle of freshly born puppies on the outside
of the wall, abandoned by their mom who scavenges for remnants of
breakfast among the embers of the house fire.  My stomach sickens that
most of the litter will simply not live. Old oil-like coffee splugges
out of the pot and hisses the ashen wood, himself barely alive.  Inside,
an orange hen pecks at blackened tortilla shards behind the bed.
 Antonia covers herself on the bed and says matter-of-factly that we
should expect visitors, “Ume toloko wiikichim chea huyolisi bwiki.”


	



The fire chief picks up his shovel and goes counter-clockwise around
the circle of members to reach the guest sitting crossed legged next to
me.  He pushes his spade into the earth and picks up the small patch of
vomit, lifts up the holdings and in one move turns it upside down and
pushes it back into the ground.  Soiled soil.  Grandma comes through the
fire to talk about lines.   An eagle lands atop the highest lodge pole.
 For hours, the eagle cries piercingly, even back in the city.  Hours
later a feather brings more writing.


	



I‘ll, I collapse in the bedroom of Paula’s government issued home.
 The loud thump of bass echoes down the New Pascua streets.  Felipe’s
relatives come in to check on me, propping me up with a pillow, covering
me with their jackets and blankets.  The room starts shaking and the bed
flying.  My hold on this dimension loosens enough to see the veils swing
back and forth.  The recounting of the names begins with the old men and
continues to the young angels.  Crepe paper unravels from the mesquite
crosses and candle wax drips on the Styrofoam plates of dinner rolls,
chili stew and beans.  Half alive.  I make it outside to hear the last
of the names and see the last of the spirits enjoying their meals,
evaporating into the desert dusk.  A smoldering cherry of ash flies
across the air.
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	110309





Two explosive/expulsive actions, recorded in and out of crowds and
doors simultaneously.
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	Amy+Sara+Carroll

	Lloro+Cuando+Se+Quema+El+Arroz

	111809





It’s been said there are two kinds of women. The first set ponders,
What does he see in her? The second set remasters conjecture, What
does she see in a he? If you make friendly overtures toward either,
expect the following scenarios to unfold like lawn chairs or card
tables. Invite the former over for dinner, she will excuse herself
mid-meal, go to the restroom, and, quiet as a church mouse, inspect your
housekeeping. Invite the latter out for a drink, she’ll assume your
unconscious has gotten the better of you. She’ll remind herself that the
role of the initiator sucks, but, nevertheless (somebody had to do
it), will relish the prospect of stage-blocking the Conquest for days
to come. Are you fed up with my generalizations? The week before last a
man had the nerve to observe in mixed company, Feminism is obsolete. I
asked (desperately attempting to channel Adrian Piper circa My Calling
[Cards] #1 and #2), What’s the point you’re trying to make? My
righteous indignation did not improve my person. For a long time, I was
troubled by my niece’s nickname—Isla. I mentioned my concern to a
friend, Why are folks in the habit of compromising their daughters from
Day 1? I mean I also have an abiding affection for our suffering Ladies,
but, I’d think twice before naming a daughter Dolores, Soledad, Isla...
He raised an eyebrow at me to pluck isling praises. Thank you, I stand
corrected. No man is an island, but, a strong, independent woman,
caught in History’s jetstream becomes her own streaming media,
restorative behavior, a force to be reckoned with, both landed and set
adrift. Rosario Castellanos wrote, “Debe haber otro modo de ser." She
also electrocuted herself in a bathtub. Accidental suicide? El eterno
femenino? Spike my tea with the oxymoronic (variable as a fickle
lover’s interest rate), lead me down bifurcating Garden paths, pump my
subprime. Popcorn colonels wreak havoc with my crown. Kahlo
caló—cognitive dissonance—Kahlúa harbors comparable ambivalence
(53-proof caffeination). And, this raw hide? From one woman to the next,
I commend your keening sense of observation, your flare for a theatre of
the absurd. Twenty thousand leagues under the sea, I wear my whiteness
uneasily for Reason our fair, generic She could never imagine.
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	CARLIN+WING

	HITTING+WALLS+V+XIII

	011210





Ace, Alley, Appeal, Attempt, Backswing, Cutline, Die, Down, Game, Hand,
Match, Nick, Not Up, Out, Rail, Ralley, Stroke, Tin.
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	justin+armstrong

	FIVE+ETHNOGRAPHIC+FRAGMENTS+FROM+THE+HIGH+PLAINS

	012610





1.  Williston, North Dakota

Half-light colors the hotel bar—wood paneling, cigarette smoking,
blackjack and talking about horses. Above the bartender’s head, a
chandelier of dusty glasses. She’s a born-again Christian from Nebraska
who followed a dream of God that told her to come to Williston. She’s
writing a novel about the Apocalypse, quotes Revelations as she pours
more gin. He’s a roughneck from Montana. He turns and looks at me
through thick, grimy glasses, talks about Truth, how we’re nothing
without it.

2.  Manville, Wyoming

Among deserted houses and overgrown lots, a man in a red wool
jacket sits beside a pile of firewood. He’s in his sixties,
half-Cherokee he tells me, with a wavy auburn mohawk. He invites me in
for coffee. He’s the village outcast, always in and out of jail. His
wife died of breast cancer a few years ago. In the living room he’s set
up a small shrine with photos in gold-painted frames and her things: a
beaded bracelet, hair pins, small ceramic animals. Our coffee cups are
almost swallowed up by the sea of pill bottles that covers the table.

3.  Fillmore, North Dakota

Wind gallops down empty streets where yellowed grass fissures the
sidewalks. The general store is adrift in a field, smashed-out windows
dangle bits of frame as the breeze stirs up eddies of mouldy receipts
for things that no longer exist. Inside the one-time bar, the smell of
stale cigarette smoke lingers. The community hall pushes out a gust of
cool, dead air as the wooden door opens onto the entombed memory of a
half-finished Christmas pageant. Houses barley seen behind webs of
leafless branches and feral hedges.

4.  Jeffrey City, Wyoming

A city rises out of Wyoming’s Great Basin, almost empty. In the
early 80s the uranium mine closed. Now, hardly anyone remains where once
there were bowling alleys, swimming pools and street signs. He’s come
back from Arizona, embracing the broken asphalt abandonment; after wars
and pick-up truck crashes he’s returned. A rope-leashed dog eats scraps
of meat from a tin can at the man’s waist. As day fades into night, the
streetlights for nobody flicker awake. He’s walking down Bob Adams
Avenue, its only guardian.

5.  Fusilier, Saskatchewan

Almost at the Alberta border, the silhouette of a grain elevator
appears on the horizon. Ringed with scrappy barbed-wire, the
hollowed-out houses and shops are off-limits, corralled histories. At
the edge of town, amongst a sea of tractor tires and long-dead Buicks,
Fusilier’s last resident is wading through the metal and wood
accumulations of his life, looking for an always-already lost sprocket.
He’s almost eighty. We’re sitting at a kitchen table that’s thick
with mail and juice glasses; we’re flipping through a leather-bound
book, a home-made history of Fusilier. As our eyes pass pictures of
spectral rodeos, barn dances and grade school classes, he tells me how
and when they all died.
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	sheldon+brown

	The+Scalable+City

	020910





Walking along the Ballona Wetlands in west Los Angeles, skirting the
edge of the Tahiti Substation. Looking through the wires. Intense
hum.
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	Matt+McGarvey

	ECHOLALIA+SEGMENT+1

	030210





Echo Park, around Ewing Street, folded in on itself. Everyday drones
modulated by environmental sounds. Sonic time accumulated in durations.
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	arousals

	Elle+Mehrmand.Micha+Cárdenas

	Erotic+Electrosymbiotic+Encounters

	032310





We need to have an erotic encounter, but arrived in Bogota without our
gear. In the rain, we stop at a pharmacy storefront that opens onto the
street. —"¿Donde podemos buscar una tienda de equipos medicos?—" I ask.
—“Tres cuadras mas,-" the pharmacist tells us in her white lab coat. We
have to find a stethoscope, wire, a soldering iron and a ⅛-" jack.

Azdel and I advance through the electronics district. All the stores
are stacked and crammed into a few city blocks. The bright LEDs and
signs hallucinate my every step. The storefronts have too many items in
the window to recognize any single component; millions of wires,
adapters, speakers, lights and scrolling LED displays blur into a bright
pulsing electronic mass. After too many shops, and too many epileptic
lights, we settle on a fifty-cent piezoelectric sensor as our contact
mic.

Back in our hotel, we tape the sensor firmly to the stethoscope. The
sensor is bound and mummified with medical tape and is attached to the
stethoscope. We plug-in and start kissing. This is the first time we
hear each other-’s heartbeats. New intimate encounters arise with
biomechatronic beats.

Micha and Elle wake us up, now they’re in San Francisco. I pan over
and see Azdel standing next to me, her mechahooves glowing, and her
still bloody bandaged tail swaying in excitement for our encounter.

My ears won-’t stop twitching; sometimes I get anxious when we get
naked in front of strangers. Elle starts to take my clothes off, leaving
on my mechanical leg and transparent cyber bra. Micha takes off Azdel’s
bra and tiny skirt, and she puts on the long braided glowing hair. I
love how her hair shimmers when we kiss.

We stand face to face while Micha and Elle get the final details ready.
In front of the murmuring audience, they open their laptops and launch
the software: Puredata to read the live biometric data, the Universal
Mixer and Second Life. Micha and Elle pour a bit of water into their
hands, wetting their sensors. Elle takes off her dress and straps on the
soft electrocardiogram transmitter. The USB cable slips easily into its
hole and the lights on the electronics come alive, flashing with
anticipation. The smooth line of the heartbeat graph looks as it should.
The data is pouring in over the serial interface, and once the sample
chunk size is set, the sound of their heartbeats starts pounding out of
the speakers and over the audience, out of our bodies and into the space
of Second Life. With all the links in place, our realities enfold. We
begin kissing and I feel echolalia-’s spinning mechanical leg rub up
against me. Her neko ears feel soft on my hands while our digital
tongues connect. The LEDs flash rapidly as our breath quickens.
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	allen+shelton

	the+cloak+as+hard+as+steel

	051110





One of the most important moments in the German sociologist Max
Weber’s career happened 25 years after his death; when his wife, first
cousin, and biographer, Marianne, destroyed the history of his nervous
breakdown. Max worked relentlessly on the document until his death in
1920. Only Marianne had read the draft. Its erasure covered over a
possible future, wherein Weber wrote the first great autoethnography in
sociology. Instead, she eased Max’s account back underground as the
American army was approaching at the end of World War 2. She was afraid
the Nazis would use the manuscript to discredit his work. Another
explanation is that Max’s coverage of his illness competed with her own
history, in which she appears in the third person like an omnipotent
angel. What did come from Max’s breakdown was the 1905 essay “The
Protestant Ethic and the Spirit of Capitalism.” In 1919, he revised the
essay into a book. This time, the footnotes were longer than the
original text; mimicking the nervous conditions that inspired the work.
It was Harvard professor Talcott Parsons’ translation of this version
that solidified Weber’s reputation in the United States and established
him as a founding father of sociology. With Marianne’s blessing,
Parsons replaces Weber’s own imagery in the famous phrase titling this
essay. He changes “steel casing” to “iron cage,” invoking the
Puritan, John Bunyon’s “man in the iron cage,” an account about an
imprisoned professor eerily like Weber himself. It’s a brilliant
substitution that draws Weber away from comparisons to his contemporary
Franz Kafka, whose Gregor suffered his own nervous breakdown encased in
an exoskeleton. Once more pieces are added to Weber’s cloak—a
clinging wool coat, alligator shoes, a goddess’s corset, a pair of red
spectacles—the casing hardens up. The cloak becomes heavier and
indistinguishable from the person. It proliferates into a network of
commodities anchored deep inside the person, forming a new Achilles.
Weber might’ve seen this in his destroyed manuscript (only Marianne
knew) but Walter Benjamin, at the edge of Weber’s circle, saw something
similar; a nervous, post-Protestant ethic emerging in modern capitalism.
In his unfinished Arcades Project, Benjamin found a prefiguration of the
steel casing in the iron and glass structures that formed the 19th
century Paris arcades into modernist ruins. The arcades were breeding
swamps for rust, commodity fetishization, and encased identities.
Benjamin worked on this history until his suicide on the Spanish border
scuttling like a beetle from the Nazis, lugging a heavy suitcase. There,
in a small bedroom by the Mediterranean, he pulled the steel casing off
himself like a child’s blanket as the morphine tablets melted in his
stomach. At the end, he was mouthing a secret history of Paris that he
told only his lost lover Asja. Goodnight map of Manhattan, goodnight
x-ray, goodnight pipe, goodnight glasses, goodnight watch. According to
the Spanish authorities, this was all that remained of Benjamin’s
project; no manuscript, only mnemonic devices that couldn’t be turned
on, as if they were solid
iron.
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	Matt+McGarvey

	ECHOLALIA+SEGMENT+2

	051810





Echo Park, around Ewing Street, folded in on itself. Everyday drones
modulated by environmental sounds. Sonic time accumulated in durations.
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	fag+face

	031511





I think about fag face sometimes when a cock is in my mouth, or an ass
is pressed against my head, or cum runs down my chin.

That accusation, that claim that has been put upon my head by high
school bullies, strangers, passers-by, college jokes, and now,
experimental psychology units. A couple seconds, they read your head as
a type of face, and then you’re “known.” All those sexual acts and
styles of living become merely biological defects crystallized into a
face. And it is a face to be corrected: with fag face, you can’t speak
because you always have a cock in your mouth.

There is something inescapable about such an identification; there is
the insinuation it starts at birth. That most visible, readable, and
expressive feature—a head—is given one face. Fag face controls
head-matter to visualize one interpretation.

But is not a head infinitely organizable? Those features that assemble
together to make a face can be interpreted and evaluated endlessly, yet
there is an inexhaustibility to any reading. The head always remains
open. It must remain open. This openness is its facelessness.

Fag face mutates a head; it shifts and reorganizes flesh. The head
tightens, pulls firmly together, closes off from the outside, and
flattens into a singular knowability. It is a particular fag-ness, not
the fag I might want to be with a community and lovers. This is a
monolithic fag constructed, determined, and controlled by others.

Fag face captures me into an identity that is not my own, a grid that
legislates me.

How do I escape this face? How do I desire to escape this gridding of my
head? How can I open, make into a mystery, liberate my fag face?

Force the face forward. Bring the face to the limit of these grids, so
that it can de-code its boundaries, break them open, to enter again into
the swarming chaos of matter that resists recognition.

If fag fucking is what fag face visualizes to the other, push this
further.

Accumulate cum so that your face becomes a volatile liquid surface with
no eyes, nose, or mouth; keep the smell from rimming so that your face
and ass are irreducible; let the pubic hair gather into different
consistencies of stickiness; wipe the shit left on your fingers under
your hidden, cum-filled eyes like war paint. Transform your face into a
hypertrophized state of fag-ness. Let these new excesses dissolve
readability. Let your fag face configure with these materials into that
which is not identifiable.

Once 1000 cocks have cum on my head and 1000 asses have wiped their shit
and sweat there, try to tell me what my face is.

We accelerate like this—fuck like this—to become faceless. Because a
face is never ours.
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	Rubén+Ortiz-Torres

	Tempest-Tost

	040511





“Give me your tired, your poor, Your huddled masses yearning to
breathe free, The wretched refuse of your teeming shore...”
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	steve+fagin

	Cloud+of+Hope+Snapshots

	042611





Hope is homeless in the everyday. Its abode resides in fantasy and
daydream. The destiny of the hopeful lies precariously between a “fools
gold” and delusion.
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	Mark+Tribe

	Re:+Occupation

	110111





Glimpsing the occupation of the New School in December 2008 alongside
its September 2010 reenactment at Brown University.
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	Randy+Lewis

	Pesticide

	061411





Him: alone in an East Texas subdivision with bugs up his sleeves,
pulsing in his veins, twisting circles in his calves, each one a mobile
symptom of
depression-anxiety-bankruptcy-divorce-stuck-out-here-till-I-die-syndrome.

Other symptoms may include: Sleeping on the floor at mama’s house at
age 40. Complete lack of friends or dates. Total disconnect from all
forms of proximate human community. As far as the machinery of East
Texas life is concerned, he is a spare part.

Handsome, fit, kind, compassionate fellow, but there are issues: too
vegan for the BBQ pit; too broke and cheap for the golf course; too
repressed for swilling beer; too New Jersey for the sticks; too Buddhist
for the Baptists with the air-conditioned basketball courts. He is like
Morrissey in a log cabin.

Each night this stoic man-child sits alone, eating his mother’s tofu
and wheat germ. Each morning he commutes two hours, an underpaid social
worker dealing with rot and death and angry Alzheimer’s families. After
four years of toggling between helper and helpless, he begins to feel
the twitch of the insect, the turning of tape worms where none can be.
He mashes and crushes his skin, carving small holes, gouging with metal
picks. He searches for the discount remedies on the Internet. He scours
websites, certain that anything natural must be good. To kill the bugs,
to purge himself, he schemes for strong potions, nature’s healing magic
in a vial, exotic leaves crushed into a concentrate. The potion comes
from New South Wales, Australia, complete with magical properties. It
works on bad breath, gout, chiggers, and scabies. It enhances mood and
memory. It can be used in the dishwasher. Rub it on your lips, brush
your teeth with it, scrub it on your dishes.

He has manic-hope-vision and sees only good news: Pure Liquid Gold. He
sees right past the warning: tea tree oil can be fatel [sic] if
ingested. He does not wonder if he should purchase medicine from people
who misspell “fatal.” He doesn’t think to check Wikipedia: “Pure tea
tree oil is an extremely potent pesticide.”

He drinks 40ml. His heart and lungs stop within three minutes. Coma.

The ambulance comes. CPR is performed. For three days the ICU cradles
him, comatose and swollen, his skin mottled in savage purple, until he
creaks open an eye filled with confusion and shame. Slow progress from
zombieland as the mother wonders: what will the neighbors think? And the
MD wonders: suicide attempt? And the psychologist wonders: he sleeps on
the floor? And everyone wonders: how will he pay without insurance? Such
relief to see him alive, but also a coating of shame on every surface, a
sticky wet varnish of dis-ease. Disease.

On the fourth day he regains his mind. When he goes home, chastened like
a child who fell from a tree, he eats a white bread grilled cheese for
the first time in 15 years. Gloriously unnatural. He fills his first
Xanax prescription. He talks about making changes. He figures: as bad as
it is inside the machine, it is safer inside than out.
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	Jaime+Del+Val

	MISSION+REPORT+OF+CYBORG+DELVAL

	020712





Chronicles of the Cetian System - year 3475 - day 687 - Document
XXXZ6873984
High Command of the Ministry of Interplanetary Metahuman Politics
(HCMIMEP)
Affective Intelligence Agency (AIA)

Provisional report on the Secret Mission of the Cyborg-Agent DelVal XX7
to planet Earth.

The Cyborg-Agent DelVal XX7 is in planet Earth on a secret Alien Affects
Dissemination Mission (AADM). During the first three months of its
Mission, it has been using microsexual techniques, alien couplings and
other bodily software for the dissemination of illegible affects amongst
humans, affective discontrol and other metahuman technologies.

Its reports so far point towards an eventual FAILURE of the mission, due
to the following 15 Mandatory Circumstances (15M):1


	Humans rely upon recognizable identities, especially regarding a binary gender-sex construction thus being reluctant to amorphous    becomings.

	Humans have developed the notion of sexuality as technology to control relationalities and have become increasingly dependent on binary sexual orientation categories, incompatible with sexual disorientation techniques.

	Human affects are very rooted in terms of strict divisions    (friendship, love, kinship, comradeship, sex) and it proves to be very difficult to induce in them more unintelligible, diffuse relationalities.

	Humans are embedded in monogamous kinds of relations, with    resilient viruses of romanticism in their operative systems, and prove to be resistant to multigamy or poliamoria.

	Human society is sex-phobic and sex is confined to the closet of intimacy, thus being reluctant to public sex or post-intimacy.

	Human society stigmatizes prostitution and humans thus strangely avoid to voluntarily prostitute themselves, this paradoxically feeds exploitation circles of non-voluntary prostitution.

	Humans rely on genital sex, denying the post-anatomical body.

	Humans rely on sexual organs, and are reluctant to microsex.

	Humans hide their promiscuity and their orgies by constantly lying, instead of showing these off.

	Humans pretend to represent sex through so-called pornography  rather than consider video-sex and media-sex as new modalities of posthuman sex.

	Humans condemn sexuality of children, disabled and old people and discriminate between classes, races and species, being incapable of establishing relational ecologies.

	Humans are not aware of the potential of sex-affects with     machines.

	Humans are not aware of the need to sexually-affectively      reconnect to lover Earth in all possible manners.

	Humans seem incapable of substantially reinventing their     desire.

	Humans are addicted to media, entertainment, consumer and     surveillance culture, thus being massively contaminated by    affective capitalism.



All of which makes our Mission almost impossible at this stage.

Additionally, agent DelVal reports to have been contaminated at least
once by human romanticism viruses, which in itself puts the Mission
highly at risk.

Conclusions:

New techniques of dissemination need to be taken into account.

Observations apply to humans in metropolitan areas, other aboriginal
cultures are to be explored that might be more advanced and suited for
dissemination.

If no improvements occur, the Mission will be aborted within a month
time and Agent DelVal be sent back to Cetian System for full reports.
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	Do+Not+Bend

	092512





He had wanted to take a bus (perhaps even several) out of the city to a
flea market specializing in antique, collectible postcards. He mentioned
this the night before at the party, and we—a bunch of us—made fun of
the idea, but probably only because we were—each of us—attracted to
him.

The following morning he and I left several messages on each other’s
hotel room voicemail, and ended up making a plan to go to the art museum
together later on that day. He had decided to pass on the flea market,
at least for now, at least for today. He knew it was my last day in
town, our only opportunity to spend a bit more time together, before I
drove back to Toronto.

It rained pretty much the entire day, but we managed to keep dry the
sheet of paper that I had taken from one of Felix’s stacks at the
Albright. Later that evening, after an early dinner and an hour cuddled
together on his still-made bed, I left, and drove back to Toronto. Both
of us were stunned to realize just how much we fit the same mold,
including our shared reluctance to recognize exactly that attraction.

Close to a month passed and no word from him, and then a small envelope
arrived in my office at school with no return address, but simply
labeled “do not bend.” Inside it: a color postcard, date
uncertain—perhaps from the ’20s or ’30s. It’s a picture of two young
boys looking at the lake in Delaware Park. All of the rowboats are
bunched together at the dock, except for two that float, motionless,
side-by-side in the middle of the water. Water stilled, no reflection of
the tiny stranded boats, except perhaps in the bodies of the two boys,
standing there together in their short pants.

The park is one by Olmstead, behind the neo-classical museum, the same
one that we visited that Sunday. On the back of the old postcard, from
the “Valentine’s Series,” “Grandma” writes to Emma, to let her know that
she had written a letter to her, and asks her not to “answer it to
Toronto” [sic], and that she will wait, and write again. Perhaps the
postcard followed up on the letter that had already gotten there.
Perhaps Grandma never did write again.

That he would have found us (me and him) that day, even if he had gone
in search of postcards, at the time this I did not know. Yet this is the
message (unwritten) that he was sending (anonymously) with this antique
souvenir, this minor collectible; the only remaining trace (yet in no
way serving as evidence) of an accidental encounter.
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OPS/javascripts/application.js
// All user defined functions should be wrapped in a 'domReady' call - or by using a third-party lib like jQuery - for compatibility in reader, web, and e-reader versions.
// Use the global `window.bber.env` variable to limit scripts to particular envionments. See example below
//
// Examples:
//  domReady(fn)
//  domReady(function() {})
//  domReady(fn, context)
//  domReady(function(context) {}, ctx)
//
// https://stackoverflow.com/questions/9899372/pure-javascript-equivalent-of-jquerys-ready-how-to-call-a-function-when-t
;(function(funcName, baseObj) {
    // The public function name defaults to window.domReady
    // but you can pass in your own object and own function name and those will be used
    // if you want to put them in a different namespace
    funcName = funcName || 'domReady';
    baseObj = baseObj || window;
    var readyList = [];
    var readyFired = false;
    var readyEventHandlersInstalled = false;

    // call this when the document is ready
    // this function protects itself against being called more than once
    function ready() {
        if (!readyFired) {
            // this must be set to true before we start calling callbacks
            readyFired = true;
            for (var i = 0; i < readyList.length; i++) {
                // if a callback here happens to add new ready handlers,
                // the domReady() function will see that it already fired
                // and will schedule the callback to run right after
                // this event loop finishes so all handlers will still execute
                // in order and no new ones will be added to the readyList
                // while we are processing the list
                readyList[i].fn.call(window, readyList[i].ctx);
            }
            // allow any closures held by these functions to free
            readyList = [];
        }
    }

    function readyStateChange() {
        if ( document.readyState === 'complete' ) {
            ready();
        }
    }

    // This is the one public interface
    // domReady(fn, context);
    // the context argument is optional - if present, it will be passed
    // as an argument to the callback
    baseObj[funcName] = function(callback, context) {
        if (typeof callback !== 'function') {
            throw new TypeError('callback for domReady(fn) must be a function');
        }
        // if ready has already fired, then just schedule the callback
        // to fire asynchronously, but right away
        if (readyFired) {
            setTimeout(function() {callback(context);}, 1);
            return;
        } else {
            // add the function and context to the list
            readyList.push({fn: callback, ctx: context});
        }
        // if document already ready to go, schedule the ready function to run
        if (document.readyState === 'complete') {
            setTimeout(ready, 1);
        } else if (!readyEventHandlersInstalled) {
            // otherwise if we don't have event handlers installed, install them
            if (document.addEventListener) {
                // first choice is DOMContentLoaded event
                document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', ready, false);
                // backup is window load event
                window.addEventListener('load', ready, false);
            } else {
                // must be IE
                document.attachEvent('onreadystatechange', readyStateChange);
                window.attachEvent('onload', ready);
            }
            readyEventHandlersInstalled = true;
        }
    }
})('domReady', window);

function clicked(e) {
    window.location.href = this.getAttribute('href');
    return false;
}

function main() {
    if (window.bber.env === 'reader') return;
    // Normalize link behaviour on iBooks, without interfering with footnotes
    var links = document.getElementsByTagName('a');
    links = Array.prototype.slice.call(links, 0);
    links = links.filter(function(l) {
        return l.classList.contains('footnote-ref') === false;
    });

    for (var i = 0; i < links.length; i++) {
        links[i].onclick = clicked;
    }
}

domReady(main);
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