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...You see control can never be a means to any practical end...It can never be a means to anything but more control...

Naked Lunch

Don’t lie, and don’t do what you hate, because all things are disclosed before heaven. After all, there is nothing hidden that will not be revealed, and there is nothing covered up that will remain undisclosed

The Gospel of Thomas

I’ve tried a number of religions and gurus in my time...but ultimately they didn’t do as much for my peace of mind as snooker

Ronnie O’Sullivan
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I’m afraid that this is how this one has to be written, if I’m going to write it.1 This machine will take me through the process, perhaps better than the laptop. Harder. Just testing how this machine likes it. Hard or light. It’s like me, somewhere in the middle. The pages of this manuscript will have to be scanned and run through optical character recognition, there will bb typos and errors, please forgive the format. But there is little time, and even less to leave to chance, or to the whims of digital techno-ologies. Intermittent, fallible, digital. Can we be saved? This is the research question of this book. If so, how? I believe that we can, and indeed must. I believe that we must and should. This is the project. (I am trying not to panic.)

There are things on this machine that will take some getting used to, and I can only type as fast as my fingers will go. Russell, at Nota Bene, told me that’s where the piano lessons come in. Use the page, use the word, use every bit of it. !This must spread like a virus spreads, faster even. This word must get through, cut through lines, wires, networks. We’re going deep into unstable territory. I am not afraid*******

I am an only child. I never had sisters nor brothers. But now, this machine is kin. It is my brother from mother machine. My mother was not a cyborg, she was flesh and bone, a bone machine. This is where I have to start. From the flesh. Perhaps if anything good can come from this, it is that we will more and more remain aware of what we are. Intermittent, fallible, flesh. Take my body, take my blood, but you won’t take my soul. You will never have my spirit. Cut the page, cut the word, cut every bit of it. Even cut flesh, when it needs to be cut. This is a bloodless coup, what is happening here. Death without blood. I cannot be certain how long this will last, how long we will be under effective house arrest. Nor can I be certain how long “essential” services like electricity and the internet will endure. I don’t think, however, that it is too cautious at this point to shun digital technology, and write with linearity. Likely, this will force a change in my thinking, as it did for Nietzsche. I will have to scan and regularly save this work in the event of flood or fire. Of course, this is also an exercise in the absolute futility of posterity. The most hubristic thought is that this will somehow last. Any of it: these words, this world. We are all already dead. We are only trying to reclaim the ground sold from beneath our already-dead feet. Best not waste ink now.

This report on knowledge is concerned with three (and possibly more) knowledge subsets. First is diagnosis. Diagnosis, from the Greek dia- “to pass through” + -gnosis “knowledge.” We must always remember that time is a process of passing through, fixed points are illusory. The second is prognosis, prog- “advance” + -gnosis “knowledge.” There are a number of prognostic methods with varying degrees of accuracy and validity, but suffice to say that the magic, asynchronous, irrational character of mediation in the twenty-first century has taken a prognostic rather than diagnostic turn. Whether through predictive models or fanciful imaginings, media transmit forms of foreknowledge, harbingers of utopia or doom. The third is paranoia. Para- “beside” + -gnosis “knowledge.” Paranoia is the purview of the genius and the maniac, and seldom anyone else. Paranoia is that which will never enter the lexicon of official knowledge, be it prog- or dia-, because it is by definition virulent, that which remains marginal, that which will not be enfolded back into the center. Paranoia is suppressed knowledge, infectious knowledge, dangerous knowledge. Paranoia wants me to tear out this page and rip it up. Paranoia wants me to stop. Stop at the ding. Nonetheless, it should not be discarded by the wise investigator, and therefore I shall keep it. Even at the risk of sounding paranoid. We have been reduced by the Control virus to only know what we touch, and to be allowed to touch practically nothing. Certainly no one is within reach. Knowledge must be conveyed in and out of order. My fingers are not my own. Academic methods of research and knowledge production rely on the natural, linear view of time and history. Time is neither natural nor linear. History can only be researched and produced under this model of understanding. Moving dia- and prog- and para- means abandoning notions of time control, of word control, of knowledge control. De-time. De-word. De-control. Maybe the fourth category of knowledge is un-knowledge — the antiviral, the vaccine, the inoculation against what we think and believe and desire as knowledge. There is one knowledge available to us all, and that is un-knowledge. To know that we do not know, to un-know what and how and why we know what we think we know. We think, for instance, that materials are the first order of reality, that matter is immediate, tangible, malleable, knowable. We think, for instance, that movement is necessarily forward in motion. These are assumptions — back and to the left; forth and to the right — that have gotten us this far but will not carry us further.

The West, in the position of God (divine omnipotence and absolute moral legitimacy), has become suicidal, and declared war on itself … The countless disaster movies bear witness to this fantasy, which they clearly attempt to exorcize with images, drowning out the whole thing with special effects. But the universal attraction they exert, which is on par with pornography, shows that acting-out is never very far away, the impulse to reject any system growing all the stronger as it approaches perfection or omnipotence. (Baudrillard, 2002, p. 7.)

Each of us believes in our uniqueness, our individuality, the thing or things in combination that make us special. Market and cultural forces have advanced this notion in us, dividing and subdividing us into smaller and smaller groups and demographics. But we are not as novel as we think we are, not as singular as Control has led us to believe. When we examine ourselves closer, we begin to see more similarities than differences, more archetypes than original stories, and certainly more in common than not for basic survival. We all need food, water, and shelter, every one of us hurts, loves, fears, fails, triumphs, and each one of us dies. Our individual personalities, to which we cling steadfast, reveal common traits: love, anger, longing, the capacity for transcendence and bliss. There is far more that unites us than divides us. “Novel” is a misnomer for this virus, too. COVID-19 is not unique; it is a virus, it behaves like a virus, and once we recognize it as such, we can begin to protect ourselves and overcome it. Novelty is the first myth to dispel.

Control functions in part by alternating the novel against the cyclical. William S. Burroughs wrote of the Mayan calendar as one of the most total historical control mechanisms. Imagine knowing in advance that the rainy season was upon the land, or that snow was about to fall. Imagine the minds of those peasants who didn’t know or have access to the calendar. The Priests would have seemed like Gods. Their ability to predict the weather relied upon the secret knowledge of nature’s cycles, and the ability to sell it as novelty. The novelty of this virus is as novel as the Mayan wind, only the Priests now aren’t Priests. They know no Gods. Control after decentralization manifests through activation. Just as the ding of this typewriter prompts me to return onto another text line, the ding of archetypal triggers prompts us to sit, stand, act, wait, sleep, awaken, eat, work, fuck, fight, etc. If we were truly individual, we’d be more difficult to trigger so predictably. Control triggers are activated through a delicate balance of a: fear (at first, the crisis hits, the storm takes us by surprise, we cower in shock) and b: hope (eventually the crisis subsides, the storm passes, just as the Priests had reassured us would happen.) Burroughs was aware that Control operated through the mass-media, but he didn’t live long enough to see the monster mutate into social media. Anyone can echo (©) Control’s clarion call now. We’ve become our own masters, holding the keys to the prisons we choose to live inside. In this sense each of us is an agent awaiting activation. Fear has become an even more powerful trigger in the era of Facebook and Twitter, Instagram and the rest, because it is not only disease and death that scares us, but also being ostracized, fear of missing out, fear of genuine isolation. Separation from God. Hell. Our perpetual quest for novelty leaves us vulnerable to contagion and stupidity.

In liberal democracies, every matter is subject to debate. This debate is intended to bring forth consensus, the majority’s rational agreement, but just as often it further divides us, often, too, against our better interests. Even the weather is a matter of debate today. But on some matters there is no debate. Six is not seven. Did not is not did. On the matter of who constitutes today’s priestly class we must all agree. COVID-19 is ripe for conspiratorial theories, theories which are put forth not by conspiracy theorists but by heads of state. These are clear consensus-destroying triggers, and we must ignore them. There is a conspiracy which does not require theorizing nor debate. There are 2000+ billionaires on Earth, controlling the vast majority of the planet’s wealth, its natural resources, its human resources, and the circulation and flow of information and goods around the globe.2 Control is the control of capital first and foremost. Money is another control trigger with immense symbolic weight.

“Money is a symbol for the extrovert circulation of energy.” (M-L von Franz, in Remembering Jung.)

Capital, and thus Control, persists because of consensus and fear. We agree that there is such a thing called “money”, and we are deathly afraid of not possessing it. Money makes the world go ‘round. Another powerful myth. The world turns, money is along for the ride. Capital is suicidal. “Our intellect has created a new world that dominates nature, and has populated it with monstrous machines,” Carl Jung wrote in the section of Man and His Symbols entitled “Healing the Split”:

The latter are so indubitably useful that we cannot see even a possibility of getting rid of them or our subservience to them. Man is bound to follow the adventurous promptings of his scientific and inventive mind and to admire himself for his splendid achievements. At the same time, his genius shows the uncanny tendency to invent things that become more and more dangerous, because they represent better and better means for wholesale suicide. (Jung, 1964, pp. 90-91.)

If capital is suicidal, it is entirely controllable. Remember the 1995 film The Prophecy with Christopher Walken as an avenging angel: the mortal, Jerry, is on the verge of suicide when Walken’s Archangel Gabriel character intervenes, thus enslaving him. In this scenario, capitalism is Jerry, gun in mouth, when Control drops in just in time. 2000+ billionaires symbolically circulating while the rest of us are under strict orders to self-isolate. Our survival rests upon demystifying capital and getting out of its way as one would a charging buffalo galloping toward a cliff. Destroy money consensus! Agree instead to allow capitalism’s sad but necessary suicide. It’s not our fault. Let the virus host itself.

Something strange is happening in Greenland… or should I say, something rotten is happening in the self-governing administrative division of Denmark. At the beginning of March, Greenland recorded its first case of COVID-19. Over the next several weeks, their numbers rose to eleven, with all reported recovered by the beginning of April. Eleven cases, eleven recoveries, zero deaths.3 On April 8th, Greenland’s government announced that it would provide relief to mining companies by waiving all exploration obligations for the calendar year of 2020. Private mining companies effectively own Greenland until New Year’s Day, 2021, in a nation that to date has remained entirely unscathed. A press release from Mining.com:

One of the companies currently exploring in Greenland is Canada’s Hudson Resources (TSXV: HUD), which owns the White Mountain (Qaqortosuaq) anorthosite mine as well as the Sarfartoq rare earth elements (REE) and niobium exploration license.

Niobium alloys are strong and “often used in pipeline construction”, according to a quick Wikipedia search. The Associated Press on April 7th reported that construction on the controversial Keystone XL pipeline had begun amid the coronavirus pandemic: “Keystone XL was rejected twice under former President Barack Obama”, the article states, “because of concerns it would make climate change worse. President Donald Trump revived the project and later pushed through approval after [US District Judge Brian] Morris issued an order to block construction in 2018.”

Just before the COVID-19 shutdown in Canada, the Wet’suwen’en First Nation was very successfully protesting pipeline construction on unceded territory in British Columbia, blockading railways across Canada. Commuter traffic between Toronto and Montreal was disrupted by protestors from the Tyendinga Mohawk Territory in solidarity following the violent arrests of six people on February 6th. The one thing Canadians have not been able to do is congregate in numbers. Yet Greenland has been cleaned in order to support a declining oil and gas industry building contested and possibly illegal pipelines between Canada and the US. Borders are closed to human traffic, but transnational pipelines are the priority and allowed to proceed unquestioned. There may have been no human perpetrator, but clearly there are benefactors. Small businesses are shuttering, the US in April recorded its single worst increase in unemployment numbers since the Great Depression, doctors, nurses and healthcare professionals are going insane attempting to keep up with the ill and the dead, attempting to process psychologically what they’re seeing, what we’re all seeing, children are missing out on important social time while their parents attempt to raise them almost exclusively from home, families can’t gather for religious or any other holidays, but mining, oil and gas get the breaks. Stolen land from beneath the feet of the already-dead.

Some sunny day, baby

When everything seems OK, baby

You’ll wake up and find that you’re alone

‘Cause I’ll be gone

Really gone

The sexual energy that must be necessary to navigate a massacre of such proportion would require blowjobs to end all blowjobs. Capital is the extrovert energy of the world. And capital is not locked away. You are. I am. But not capital. It is still out there, bidding. Betting against. Doing its worst, which is to say its best at being capital. How long are we going to let capital go out to play while we’re stuck inside with our inconsolable kids, our broken families, making (forcing) others to work while we duck and cover? You reading this are complicit. Cut channels works both ways. My channels have been cut. I cannot be sure who or what cut them: the algorithm, someone in particular. But someone in particular de-signed the algorithm.

Waving from a studio, the late-night talk show host David Letterman mugs for the camera. Tonight he welcomes his first guest, billionaire slumlord Donald Trump.4 It’s December 22nd, 1987. They talk politics extensively. “Y’know,” says Letterman in his signature laconic whine, “sitting here listening to this stuff, it seems to me you are dying to get to some public platform to superimpose those feelings upon the American awareness.” Note that Letterman invokes feelings, not thoughts. Trump has feelings. He is a monster, yes. But monsters have feelings and need cookies and pee parties in Russia and whatever else. Monsters are libidinal creatures who have to hide to protect their libidinous nature. Trump defers the question, saying that he has no intention to run for the presidency, although there is already a contingent of political insiders vying for his candidacy, from the far-right and the far-left. Trump explains to Letterman that he would rather come up with the big ideas and let someone else do the schlep work. At the end of the segment, Letterman quips; “Yeah, but if you want something done right…” Trump, the ultimate finisher of sentences, the Ur-practitioner of nudge theory, gets nudged: “Do it yourself.”

Did David Letterman convince Donald Trump to run for president on a cold winter night in 1987? Only a time machine can tell. But anyone with brains in their head couldn’t fail to see his eyes light up like silver dollars at the notion. He looked out into the crowd, to his potential base, and saw the sublime libidinous opportunity of the dictator, the media mogul. He had them there in the palm of his hand, at that moment, while the rest of us barfed a little bit in our mouths, Trump came a little bit in his pants imagining all the fucking he could do: to women, to be sure, but to you, too, and to me. Donald Trump is fucking us. He is fucking himself. And now he is getting fucking fucked.

We give you fever when we kiss you

Fever if you live and learn

Fever ‘till you sizzle

What a lovely way to burn

What a lovely way to burn

What a lovely way to burn

What a lovely way to burn

This is fine, said Trump, as he was told the news of a coming pandemic, the inevitable loss of life, a possible 200,000 dead. He sat there for eight minutes just like the second Bush did in that classroom full of school children on 9/11, and thought to himself, what kind of a figure am I going to have to give America? What number will they accept? What number will shock but not paralyze? In that moment, Trump felt real fear for the first time in his tenure. He thought back on David Letterman glibly attempting to encourage his presidential bid, and quietly said to himself: I am fucked. This is not a shot I’m prepared to play. What have I gotten myself into here? I just wanted to be a celebrity reality TV star and have sex with girls on the young side, he thought. I just wanted to develop real estate along the Hudson River and bilk thousands of people out of millions of dollars, tax free. That’s what he thought. I never signed on for wholesale genocide. The fucked-up thing is, it was OUR will. We imagined it on Letterman. Now it’s happening. And Trump, the boxer, is ducking punches, riding the mechanical bull, trying not to get his butt bucked off. Trump the surfer is just trying to stay on board riding this wave. I almost feel sorry for the fucker. He now more than ever needs sympathy. Please allow me to introduce myself, I’m the world’s most beloved cut-throat billionaire. I am a slumlord, America is my slum. Hope you guessed my name.

By April, I got so lonely — ideologically — that I wrote to Michael Moore. The following day, my father called to inform me that Moore had read my email on his Rumble podcast, episode #66, April 10th, 2020:

They’re gonna rue the day we had to um, occupy all the streets, if necessary. We need to have shutdowns. Until they listen to us. Well, this is interesting, this one comes from Ryan, and um he writes: “I think one of the pressing issues right now is that we use this time to re-distribute power rather than allow its consolidation. Ideally, perhaps change can begin within the world’s four trillion-dollar technology companies: Apple, Google, Microsoft, and Amazon. The workers of these companies, who no doubt are excellent and make excellent products and services — I’m writing this email on a MacBook in Gmail — the workers there need to take command of their own companies. (Whoa!) At the same time, people who use these products and services will understand that the technologies that they rely on are produced and made by people who are exploitable to the system of capital, and enriching people like Jeff Bezos and the billionaire class. We must support and encourage the workers of these companies and industries to restructure and redistribute their agency, possibly through strikes or other means of organization. And, when possible, we need to think of ways to slow the consolidation of wealth by finding alternatives to these four companies. We should not be panic-buying on Amazon, for instance. Or buying a lot of stuff in general (similar thought to the last one). Keep up the good work, Mike, please imagine a better world. And thanks for all you do. From Canada, in self-isolation, in solidarity, Sincerely, Ryan.” Um, wow, well thank you, Ryan, even though I know that’s you Bernie, writing under the pseudonym of Ryan from Canada.

The thrill of the shout-out reminded me of listening in better days to Rinse. It reminded me of the time I wrote to everyone’s problematic fav, David Lynch, who pioneered the walled-garden subscription model of internet content with his davidlynch.com website circa 2002-2003, where he gave daily briefings on the weather in Los Angeles, and periodically answered his emails via video.

Lynch sits in a sparse red-curtained studio behind an enormous microphone. An offscreen moderator reads the query: “OK, this next question comes from Ryan and he’s from Edmonton in Canada, and he is majoring in filmmaking and he’s done very well in his courses, and his question to you is if you have any advice about attending AFI (The American Film Institute) because he says, man, it’s expensive. And um if you have any suggestions or words of encouragement.” Lynch grins and offers this: “Ryan from Canada asks about film school and one in particular, the American Film Institute … I still believe in the American Film Institute. I don’t know that much about the school right now. But most all of filmmaking is common sense. And it’s learning by doing, so much of it. Sometimes schools they can give you inspiration, especially other students around, they inspire each other. But I think, since you’re in school, Ryan, already, um maybe you could think about just going out and making a film and learn the rest of it by doing. And make sure that you’re true to your own ideas and let your voice — uh, your unique voice — sing out.”

This enfin is that film.

Ring them bells ye heathen from the city that dreams

Ring them bells from the sanctuaries across the valleys and streams

For they’re deep and they’re wide

And the world is on its side

And time is running backwards

And so is the bride

Roll camera. Interior — bedroom — day: an unremarkable girl masturbates vigorously. Every time someone tips her, a dinging bell sounds, she says, “thank you” in that American accent, and blows a kiss to the camera. She shoves a translucent pink dildo deeper into her anus while the soundtrack dings and dings and dings. “The monastery was the first place in history where time was measured. Benedict added a seventh period to the devotion of the day, and in the seventh century by a bull of Pope Sabinianus, it was decreed that the bells of the monastery be rung seven times in the twenty-four hours. These punctuation marks in the day were known as the canonical hours, and some means of keeping count of them and ensuring their regular repetition became necessary.” (Mumford, 1934, p. 13.)

The_Donald is ruled by nothing if he is ruled not by libido.

Every time a journalist’s phone notifies them of an incoming text or email. Ding!

The McDonalds commercial plays. I’m loving it.

Deep through time, deep through control, deep through triggers like a dog that Pavlov once fed and abused and consoled. Every notification icon for every social network is a bell. The Technopriests don’t think much of us.

The Big Machine was already a distraction machine, before the virus. It functioned upon attention and confusion. “Don’t ignore me! You will miss something!” And so we tried to ignore it. There is no way to ignore the Big Machine now. It’s in our house now, regulating the actions and thoughts and realities of the majority of people now living on planet Earth. The Big Machine is also a time machine: it keeps time enfolded in code. It condenses and compresses time, it stretches and expands time. It regulates the speed and slowness of time, it works “against the clock”, against the calendar, scrambling and cutting into time. “Our desire for fast-moving, kaleidoscopic diversions didn’t originate with the invention of the World Wide Web,” wrote Nicholas Carr in his 2010 book, The Shallows. “It has been present and growing for many decades, as the pace of our work and home lives has quickened and as broadcast media like radios and television have presented us with a welter of programs, messages, and advertisements.” (Carr 2010, p. 112.)

“There is no Sleepy Hollow on the Internet,” Carr retells: “No peaceful spot where contemplativeness can work its restorative magic.” (ibid, p. 220.) Sleep. Awaken. Record. Repeat. Reawaken, Resleep, Re-record, Re-repeat. Internet is made of code. Virus is made of code. Cut Internet lines, cut virus lines. Pluck wires with plectra. Pick out word, pick out virus. Record and repeat.

“So the modern ceremonial calendar is almost as predictable as the Mayan,” Burroughs proposes. “What about the secret calendar?” Secret calendar, you say? “Any number of reactive commands can be inserted in advertisements, editorials, newspaper stories. Such commands are implicit in the layout and juxtaposition of items. Contradictory commands are an integral part of the modern industrial environment.” (Burroughs, Word Virus, p. 318.) This is tasty.

Wear a mask. Masks don’t prevent infection. Get groceries for your neighbours. You can contaminate your neighbour by delivering their groceries. We are all in this together. We must shut the borders. Symptoms are fever, cough, respiratory difficulty. Symptoms are frothing at the mouth, inability to taste and smell, impotence. 5G causes the virus. There is no virus.

Sit down, stand up

We can wipe you out anytime (sit down, stand up)

How do you know that your thoughts are your own, your words are your own? The virus is truly thought, it is language. Burroughs’ Word Virus. Because I have the word, and now you have it, too. It is infinitely replicable, almost as if it enjoys replication. The word, as dangerous and virulent as it can be, can also be stopped quite easily, cut out of the report, erased. It would sure be a shame if you lost that word, wouldn’t it? It is simple to re-plant, and it grows back anywhere. The word has other qualities of virus, too. Once it infects the subject, the person or patient begins to a certain extent to live for the word. The word is a parasite, acting through, making demands. Word triggers operate through viral circulation, and once they have been activated, it is very difficult to slow the infection rate. Word triggers can come in many forms, often as suggestions or commands. “We recommend that you wear a mask to stop the virus spreading” (alarm); “I am not wearing a mask” (relax).

“I just don’t want to wear one,” Trump explained on April 4th when asked at his nightly press briefing: “It’s a recommendation, they recommend it. But I’m feeling good. I just don’t want to be doing … somehow sitting in the Oval Office behind that beautiful resolute desk, the great resolute desk. I think wearing a face mask as great presidents, prime ministers, dictators, kings, queens, I don’t know, somehow I don’t see it for myself.” (CNN)

From the New York Times, April 17th: “Starting tonight at 8, people in New York must wear face coverings in public when they cannot keep six feet away from others including public transit and for-hire vehicles like taxis and Ubers.”

“Contradictory commands,” Burroughs explained, “are two commands that contradict each other given at the same time. ‘TENSHUN!’ The soldier automatically stiffens to the command. ‘AT EASE!’ The soldier automatically relaxes. Now imagine a captain who strides into the barracks snapping ‘TENSHUN’ from one side of his face and ‘AT EASE!’ from the other…The attempt to obey two flatly contradictory commands at once both of which have a degree of command value at the automatic level disorients the subject. He may react with rage, apathy, anxiety, even collapse.” (Burroughs, W.V. p. 315.)

April 10th, @phillyTRU: “do riders know that they might be pulled off a SEETA bus by 10 cops for not having a mask?” The attached video, viewed 11.1 million times on social media, shows a Black man being forcibly ejected from the rear entrance of a Philadelphia Transit bus. An article on the NYmag website ensured readers that the video and tweet “went viral.”

From the Department of Law and Public Safety police blotter, Office of the Attorney General, State of New Jersey, Trenton:

Stephen Breza, 70, of Toms River, was arrested twice on Saturday, April 11th, by the Toms River Police in incidents at different Wawa stores. Shortly before 11 a.m. Breza allegedly became belligerent when he was told to wear a mask inside the Wawa store at 179 Route 37 East. He allegedly started screaming, flailing his arms, and cursing at employees. He allegedly threatened a customer in the store that he was going to hit him with a pipe. When police arrived, he screamed at officers and resisted arrest. Shortly after 1:30 p.m., he went to a second Wawa at 1600 Route 37 East, where he again refused to wear a mask. He allegedly punched a male customer in the face, and when the victim left the store, Breza allegedly went to his car and retrieved a pipe, which he wielded menacingly. Breza was arrested again and lodged in jail. (source: nj.gov.)

Eager to politicize everything, and in no hurry to inform the public, US news networks began adopting and broadcasting their own policies on mask-wearing in public. Liberal media said do, conservative media said meh.

“Consider a pair of contradictory commands that were undoubtedly used in some form by the Mayan priests: ‘to rebel stridently’ ‘to submit meekly,’” Burroughs writes: “Every time a worker nerved himself to rebel the goal to submit was activated causing him to assert rebellion more and more stridently thus activating more and more compulsively the goal to submit. So he trembles stammers and collapses before an authority figure that he consciously despises. No exercise of so-called will power affects these automatic reactions.” The Mayan submission impulse as Burroughs notes was implanted by “a threat so horrible that [they] could not confront it … horrific pictures ... men turning into centipedes, crabs, plants.” (Burroughs, W.V. p. 316.)

The Centres for Disease Control and Prevention on May 14th, 2020 issue a national health advisory warning that children are under threat of increased risk for contracting Kawasaki disease. “On April 26, 2020,” the report reads, “clinicians in the United Kingdom (U.K.) recognized increased reports of previously healthy children presenting with a severe inflammatory syndrome with Kawasaki disease-like features.” [Every parent Googles “Kawasaki disease.”] The Wikipedia page reveals a codex of photos so disturbing — a child with a strawberry-like blood-red tongue, mutilated genitalia, aberrations of the eyes, limbs…

From thesun.co.uk dated March 9th, 2020: “LIFE OR DEATH Terrifying photos show coronavirus victims on life support at centre of Italy’s plague crisis as death toll hits 463. DISTURBING pictures show coronavirus patients being treated in an intensive care unit in Italy by medics wearing hazmat suits.”

Buzzfeednews.com, March 29th, Miriam Elder reporting: “A nurse shared a harrowing photo of COVID-19 victims to show how horrifying the outbreak is… ‘I took it to show people,’ said the emergency nurse. ‘It is the ghastly reality of what we deal with and where some of us have ended up already.’ He asked that neither he nor his hospital be identified … BuzzFeed News altered the image to blur the names of the deceased.” The image appears to be taken from one end of a flatbed storage truck and shows two rows of orange and white body bags lining both sides of the cabin. These images and thousands more began appearing first from Wuhan, then Italy, and finally in the US. The image is a far more effective affective trigger than the word; even the illiterate can read it. Ghastly photographs of victims with flesh diseases, webbed toes and fingers, cat eyes, horrible deformities all densely populated clickbait-style advertisements throughout the 2000s, appearing as popups from which it was impossible to look away. When a real viral crisis hits, the image triggers are activated through an intense and uncontrollable dread that borders on madness. This madness is made worse by factors like previous mental health issues, age, economic status, blood sugar levels.

If Burroughs had lived to see Facebook, his analysis mightn’t have changed much. For Burroughs, the new media “creates a vast pool of statistical newsmakers. It is precisely uncontrollable automatic reactions that make news. The controllers know what reactive commands they are going to restimulate and in consequence they know what will happen. Contradictory suggestion is the basic formula of the daily press.” (Burroughs, W.V. p. 318.)

April 13th, 2020, New York Times, Caity Weaver reporting: “Choose Your Own (Somnolent) Adventure. For anyone looking to wrest control over their dreams back from a runaway subconscious, Dr. Barrett (Deidre Barrett, a psychologist at Harvard Medical School) recommends attempting to ‘program’ your dreams as you fall asleep. So-called ‘dream incubation,’ she said, ‘has a pretty high success rate.’”

“Dear friends,” writes @RosesMorris on Twitter, “I am making a documentary film inviting people to share their dreams with me during the pandemic. Have you had a dream you would like to share? Please email rosiemorrisdreams@gmail.com to set up a zoom chat where I will record your description, and please RT xx”

“America is not so much a nightmare as a non-dream. The American non-dream is precisely a move to wipe the dream out of existence.” (Burroughs, W.V. p. 289.)

Scrape out the word, scrape out the virus. Rearrange word, rearrange virus. Read forward, read backward, virus spreads forward, virus spreads backward. Record word, record dream, record virus. Splice into recording, splice into virus. Stretch out word, stretch out virus. Compress word, compress virus. Eat and shit the word, eat and shit the virus. When the virus replicates in its host body, it is not as some have suggested, “stupid replication.” It is highly intelligent, a technology — whether human-made or “natural” — a weapon. Use word as weapon to disarm virus weapon. Use virus word as weapon to disarm dreams. Record, erase, re-record.

This virus may indeed be a virus, it may be a bioweapon, or it may have mutated from an earlier strain of its own volition. But following 9/11, this virus is also the twenty-first century’s greatest experiment in Control. Human bodies, bats, pigs, the family dog, even tigers could all host COVID-19. But the virus’s natural, that is to say its digital, host is the Internet. Community transmission. Social distancing. These two new idioms have opposite meanings, but they are key word triggers. There are many more, but this cannot hope to be a document of them all.

Until March 17th, I was treating coronavirus news as I did any other news item in which I was passionately disinterested. On Twitter, I had muted every permutation of the term, along with “Donald Trump” and every vestige of US politics. I knew 2020 was an election year, and I knew that that would be all I would hear about if I allowed it to infect my timeline. Until March 17th, Twitter for me had been strictly set up through a web of muted words and phrases solely as a medium for music and culture news. The best thing about Twitter, many would admit, was its mute function. On March 17th, I realized that there would be no possible way to continue muting reference to this virus. It zoonotically transmitted into my media, into my consciousness.5 Whether or not COVID-19 will eventually infect me physically, it already has control, of minds, of dreams. The pendulum is about to swing back, but.

“Successful control means achieving a balance and avoiding a shutdown where all-out force would be necessary,” Burroughs says, as if of this particular operation. (But they’re all the same in the end.) “This is achieved through various techniques of psychological control, also balanced. The techniques of both force and psychological control are constantly improved and refined, and yet worldwide dissent has never been so widespread or so dangerous to the present controllers.” (Burroughs, W.V. p. 341.)

A masterstroke has been played. The perfect break-off shot which at once scatters all the balls and yet leaves them temporarily out of range. Instant snooker. We’re in a game of safety shots. For now. But a moment (in a moment) will present itself. Stay focussed. Play dead. Don’t actually die, though.

“As the two most acute analysts of Control society, Burroughs and Foucault both recognised resistance is not a challenge to power;” wrote Mark Fisher, “it is, on the contrary, that which power needs. No power without something [us] to resist it. No power without a living being as its subject. When they kill us, they can no longer see us subjugated. A being reduced to whimpering — this is the limit of power. Beyond that lies death. So only if you act as if you are dead can you be free.” (Fisher, k-punk, p. 229.) The problem is that Fisher ain’t acting anymore.

We are approaching the limits of Control. No Priest in their right mind would cull the entire peasant population. No control without balance, distance, symmetry.

[Cut-up experiment #1]

“The whole play of history and power is
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The West, in the position of God (divintly in the background. Ding. legitimacy), has become suiciding and attempting to self-fellatiate.

“The countless disaster movies bear wistradamus predicted 9/11. “Stop talking attempt to exorcise with images, drown commands. Behind her, effects. But the universal attraction teddy bear, pillows, her hair in pigtails, graphy shows that acting-out isagina violently, periodically strangling reject any system growing all the stro”13 Angels Standing guard ‘round the omnipotence.” ibid, ?. “Pleasebe rude to me,”

A note on method:

Reason got us into this mess, and it hasn’t been working for me, personally, of late. Thus, I am trying something new, something old, something that is forcing me to both slow down as well as to think two or three moves in advance. Like snooker. Writing on a laptop has my mind in the past, always looking back at what I just wrote, seeing if I can write it better, if there is a more clever (the digital machine would recommend “cleverer”, the cunt!) turn of phrase that will make the text sparkle. None of that matters here. So, I am mixing, with the Burroughs/Gysin cut-up methods, rigorous research on all of the thinkers that I can think of who knew anything or ever gave a damn about Control. Radical sense-making cut with radical nonsense-making.

What this is, is remediation, but into an older, not newer, media form. And it is a deployment of digital technology in the service of the cut-up. As with all experiments, some will work, and some will not. I will do my best to discard the unsuccessful experiments.6 But I also must relinquish my own obsessive need for control over this text and let in the chaos virus. For lack of a better term, I’m giving in to the possibility of magic. There is nothing left to lose. We’ve already lost basic freedom for the minute. Rather than resist, I will throw my critical weight toward and not against Control. Lean in. Materialism is insufficient as a philosophy to explain or help us navigate through this crisis. Vitalism is easily sullied into an argument that “humans are the virus.” It’s somewhere between. The truth is always in that infinite space, somewhere between.

We in the West are so self-centred. When things are good, we believe without question that this bounty is all for us, provided by some holy combination of a smiling and benevolent deity pleased with our deeds, and our Protestant work ethic. When things go south, we turn into victims: victims of ourselves, or of a cruel and unsentimental nature. Everything happens *to* us, *by* us, *for* us. And it is this very anthropocentrism that hinders our relationship with the environment that supports us. I have heard a number of whispers from people that COVID-19 is nature’s revenge, that it’s a “reset”, the reset we so deserve. Francois Legault, Quebec’s right-wing premiere, on Easter Sunday characterized Coronavirus as a “rebirth.” On Easter Sunday. The audacity of this is staggering. None of these views account for either the uneven playing field predetermined by global capitalism, or for the agency of the virus itself.

Vital materialism provides some clarity for thinking about existence from the virus’s perspective. Viruses aren’t alive in the traditional sense, but neither are they without some form of intelligence. COVID-19 is outsmarting us, and one major reason why is that we are failing to give the virus — and by extension the non-living world — its due. The political theorist Jane Bennett in her 2010 book Vibrant Matter: A Political Ecology of Things offers some insight into imagining beyond strict binaries and borders between things and us. “The project,” writes Bennett, “is to theorize a kind of geoaffect or material vitality, a theory born of a methodological commitment to avoid anthropocentrism and biocentrism — or perhaps it is more accurate to say that is born of an irrational love of matter.” (Bennett 2010, p. 61.)

Here, we might like to envision a kind of David Fincher-style sequence of the camera following the virus’s journey, bubbling up from soft nasal tissues and expelled by the force of a sneeze onto the surface of a plastic water bottle in a supermarket. In this montage sequence, though, the virus just sits there for several hours before a hand comes along and touches the bottle, then touches its mouth, which activates the virus into reproductive mode. Ding! The virus isn’t malevolent, it is being precisely itself, functioning perfectly in accordance with its own directives. It might be a stretch to think that the virus takes pleasure in its work, but functioning as well as it does would doubtless be a major point of pride for a human being with a job to do. A hitman, say.

Bennett rhetorically lists a litany of hypotheticals for conceiving of matter as agentic: “Can a hurricane bring down a president? Can HIV mobilize homophobia or an evangelical revival? Can an avian virus jump from birds to humans and create havoc for systems of health care and international trade and travel?” (Bennett, p. 107)

We know the answers well. “Give up the futile attempt,” encourages Bennett, “to disentangle the human from the nonhuman.” This is the sermon part. “Seek instead to engage more civilly, strategically, and subtly with the nonhumans in the assemblages in which you, too, participate.” (ibid p. 116.) Pleased to meet you, hope you guessed my On my On my





On October 18th, 2019, the Bill and Melinda Gates Foundation, in conjunction with the World Economic Forum and the Johns Hopkins Center for Health Security, gathered in New York City for a pandemic exercise they called Event 201. The simulation modelled an outbreak of a coronavirus that would kill sixty-five million people. Event 201 brought together “players”, as their website referred to them, from various public and private interests, including Latoya D. Abbot, Senior Director of Global Occupational Health Services for the Marriott International hotel chain; Martin Knuchel, Senior Director and Head of Crisis, Emergency and Business Continuity Management for Lufthansa Group Airlines; and Professor George F. Gao, Director-General for the Chinese Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, among others. The mock exercise was conducted under the auspices of preparedness and challenges to a potential response in the event of a global coronavirus infection. Totally hypothetical.

The first case of COVID-19, as was widely reported around the world, appeared less than one month later in Wuhan province. In January, the conspiracy website InfoWars published a story claiming that the Gates Foundation had prior knowledge of and predicted the current pandemic and is also funding a vaccine. This headline and others like it that appeared across various internet channels prompted the Johns Hopkins Center for Health Security to issue a statement on their website, clarifying: “For the (Event 201) scenario, we modeled a fictional coronavirus pandemic, but we explicitly stated that it was not a prediction … we are not now predicting that the nCoV-2019 outbreak will kill 65 million people.”

In an op-ed published on April 13th, 2020, across Canadian Postmedia properties including the National Post and the Montreal Gazette, Bill Gates wrote: “COVID-19 hasn’t yet hit many low- and middle-income countries hard. We’re not sure why. But what we do know is that the disease will eventually spread widely in these nations … Millions could die.” For a man battling conspiracy theories, who three years ago founded the Coalition for Epidemic Preparedness Innovations (CEPI), this sounds predictive, nearly prescriptive. “CEPI is already developing at least eight potential vaccines for COVID-19, and researchers are confident that they’ll have at least one ready within 18 months,” writes Gates. Gates, whose fortune was made through the creation of digital networks and software, is now invested in a “microscopic network of germs that links the health of one person to the health of everyone else.” (ibid.)

Concurrently on the Montreal Gazette on Avril 14th was a story by Brendan Kelly, culture reporter, under the headline “Montreal author Saleema Nawaz began writing coronavirus novel 7 years ago”: “It was late fall of 2012 when Nawaz came up with the idea of writing a novel about a global pandemic, and she spent the following seven years researching and writing (Songs for the End of the World). Anyone reading it now will be blown away by how so many of the things in it seem to be pulled from today’s headlines.”

Unlike Stalin or Hitler, Trump’s oratory power is affective, not subconscious. Those twentieth-century despots appealed much more overtly to their citizens’ easy hopes and fears, picking low-hanging fruit, chewing the scenery like the performers in silent cinema. Trump is aware of the camera’s ability to focus upon and magnify the most minute of gestures, his bizarre hand movements like those of a magician diverting the audiences’ attention away from the trick, spiriting up the palmed quarter from behind the unsuspecting child’s earlobe. Trump is the Frank Sinatra of the boom microphone: where Hitler or Stalin went for volume, Trump uses the old rhetorical strategy of under-enunciation, drawing the audience in closer physically. This simple tactic is profoundly powerful; as anyone who has attended an awful marketing or management seminar knows, all you need to do to exert control over a subordinate is to make them move.

Trump is not as articulate as Obama, but he has a finely tuned strategy: rather than try to think on his feet of words that might more precisely communicate his thought process, he simply repeats words. Three of his favourites are “tremendous,” “great,” and “very.” Tremendous deploys the affective gravitas of Stalin or Hitler’s volume, without having to raise his voice. It is the word’s implication that lends its symbolic weight — literally, to tremble. He can also use the word as a positive or negative modifier, as in “Our team is doing a tremendous, tremendous job”; or, “We are facing tremendous, tremendous difficulty.” Tremendous has subtle vibrations.

“Great” harkens to Trump’s admiration for totalitarian simplicity. Since his election Trump has been cultivating an American capitalist version of the North Korean concept of “Juche”: the self-reliance of a populace united under one Great Leader. Trump’s use of propaganda-style videos in his briefings and speeches is an appeal to the media-savviness of his extremely online base. Laden with affective triggers, these films are Trump’s cut-up experiments to preprogram the public. And regardless of the viewer’s political stripe, the message enters subcutaneously: it doesn’t need to hit the vein, or even have the bubbles flicked out of the needle.

In the Vaudevillian tradition of hucksterism, words provided cues to a plant in the crowd who was in on the ruse.7 Think of a basic coin-identification trick: the medium is blindfolded and facing the audience. The accomplice from twenty or thirty feet away places a coin in her hand. If she asks, “What’s in my hand?”, this means a penny. If she begins by saying “Tell us”, this signifies a nickel. When she asks, “What’s this?”, the medium knows immediately it’s a quarter. Trump’s repetition of tremendous, great, or very has an almost opposite effect, de-signifying and at once mystifying.

Very, very invokes 9/11 — the last very, very terrible event that Americans faced, as if the two verys were the towers themselves. “Only the doubling of the sign,” wrote Baudrillard, in reference to the fated twins, “truly puts an end to what it designates.” (Baudrillard, 2002, p. 39.) Every time Trump doubles a word, he telepathically spirits up the memory of the World Trade Center’s destruction.

… the WTC twin towers explosions and collapse in September 2001 were … the last spectacular cry of twentieth-century warfare. What awaits us is something much more uncanny: the spectre of an “immaterial” war where the attack is invisible — viruses, poisons which can be anywhere and nowhere. On the level of visible material reality, nothing happens, no big explosions; yet the known universe starts to collapse, life disintegrates. (Žižek, 2002, p. 37)

“There does not seem to be a clear method of transmission,” writes Jason Nelson, in the introduction to his 2003 ‘net-art project, entitled Dreamphage:

Some seem to immediately gather the virus’s drifting eyes after even the briefest contact with an infected patient. And in divergent cases, the spouses or children of patients, after extensive exposure, the exchange of saliva or even contact with blood or semen, do not appear to have any symptoms of the virus. Without understanding the infection vehicles or the biological conditions within which infection occurs, we cannot begin to stop the viruses (sic) spread. Of course isolating cases could be effective. But without a cure, this is merely providing a place to die. The dreams themselves might hold clues to a cure … How do we convince the public to remember their dreams? Currently the only measurable symptoms are the increasing occurrence of a singular dream. In the first stages of the virus, the dream will repeat itself once or twice a week. Then as the virus occupies more of the bodies (sic) neuropathway, the dream will repeat nightly. While this might not seem problematic for most patients, and in fact be quite a novelty, once this stage is reached the virus is eventually fatal. The timeline of death can vary widely, but typically takes from three to four months from the patient’s first infection. Ultimately, the patient will become insane, then comatose. Life becoming a looping dream. Perhaps the cure is hidden in the dreams themselves. (Nelson, 2003.)

“This CD contains micro-recordings of eight different samples of highly potent viruses,” claims the liner notes to Leif Elggren’s 2003 recording, Virulent Images/Virulent Sound.

These micro-recordings were made in a government medical laboratory in Tripoli, Libya and brought to Sweden in a minidisc by a courier in January 2002. If images can be virulent, can sound be virulent too? This CD contains aurally and visually contagious sound and images of viruses. Please read the attached text on the CD cover before entering. Firework Edition Records does not take responsibility for any disease caused by this CD.

“Il n’y a pas hors-code.” (Hayles, 2006.)

“I’m a germophobe,” Trump declared to former FBI Director James Comey: “There’s no way I would let people pee on each other around me. No way.”

I long for long days when nothing moved. Staring out the window, watching the wind make short work of cloud and stream. This is unproductive nostalgia. Even before this virus, we were awash in nostalgia, and this time is just feeding it, making it more and more possible to live permanently in the past. Another wave of retromania is upon us as we stream twelve-year-old baseball games like the president. Vintage porn.

Interior — kitchen — day: A young woman of no more than twenty-five rests on all fours in front of a stationary camera in a kitchen in Russia. She is naked on her haunches. Cooing gently in Russian. She sticks her tongue out as if to catch Chernobyl flakes of radioactive dust. Still speaking, whispering eyes always trained on the camera eye. She turns around to reveal a tattoo of a serial number on her ass. Spread across both cheeks. It is in Cyrillic script. She turns around again to face the camera, and backflips her legs over her head. Her stomach, void of food, compressed and revealing her ribs. Nothing happens for some time. She relaxes for a moment before resuming the position. A human ‘C’ in front of the unflinching camera eye. She continues speaking softly, as a dribble of urine is secreted. She writhes and squirms to catch the stream in her mouth. Rivers of piss form on the linoleum floor. Always talking. Always whispering. She turns around to face the camera, attaching clothes pins to her nipples and vagina lips. As she licks her own refuse from the floor, attached entirely now to clothes pins, she masturbates riotously. All the while speaking directly into the camera eye. She comes. The camera rolls. Hung out to dry, from Russia with fear and loathing, cooing softly and pissing into her own mouth. Now it’s a penny in the libidinal economy. Less even. It is worthless. That girl is already dead, severed limbs in a suitcase, starved of food and oxygen in a shipping container crossing the Atlantic on seas sold from beneath the already-dead. You and me and everyone we know watched with fascination as this beautiful creature developed habits for habits. She might have mercifully died of a deadly virus instead. But she died onscreen. And I just hope that she did not die in the arms of something total. I hope that in her last breath she was able to elude the clasp of the clothes pins and free herself from bondage. At least I hope she had someone to clean the floors.

Control cannot do without the lie.

And everybody knows that the Plague is coming

Everybody knows that it’s moving fast

Everybody knows that the naked man and woman

Are just a shining artifact of the past

On October 1st, 1986, David Letterman runs a remotely taped segment on his popular NBC show, Late Night with David Letterman. Regular viewers are familiar with Letterman’s gonzo antics, incorporating ordinary and unsuspecting people into his comedy bits. For this particular spot, Letterman finds Neil Bordie and Tanya Anderson, a couple vacationing from Louisville, Kentucky, wandering the streets of New York. Letterman asks if he and the camera crew can tag along. The couple first visits the Empire State Building and then are treated to free peach margaritas. Their final destination is Trump Tower at 721-725 Fifth Avenue. “Do you know about Trump Tower?” asks Letterman as they ascend the escalator. Anderson says she knows Trump as the guy “always shoving people out of their homes.”

Trump had previously appeared on the November 17th episode of the CBS news magazine program 60 Minutes, in which the journalist Mike Wallace introduced Trump as a “major deal-maker, a swashbuckler”, before concluding: “his critics say that he’s doing harm to New York City by helping to make it into a city for the very rich by driving up prices in his luxury buildings.” Now, Trump wants to soften his cut-throat image by letting Letterman and company crash his penthouse office.

Letterman begins by harassing the security guard: “Let me pat you down, let me just see if I can find where your gun is. Please?” As they enter the Trump Organization offices, Letterman greets Trump with a handshake, saying wryly, “I need to talk to you about the heating in my building.” After some jovial small talk and photo opportunities, in which Letterman makes fun of Trump and how seemingly leisured his operation is in the middle of a Friday afternoon, Letterman delivers a jab that appears more knowing: as the couple leaves Trump’s office, Letterman points to the floor and says, “There’s a spot over here, Don, on the carpet. Look into that. Thank you very much.” It’s just a little moment.

Is it possible that Letterman was aware of Trump’s crippling germaphobia, or is it possible that he was aware of certain predilections for which Trump would, three decades later, face scrutiny and potentially career-damaging scandal? The deliberate look on Letterman’s face is priceless. “They don’t give these shows to chimps”, he often said.

Trump would appear four more times as a guest on Late Night, with twenty-two more visits to CBS for Letterman’s Late Show. He was one of Letterman’s most frequent and favourite visitors. Trump was a good sport. He let Letterman poke fun of his hairdo, he let Letterman introduce him as “America’s favourite slumlord.” He played along when Letterman revealed that Trump’s signature line of neckties was made in China. On a November 13th, 1998 segment of Late Show — Trump’s seventh time sitting in Letterman’s hotseat — he was there promoting a cameo role in Woody Allen’s latest picture, Celebrity. Harvey Weinstein’s Miramax Pictures produced the movie in which Trump plays a caricatured version of himself. In the interview, Trump characterized Weinstein as “a terrific guy.”

Another guy Trump described as “terrific” was American financier and convicted sex offender Jeffrey Epstein: “I’ve known Jeff for 15 years,” Trump told Landon Thomas Jr. in an October 28th, 2002 profile in New York magazine: “He’s a lot of fun to be with. It is even said that he likes beautiful women as much as I do, and many of them are on the younger side.”

“You’re like one of them Teflon guys,” Letterman tells Trump on his May 5th, 1998 visit to Late Show: “Nothing sticks to you.” Letterman rattles off a number of properties that Trump owns, including the Miss Universe beauty pageant. “From what I understand,” remarks Trump, “the girls are more beautiful than ever before. I mean, they’re really beautiful.” Letterman laughs and pushes Trump’s shoulder, saying through his teeth, “From what you understand. Ha! Don’s people have told him.” This elicits Letterman bandleader Paul Shaffer’s signature suggestive guffaws. In reference to Woody Allen, Trump remarks that the director got “a bad rap, although marrying your daughter is not the greatest idea.” Less than a decade later, Trump reconsidered his position in a 2006 interview on the ABC morning show, The View, stating: “If Ivanka weren’t my daughter, perhaps I would be dating her.” “If I weren’t happily married,” Trump confessed to Rolling Stone in 2015, “and, you know, her father…”

Many will remember that, in April 2008, news emerged from the town of Amstetten, Austria, of Josef Fritzl, who had held his daughter, Elisabeth, captive for twenty-four years, raping and assaulting her, siring several children in captivity. The horrors of this incident echo through Trump’s public discourse.

“Do you know Freud’s dream of Irma’s injection?” Slavoj Žižek asks his interviewer in conversation at the Birkbeck Institute for the Humanities on June 18th, 2008: “Beneath it is this fantasy. Freud hints somewhere that the fantasy is that Irma and the other three women are all basically his daughters, that I will have them...isn’t this a wonderful example of how Lacan was right when he used the term ‘père-version’, perversion as father’s vision?” (Žižek et al, 2010, p. 420.)

What is so disturbing about Trump’s bizarre jokes, about “grabbing pussy,” about his proximity to young beauty pageant contestants, and to his own daughter, is not its prohibition but its immediacy, hidden in plain sight. Trump makes no attempt to deny his perversity; rather, he adopts it as a professional wrestler or comic book villain might adopt a character, hoping that the public will at once think that there is no possible way he could be serious, but also secretly admire him for his candor. This so far has been Trump’s political strategy: to be as shocking as possible, which disarms rather than equips his rivals. How to invoke a scandal when Trump himself has professed his perversion? Perverse and respectable societies mirror each other, one giving legitimacy to the other. What Trump’s presidency has done is confuse the public as to which side of the mirror they are looking at.

Have you ever awoken with a song in your head, a skip in your step, a glint in your eye, a rock in your shoe, a broken heart? Then you will know, if the answer is yes, of that force which takes us willingly or not along with its own agenda. Has a word ever popped into your mind from out of nowhere, and obsessed you for the day, possibly longer? Maybe this word is your secret activation word. It may also be that the word, like a dream, creeps into consciousness to sort out daily information, like an index card for filing purposes. That suggests a tidy brain.

One of the ways that I have found effective to regain control of the mind is through meditation. An inner sound-word that rings through and redirects the ideas and thoughts and images and sounds that come from without. After growing up listening to the Beatles, I became interested in meditation and studied the Transcendental technique after hearing an interview with George Harrison on his positive experiences. Burroughs was fascinated by L. Ron Hubbard and swore by the Scientological technique of erasing the reactive mind in toto. I don’t think that’s an option today, considering how deeply the word virus has spread through social and electronic media. What is still possible, though, is seizing back control twice a day for twenty minutes. Like going to the gym, but for consciousness.

Transcendental Meditation is not *the* technique, but it is *a* technique, and by no means a perfect one. It costs money to learn — I seem to remember paying several thousand dollars for the seven-part course — and there are aspects to it that seem cultish. But you don’t need to join the cult to practice the technique. I always knew I was destined to join some cult or other and investigated many. The Masons seemed too much of a two-bit treehouse operation — something that appealed to people who obsessed over role-playing games as kids — and also anti-Semitic. Scientology has its merits, but L. Ron Hubbard harbored particularly racist beliefs as well. I wanted a cult that wasn’t implicitly white supremacist. Joining the Masons or becoming a Scientologist also seemed like cynical if-you-can’t-beat-’em-join-’em options.

There are two truths, both true: they can be beaten, and there is no “they” to beat. This virus is a virus of speed. It is fundamentally accelerationist in nature. It’s attempting to speed us to the finish line that it has set up itself and to make that finish line appear inevitable. Thinking through this requires slowness, deliberation, logic, and luck. These are things that cannot be mediated. At least not efficiently, and not for profit. No matter who the media set up as today’s enemy, or tomorrow’s hero, we must never lose sight of the 2000+ real enemies. Not all of the world’s billionaires are evil people. But some of them are and the concept of possessing billions of dollars is inherently amoral, if not entirely evil.

Transcendental Meditation is a technique that can take its practitioner underneath the circuit board, beyond good and evil, to the transcendental field. Where one becomes two, the original schism. The only way to beat an enemy is to understand that the enemy is you, still you, always you. And you can’t just understand it intellectually, as a concept, and move on. You have to keep understanding it. That is where the practice comes in. To take back control is also to completely relinquish it, to practice letting go: of ego, of desire, of the need to know. I am imparting this information as if I know, but I don’t know. That is why I write: to think through. To test it out, to take ideas for a spin and see which ones endure. They say that practice makes perfect, but there is no perfection. There is easy and there is difficult. Transcendental Meditation makes it easier to experience the transcendental field, but it is not always easy, just as it is not always daytime or nighttime. The key is to know the calendar. Again, reading the calendar takes practice. One must do it forwards and backwards as well and cut into it by surprise from time to time. Study every calendar you can get your hands on, but especially the media calendar. See through time.





[Cut-up experiment #2]
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The whole play of history and power is disrupted by this event, but so, too, are the conditions of analysis. You have to take your time. While events were stagnating, you had to anticipate and move more quickly than they did. But when they speed up this much, you have to move more slowly — though without allowing yourself to be buried beneath a welter of words, or the gathering clouds of war, and preserving intact the unforgettable incandescence of images. (Baudrillard, 2002, p. 4)

Interior — bedroom — night: two men are having mutual anal sex with a double-sided dildo. Their hairy rumps lap up against each other while “The Way It Is” by Bruce Hornsby and The Range plays absentmindedly in the background. Ding.

…Disease then encircles the earth, plagues and viruses with no known cause or cure laying waste to whatever draws breath, and humankind having proven itself to be nothing more than a race of ruthless scavengers falls victim to merciless attacks at the hands of interplanetary alien tribes who seek to conquer our charred remains. This is extinction level event...

On the evening of August 28th, 2011, I was on the rooftop of the Freemason Temple in Telluride, Colorado, lying on my back, looking at the stars. Five friends were there with me, all of us employees of the Telluride Film Festival. I had worked there as a film projectionist since 2006, my theatre being the Temple above the local ACE hardware store, which was converted into a screening hall for the festival’s duration. Oftentimes after a day’s work we would assemble on the Mason’s roof to drink wine, smoke a joint, and watch for meteors and satellites. A secluded mountain resort town, Telluride has little light pollution and the view up there is genuinely spectacular. Surrounded by the San Miguel mountains, the six of us had front-row seats for something that to this day I cannot explain, nor forget.

Late August marked the tail end of the Perseid meteor shower, and that evening we saw several. Bright flashes of streaking light shooting through the inky blue night sky. Then, a much brighter light emerged over the mountain range. At first, I thought it was another meteor and was on the verge of pointing it out to my cohort. But as I did, the light suddenly shifted direction, darting with precision along the mountain peaks, as if running a course. The way this thing moved, whatever it was, was unlike anything I or any of us had ever seen, and physically impossible, according to our known laws of physics and gravity. The glowing object darted and swooped intentionally before our dozen eyeballs for a total of about four seconds before shooting straight up into the atmosphere and disappearing. In my amazement, I had one of the less articulate moments of my life: all I could muster was a hearty, “HOLY FUCK! HOLY FUCK! HOLY FUCK!” Had it just been me up there, or had we all been entirely soused out of our minds, I might have been tempted to put it down to hallucination or fantasy. Maybe even wishful thinking. But the six of us, each more astonished than the next, tried very rationally to describe and explain what we had witnessed. We tried every possibility. It was not a bird. It was not a plane. It was not a weather balloon. It was not a reflection, because reflections vary in luminous intensity, and this was a constant bright light. It was not lightning. It was an object. And it was flying fastidiously, as if it was a special effect in a movie cranked up to unimaginable speed. And we could not identify it. Thus, it was a UFO. The following morning I filed a report to MUFON, the mutual UFO network. It was assigned the case #31281, and throughout the workday we tried to make sense of a logically impossible event.

Telluride, Colorado, is a town of about 2,500 people, many left-leaning, well-meaning, mostly wealthy or those that serve the wealthy. The Telluride Film Festival staff is a cast of characters from the peaks of their crafts: before he won an Academy Award, Barry Jenkins drove the concessions van, making sure the theatres were well-stocked with Goobers and Raisinets. It was the kind of place that attracted the strange and unusual.

Nobody except the six of us had apparently spotted the mysterious light streaking across the late August sky. I called KOTO, Telluride’s community radio station, to see if anyone else had reported something. Nothing. Over the course of the festival, those of us who’d witnessed the UFO spoke to the local townspeople, asking if anyone had ever seen anything unexplained. Some said yes. The Stealth Bomber had been tested in the general vicinity when it was under development and generated just as much speculation about its origins, until the US military revealed what they’d been up to. The general consensus was that it was probably an experimental military drone.

One thing I am sure of is that I am not sure, and I don’t want to speculate. Not that I’m afraid of speculating incorrectly, or of sounding like a barking loon. That ship has sailed. But we saw something. We did not see nothing. And what we saw cannot be explained. We saw something that isn’t possible, technically, according to our current and popular understanding of what is. Something that moved against the accepted science. I told my boss, Jim “BF” Bedford, Director of Operations and Telluride resident since the early 1970s. He had moved out there to escape Nixon’s reign back when Telluride was still an abandoned mining village. “You lucky son-of-a-bitch,” BF said. “I’ve been waiting thirty years to see one of those things.”

Not just my own eyes but those of my collaborators, even those of skeptical minds, saw something we have been explicitly and repeatedly told by governments, media, industry, and even by our peers who quickly judge us as having absorbed too many X-Files episodes, does not exist. I cannot say that what we saw was extraterrestrial in nature — it was extremely of this terrain when we caught our glimpse. What was especially strange about it for me was that I so badly wanted to see something like that. I recalled Terence McKenna’s rap on the Spacetime Continuum album, Alien Dreamtime, talking about “willing” UFOs into existence. I am as confident in what we witnessed as I am of my own name. Whether or not little green men or women exist is not my purview nor area of expertise. Whether or not the US military has the means of constructing craft capable of such amazing feats of aerobatic dexterity is not within my level of security clearance. I remember what six of us saw, I feel fortunate to have seen it, but it’s just as easy to forget about, sometimes for years at a time.

The speed with which COVID-19 circumnavigated the globe seemed proper to the internet and social media age. Its rates of infection are equalled only by the compulsive proliferation of mediations about the virus. Media are not in the silence business just as the coronavirus is not in the wellness industry. They each require constant movement. Control requires time, the fire in which we burn, and has adapted its velocity to mediation’s virulent pace. Coronavirus is a technology oscillating against the transmission of its mediations.

The control exercise around the COVID-19 lockdown is surely dromological in operation. “Dromology” is Paul Virilio’s term for the study and cultural logic of speed. Virilio argued in the late 1970s that the Control society is functionally dromocratic: “Dromocratic intelligence is not exercised against a more or less determined military adversary, but as a permanent assault on the world, and through it, on human nature. The disappearance of flora and fauna and the abrogation of natural economies are but the slow preparation for more brutal destructions.” (Virilio, 1977, p. 86.) We have not yet experienced a virus on the order of COVID-19 because we have only in this millennium implemented the technical infrastructure for global hyper-virulence. Circulation of bodies, and bodies of information.

“Control societies function with a third generation of machines, with information technology and computers”, wrote Gilles Deleuze in his postscript, “where the passive danger is noise, and the active, piracy and viral communication.”8 (Deleuze 1992, p.6) Describing mediations as “viral” has implications for the quality and authenticity of information: some of us are infected with misinformation, or out-of-date information; some of us are inoculated against infection through rapid refresh rates.

From an article published on CBC.ca, March 17th, 2020, Roberto Rocha reporting; “The data-driven pandemic: ‘This pandemic is unprecedented, and the amount of data-sharing is unprecedented,’ said David Buckeridge, a professor of epidemiology at McGill University’s medical school, ‘I’ve never seen this much activity of people making data so openly available.’” The data-driven pandemic can of course be read forwards and backwards: the pandemic and the data flourishing about the pandemic are locked in a dance contest, which is based on style and endurance. If the virus were sentient, it might even admire our media’s virulence about it, be in awe of it, see itself in it.

“Is the virus on my clothes?” asks a hysterical New York Times article by Tara Parker-Pope published April 17th, 2020: “My shoes? MY HAIR? MY NEWSPAPER?”: “The risk of getting sick from handling mail or packages is extremely low ... but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t take precautions. After handling mail or packages or reading the newspaper, dispose of the packaging and wash your hands.” The newspaper reporting that the newspaper itself could be a medium of viral transmission… Now we’re getting somewhere…

If you are going to make something, you need all the parts, all the equipment, the right tools. And you need to do things in the proper order, no skipping steps. The toe bone don’t connect to the neck bone. It follows in sequence. The order is as, if not more, important than the constituent parts. If you’re missing a piece of a jigsaw puzzle, you can improvise. But you cannot, say, flip a piece upside-down. Control knows this and makes every attempt to interrupt the process of putting together. Control misplaces pieces, makes it difficult to acquire replacement parts, disrupts thought, distracts you, breaks your concentration. Control is the one coughing during your shot. It’s distasteful to acknowledge that order is necessary to overcome control, because it seems counterintuitive. Chaos should be Control’s natural antithesis. But Control thrives upon chaos, just as hatred thrives upon love.

The opposite of love is not hatred, because hatred is just as potent an emotion. Apathy is the opposite of love. Apathy is the opposite, too, of hatred, forming an equilateral triangle, with strong emotion winning best of three.

An avalanche of metaphors appeared across media during the COVID-19 pandemic: mostly war metaphors (we’re fighting an unknown enemy; we’re winning the battle on several fronts, etc.); and sports metaphors (the game has changed; the playing field has shifted). Sport is apt here, but which sport? I submit snooker.

Since the beginning of the self-isolation period in Montreal, many of us sought some sort of online tonic, something to take our minds off the fact that for the moment we were submitting to the most totalitarian control measures in generations. Most people chose Netflix series that they’d been meaning to catch up on beforehand, but that seemed like a race to the wrong finish line. It’s not about platform, it’s entirely about affect: snooker, more than other boring sports, meditative sports, strategic and extremely arcane and complicated sports, esoteric sports, possibly alchemical in origin and symbolic in execution, characterized the COVID pandemic.

A break-off shot. A slow game of safety shots at first, then an explosion of movement, plenty of side, plenty of spin, all the angles, fast cloth, heavy nap, bad luck, good luck, century breaks, eleventh-frame deciders. Snooker on YouTube also scared me, reminded me of the extract from Mark Fisher’s Ghosts of My Life, published on The Quietus, August 28th, 2013. Fisher describes the British TV series Sapphire and Steel, “in which life continues, but time has somehow stopped.” All the furious live streaming and uploading of mixes immediately following the lockdown order betrayed a wider need to believe that time was still moving forward, that we weren’t stuck in some looping non-place forever. At the same time, delving into history provided some comfort, to recall that a: similar things have happened and been overcome, and b: that the archives need combing when history gets messy. I had to start somewhere, so I started with the World Snooker Championship on April 21st, 1997 at the Crucible Theatre in Sheffield.





Snooker is a beautiful game of skill, strategy, patience, and chance. And Ronnie O’Sullivan might be the game’s greatest player. At the Crucible that night in 1997, O’Sullivan set the world record for the fastest maximum break of all time — five minutes and eight seconds — against opponent Mick Price. In snooker, a player’s turn at the table is called a break. The greatest number of points a player can rack up in a break is 147, given the point values of the various balls, and the order in which the player must pot them. O’Sullivan earned the nickname “The Rocket” for the speed with which he built breaks and cleared tables.

One of the key elements of snooker, and one of its sources of extreme frustration, is that there is nothing you can do when it’s your opponent’s break. If they’re on a roll, it doesn’t matter how much skill you have, all you can do is sit and watch. And pray that they fuck up. This is the first lesson that snooker can teach us about Control in this particular situation: there are turns at the table, and so we are stuck watching from the sidelines when it’s not our break, through the distorted media lenses, our communications funnelled down ever-fewer channels, telescoping reality. But when it is our break, we mustn’t let our opponent’s swift clearance shake our concentration or knock our confidence. We will all have to be little Ronnie O’Sullivans, calmly stepping to the table with all the angles already in the imagination. There will be a time to act, but it will be in our interest to recognize when it’s not our break and sit quietly. Do nothing. Whenever the camera catches a glimpse of O’Sullivan at rest, he’s usually picking at his fingers, picking at his teeth, picking at the tip of his cue — mind a million miles away from how well or poorly his opponent is doing. The only time that matters to O’Sullivan is the time at the table, the time spent in control. He understands the profoundly simple snooker principle: you cannot control your opponent’s skill, strategy, good or bad fortune.

On April 21st, 1997, Mick Price made a standard and competent break-off shot in the match which would become part of snooker lore. O’Sullivan responded with another fairly standard and competent safety shot, sending the cue ball back behind the brown and the green. Price countered with another safety shot, but this one bounced a little too far from the cushion, leaving a window for O’Sullivan to see a red ball into the corner pocket. From then on, it was Blitzkrieg. O’Sullivan potted the black ball (the highest value ball, worth seven points) and continued alternating red, black, red, black, red, black, red, black, red, black, red, black. At this point, O’Sullivan screws the cue ball directly into the cluster of reds, opening the table up wide. He sinks a red ball into the left centre pocket, sending the cue ball back into ideal position to begin the alternation game again. O’Sullivan now leads 57-0. The commentators realize what they’re witnessing. Legendary referee Len Ganly, of Ganly stance fame, steps up his pace, adjusting to O’Sullivan’s hastening speed.

With the frame now won, O’Sullivan shifts into high gear. “I know you’ve commentated on a maximum before,” says pundit Dennis Taylor to his partner, “and I’m starting to get a bit excited here.” The audience watches in rapt attention, exploding in applause as the score hits 102, 105, 112, 113. O’Sullivan’s concentration is absolute, as he sinks the yellow, the green, the brown. “Perfect!” Taylor exclaims: “I don’t believe this.” The crowd erupts as he pots the final black. O’Sullivan thrusts his fist in the air, whipping the crowd into frenzy. O’Sullivan first shakes his opponent Mick Price’s hand, takes a sip of water, and vibrates. “The speed in which he plays,” says John Virgo from the commentator’s box, “that’s what gets people on the edge of their seats. That was pure excitement, he was running on adrenaline, absolutely unbelievable. And they still won’t quieten down!”

Surely, Ronnie O’Sullivan’s secret name could be Dromos, from the Ancient Greek meaning “running; racetrack.” O’Sullivan seems to be tapped into something otherworldly, an agent of pure dromocratic intelligence. I am fascinated not just by O’Sullivan’s modus operandi, but also with his biography. It’s as if he was programmed to play snooker, like a soldier is programmed for battle, or a writer is programmed to produce reports. He was the youngest ever player, at 17 years and 358 days, to win a UK championship, and the only player to claim 1,000 career century breaks (a break of 100 points or more).

O’Sullivan’s father, Ronald John O’Sullivan, operated a chain of sex shops in Soho, and was imprisoned for eighteen years for the 1992 murder of a man called Bruce Bryan in a bar brawl. As crimes go, murder is a bad one. O’Sullivan’s mother, Maria, was also imprisoned on a 1996 tax evasion rap. These kinds of traumas can either shatter or strengthen the subject, and O’Sullivan appeared able to spin his troubles into gossamer strands. But even Ronnie O’Sullivan eats a loss from time to time, both on and off the table. He survived bouts of depression and substance abuse in his twenties and spent nine years out of the world number one ranking slot.

On December 5th, 2019, O’Sullivan’s 44th birthday, he lost the UK snooker championship to Ding Junhui, a young Chinese player who trained professionally with the Chinese national snooker team. Ding’s success in Asia was interrupted in 2003 when all snooker tournaments were cancelled due to the SARS virus outbreak. After Ding beat O’Sullivan in 2019, he rose to ninth in the world. Following the match, O’Sullivan remarked: “I’ve got no complaints, you know, I’ve enjoyed the tour, I’ve enjoyed the week, the table was fantastic… great crowd, great tournament, sorry to lose.” When asked why he and Ding seem to bring out the best in each other, O’Sullivan replied: “I don’t really know, sometimes like sausage and mash, they go together sometimes,” concluding, “I’d rather get beat six-four in two hours than win six-four in six hours.”

Since the beginning of April 2020, the New York Times has run a lucrative sideline in debunking alleged conspiracy theories questioning COVID-19, its origins, its causes, a growing list of symptoms, potential vaccines — if it exists at all. In an article dated April 8th, titled “Why Coronavirus Conspiracy Theories Flourish, And Why It Matters”, reporter Max Fisher writes: “Rumors and patently unbelievable claims are spread every day by people whose critical faculties have simply been overwhelmed, psychologists say, by feelings of confusion and helplessness… This growing ecosystem of misinformation and public distrust has led the World Health Organization to warn of an ‘infodemic.’”

The article lists a litany of prevalent conspiracy theories, beginning with the posts widely shared across social media suggesting that Bill Gates had foreknowledge of, or even planned, the pandemic. (Before all comments were removed, the top remark on the Event 201 YouTube clip posted in October 2019, was: “more like, PLANdemic, amiright?”) On April 17th, those claims reached viral status. A second article dedicated entirely to this theory appeared, under the headline: “Bill Gates, at Odds With Trump on Virus, Becomes a Right-Wing Target.” Its authors, Davey Alba, Daisuke Wakabayashi, and Marc Tracy, note: “The (Bill and Melinda Gates) foundation has worked to distribute vaccines in developing countries, advocated family planning through greater use of contraceptives and funded the development of genetically modified crops. Those efforts have prompted unfounded accusations that Mr. Gates was hurting the world’s poor with unnecessary drugs and harmful crops while trying to suppress the global population.”

Despite his philanthropic enterprises, Newsweek reported on January 13th, 2020: “Within the last year, Gates added 16 percent to his net worth [listed by Bloomberg Billionaires Index at $114 billion] despite still donating large chunks to charity.” Bill Gates is at the very top of the list of 2000+ billionaires — trading barbs with Jeff Bezos — and atop the order of Technopriests, our current-day controllers.

On April 21st, the Times is compelled to run a piece exonerating the well-known performance artist Marina Abramovic of accusations of Satanism following a bizarre collaboration between her and Microsoft, of which Gates continues to control a very symbolic 1% (worth $7 billion). The Times piece paints Abramovic as a victim of online trolls operating in the shadowy corners of the internet. “Ms. Abramovic”, the article explains, “said she was most hurt by how the conspiracy theorists took images from her work and twisted the meaning to bolster their case. Among those images was a picture of her sitting on a pile of bloody cow bones… ‘How can this be Satanic?’ she said. ‘Tell me!’” “Another image used repeatedly shows Ms. Abramovic holding a bloody ram’s head… This one did ‘look like something out of a Satanic movie,’ she said with a laugh…” What sort of laugh, I wonder?

Also, on April 21st, the Times runs a review of the new book In Deep: The FBI, the CIA, and the Truth About America’s “Deep State”, in which the author, David Rohde, concludes “There is no ‘deep state’”. On April 22nd, a Dear Abby-style column is printed under the headline “How Do I Deal With a Friend Who Thinks Covid-19 Is a Hoax?” Reporter Kwame Anthony Appiah calls these coronavirus truthers, “the self-reinforcing cohorts of the collectively unhinged.” These debunking operations repeatedly attempt to characterize theorists of conspiracy as mentally ill, or radically right-wing — neither being labels the ordinary New York Times reader would gladly self-apply.

Finally, on April 22nd, the Times offers a glimpse at what all this conspiracy-debunking was for, with an article entitled, “Chinese Agents Helped Spread Messages That Sowed Virus Panic in U.S., Officials Say.” The piece points to a series of text messages apparently sent to private phones across the US, claiming: “‘They will announce this as soon as they have troops in place to help prevent looters and rioters’” — “this” being a reference to the Trump Administration’s supposed plans to lock down the entire nation. The only problem with this theory, now being advanced by the largest and most-trusted US newspaper, is that the Trump Administration DID lock down the entire nation. The troops weren’t necessary, not yet.

In fitting fashion, Trump announced his plans via Twitter on April 20th at 22:06: “In light of the attack from the Invisible Enemy, as well as the need to protect the jobs of our GREAT American Citizens, I will be signing an Executive Order to temporarily suspend immigration into the United States!” Trump first used the phrase “Invisible Enemy” to describe COVID-19 on March 16th, according to the Politico website, and uttered the phrase at least forty-four more times in remarks during his nightly press briefings, tweets, and interviews. “Invisible Enemy” is a convenient turn of phrase for Trump. It simultaneously invokes the fear of the big Other, whether Russian, Chinese, Mexican, Jewish, or otherwise; and it also allows Trump to avoid using a word that he despises: blood.

In a July 2008 interview on The Howard Stern Show, Trump recounted his horror at seeing an injured man’s blood after an accident at Mar-a-Lago. Stern questioned why Trump didn’t attempt to assist the bleeding victim. Trump replied: “I was saying get that blood cleaned up, it’s disgusting.” Trump needs some surrogate term for blood.

“It is not too much to say,” writes Doris Lessing, in her 1986 CBC Massey Lecture entitled Prisons We Choose to Live Inside, “that when the word blood is pronounced, this is a sign that reason is about to depart. All this blood business of course goes back to ritual sacrifice, the thousands of years during which priests slit the throats of first humans, then animals, to let blood flow out to please some savage deity. It goes very deep in us all, blood sacrifice, the sacrificial victims, scapegoats... ‘We will drown the Enemy in seas of his own blood.’ Ah yes, the enemy.” (Lessing, 1986, pp 19-20.)

This is why conspiracy-minded people might choose to interpret Abramovic’s bloody works of art as Satanic, or Trump’s words as implicitly racist — because of the symbolic weight of the sacrifice, the blood of the enemy. Ultimately, this cycle of conspiracy-dismissing in the Times is itself a diversion which trades on obfuscation: the misdirection of blame, responsibility, or even complicity by the 2000+ in exacerbating the crisis by disproportionately tying up the world’s wealth, and further consolidating it in their clutches. Don’t take your eye off the ball. The Times is protecting the devil we know by introducing us to the devils we don’t know. Pleased to meet you, are you on the list?

Have someone else’s will as your own

You are beautiful and you are alone

[Cut-up experiment #3]
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Exorcism incantation of Strakh Slivati, the ethnic Ukrainian wax-pourers, to be read aloud:

Merciful Lord, help me! Mother of God, come to my aid. To pour out this fear. From her head, from her hands, from her legs, from her digits, from her joints. From her seventy joints. It is not I who am pouring, or conjuring: the Lord himself has poured out and conjured it. And the mother of God stood by to help out. She removed those fears. And banished them to the Danube to the sea. On the Danube on the sea with seventy tongues trembling, The holy moon in the sky and the Mother of God on Earth, And she gathered the fear of the winds, and of boys and of men.

And of whirlwinds, and of lightning bolts, and of thunder. And of horses, and of oxen, and of dogs, and of geese, and of chickens, and of snakes. And of frogs, and of hidden ones, and of boys, and of women, and of girls, And it was not I who conjured them, and it was not I who with my own spirit blew away the evil. The Lord himself conjured and with his own Spirit Blew (evil) away from the yellow bone. From the red blood, from her voice. From her hair, and from the born, blessed and baptized Servant of God, Mary. Amen

Lord help me recite the incantation, To curse and to conjure all evil. Though you are a pain, though you are a whooping cough, Though you are a dry and rotten rheumatism, You are all of this pain and suffering. Prickly and sore, I enjoin and summon you.

From the head, from under the head. From the crown of the head, from under the crown of the head, From the eyes, from under the eyes. From the nose, from under the nose. From the mouth, from under the mouth. From the neck, from under the neck. From the ears, from the hearing, From the nape, from under the nape. From the shoulders, from under the shoulders. From the chest, from under the chest. From the viscera, from under the viscera. From the guts, from under the guts. From seventy joints. From the lower back, from under the lower back. From the thighs, from under the thighs. From the knees, from under the knees. From the calves, from under the calves. From the ankles, from under the ankles. From the middle of the feet, from under then middle of the feet. From the toes, from under toes. From the soles, from under the soles. I enjoin and summon all that is evil, all that is bad. From this baptized, born and blessed (name)! Go there beyond the range of dogs’ barking. Beyond cocks’ crowing, where people do not go. Where church services are not conducted! I give you a hen with chicks. A cat with kittens. A sow with piglets. A duck with ducklings. A goose with goslings! Go away, take (these things) with you, and carry (them) with you to the blue seas, to deep streams. There you will sift through sand. Bathe in water. Wrap yourself in a leaf! Swing on a branch. And this baptized, born and blessed and pure person you will leave in health!

If you were found in the morning, in the morning I send you away. If you were found at noon, at noon I send you away. If you were found in the afternoon, in the afternoon I send you away. If you were found in the evening, in the evening I send you away. If you were found at dusk, at dusk I send you away. If you were found at bedtime, at bedtime I send you away. If you were found at dawn, at dawn I send you away. I send you away with five fingers. And with the sixth, the palm, I conjure you. Henceforth when I catch up to you, I will remove your head with golden swords; I will send firstborn dogs upon you. Scratch you with firstborn cats. With axes I will chop you, with scythes I will cut you, with sickles I will swath you. With rakes I will rake you, with brooms sweep you away! Away from the house! Begone! May you be buried and disappear; You have no power, you will not consume beauty; Go back whence you came! Not by my spirit but by God’s (power)! May God grant life and a cure! Jump up and be healthy! (Hanchuk, 1999 pp. 67-72.)

[segment missing or damaged]

I don’t know where to file this. Religious incantation, popular folk healing, the last-ditch efforts of a people almost extinct, the words necessary for survival beyond this point, absolute barking bollocks, magic, tradition, residue of the world we lost, inklings of a world yet to come, superstition, wisdom, secret knowledge, alchemy, dream, wishful thinking, untapped power, spells against control, spells for control, the end of something, the beginning of something. Just something. But it seems important, so make a file somewhere, label it however you want. Label it “dirty science; unclassified.”

As genocides go, the Ukrainian famine-genocide, also called Holodomor, was a bad one. Estimates of those that perished from an enforced policy of starvation by Stalin in the early 1930s range from 7-12 million, in the span of only a few years, in a tiny geographic region. This was no global pandemic; this was a targeted and deliberate eradication of an ethnic community. I have read a number of excellent texts on the subject, having a dog in the race, and can recommend the film Harvest of Despair, as well as Anne Applebaum’s Red Famine, among the most well documented of studies of systematic killing in the twentieth century.

Nothing against other holocausts: Jews were killed in the famine, just as Ukrainians were rounded up in concentration camps during World War II. But when it came to planning shots two or three in advance, Stalin and his moustache outweighed Hitler and his moustache. Stalin advanced a policy of pitting smaller and smaller groups against each other: the Jews against the Orthodox Christians, the Orthodox against the Catholics, the Catholics against the Cossacks, the Cossacks against the Jews, everyone for and against themselves. This subdivision of hatred created the conditions necessary to execute an organized extermination of human life, without drawing attention to the operation. Subjects will silence themselves by turning against one another, selling each other out for a crust of bread. I know this from documentation, but also from genetic memory.

My grandfather escaped from Ukraine in 1929 on the cusp of the Great Depression, which would be merciless, but away from the coming genocide, which was worse. Trading one chance at bitter life against certain death. He nearly died on the voyage, equipped with a loaf of stale bread and one head of garlic. Too sick to eat, too alive to die. That’s my inheritance. I was bequeathed famine, genocide, petty squabbles, flights of desperation, deception, mis- and disinformation — all for the opportunity to stay alive. Just life, nothing more. No further information.

When the dead were called-for in 1931-32 in Ukraine, someone would come around to the door and ask if there were any famine victims to be taken away. If the answer was yes, a wheelbarrow was the mode of transportation. There is an old joke about smuggling things in the sand of a wheelbarrow. Not long ago, tens and hundreds of bodies per day were carted from peasant farms, from the bread basket of Europe, away on wheelbarrows to be burnt or buried in mass-graves, aside their neighbours, strangers, friends, brothers and sisters, with whom they had broken bread, for whom they had sold the last sheaf of wheat. And I am telling you this, why? You tell me. Maybe this story in some ways resembles our story. Maybe in every way. Should we not want to be buried in mass-graves, we need to stop turning on ourselves, violently; you and I are required now to see I and you in each other. It’s no longer an option.

An update on method:

As in snooker, we are learning to think of things one or two or three moves in advance. Seeing things through time. We have progressed from thinking in tweets, 280 characters, to thinking in sentences, pages, two pages, infinity. Finger through machine, through time. Building breaks. Planning escape routes, escaping.

“Make The Most Of Every Crisis”, say The Invisible Committee: “So it must be said, too, that we won’t be able to treat the entire French population. Choices will have to be made.’ This is how a virology expert sums up, in a September 7th, 2005 article in Le Monde, what would happen in the event of a bird flu pandemic. ‘Terrorist threats’, ‘natural disasters’, ‘virus warnings’, ‘social movements’ and ‘urban violence’ are, for society’s managers, so many moments of instability where they reinforce their power, by the selection of those who please them and the elimination of those who make things difficult.” (The Invisible Committee, 2009, p. 119.) GULP. Throughout history, there will never be another you, another me, another now, another just now. How will we smear now into the future?? Radically and gently? A balance must be struck.

We are getting closer, and further, and closer. Mistakes have and will continue to be made. But this machine is accompanying me through this madness, ordering madness into sense, sense into thought, thought into word, word into action. Cut-ups are proving confounding, a mixture of messages, from past, from future, to myself, to others. We will only know in time whether these experiments have borne fruit. There is much nonsense, for the sake of what? A laugh at the expense of great writers, historians that preserved the flame? No. Nonsense in the face of not just sense but also insanity. Insanity is not the opposite of sanity, just as hatred is not the opposite of love. All sanity is lost in the wager. The willingness to gamble life for gain, personal or collective, the leverage is the ill.

Imagine two, three, four words, sentences, paragraphs in advance. Now imagine two, three, four generations, centuries, millennia ahead, and project there. It won’t be easy. To breathe. I have endured the trip and it takes endurance. Air is short. The test is to put your lungs in long-term parking. Buy the ticket, take the ride. Hold your breath for as long as possible and rely on faith. Not some imaginary faith in an unseen and unproven force. But faith in the souls that are like you, alien, weird, unfathomable, misunderstood, not from around here. How far or how near our saviours might be is not for us to determine, and that is written in the stars, not in my hand.

There are so many things I have not revealed about method, and will in time, it is not because of deception, rather out of wonder. I wonder about the meaning of it all, and my position in it.

[Cut-up experiment #4]
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Holocaust references from Donald Trump during his April 23rd briefing on Fox: the President of the United States suggests ingesting or injecting household cleaning products as a possible cure for COVID-19: “And then I see disinfectant where it knocks (the virus) out in a minute. One minute,” Trump says: “And is there a way we can do something like that, by injection inside, or almost a cleaning?” he muses, looking to his health advisor, Dr. Deborah Birx, who does not object.

The topic of investigating the effectiveness of cleaning agents provoked an immediate outcry from doctors and other experts. Paul Hunter, professor of medicine at University of East Anglia, was quoted in the CBC: “(This is an) absolutely dangerous, crazy suggestion. You may not die of COVID-19 after injecting disinfectant, but only because you may already be dead from the injection.” Trump’s remarks prompted Reckitt Benckiser, manufacturer of Lysol and other household cleaning products, to issue a statement: “As a global leader in health and hygiene products, we must be clear that under no circumstances should our disinfectant products be administered into the human body (through injection, ingestion or any other route).”

Reckitt Benckiser launched in Germany as a chemical company owned by the Reimann family. The New York Times reported in an article dated March 25th, 2019 that the Reimanns, Germany’s second-richest dynasty, made their fortune through forced labour under the Nazis: “Albert Reimann Sr. and his son Albert Reimann Jr., who ran the company in the 1930s and 1940s, were enthusiastic Hitler supporters and anti-Semites, who condoned the abuse of forced laborers, not only in their industrial chemicals company in southern Germany, but also in their own home.” The Reimanns commissioned an historian to delve into the company’s archives to determine its activities during Hitler’s reign. Upon discovering the truth about the company’s slave labour past: “We were speechless,” family spokesman Peter Harf said: “We were ashamed and were white as a wall.” Interesting choice of words. The Reimann family, however, didn’t need to hire the historian; they simply could have looked at their own advertising.

A print advert for Lysol from the 1940s touts its effectiveness for “feminine hygiene”: “Believe me,” the testimonial copy reads, “I follow *to the letter* my doctor’s advice on feminine hygiene… always use Lysol for douching.” Another ad from 1936, the year that Germany hosted the summer games in Berlin, reads, “‘die eleganten Damen’ use LYSOL for feminine hygiene.” The image portrays a young woman, white as a wall, holding a bottle up to the camera eye. The Reichsadler figures prominently in the left of frame.

The Nazis used Lysol by the truckload to disinfect prisoners in Auschwitz. The Italian chemist Primo Levi documented this practice in his harrowing account of the camps: “Tired, hungry, thirsty, half asleep, amazed by what they had already seen and worried about their immediate future… with their minds tormented by sombre and tragic forebodings… they were subjected to a complete rub-down with a solution of Lysol…” (Levi, Auschwitz Report, 2015) As late as 1979, Lysol was running suggestive ad campaigns, for instance during the NBC miniseries Holocaust, starring Merle Streep and James Woods, in a commercial break immediately following a reference to an “unpleasant odor emanating from Auschwitz’s crematoria,” according to an article in The Times of Israel dated December 27th, 2017.

That the President of the United States and his team of medical experts would so much as suggest the use of Lysol, bleach, or other noxious chemicals is absurd on the surface, the butt of late-night talk show hosts’ jokes for several days. But to scholars of holocaust and genocide, Trump is sending clear signals, as it were. Trump is testing the public, those who see the surface, and those who see below, calculating just how much of this they will swallow, what raises eyebrows, what doesn’t. Though some had already taken his dangerous comments and suggestions literally.

The previous month in Phoenix, a man died and his wife was hospitalized after they self-medicated with “a popular fish tank additive that has the same active ingredient as an anti-malaria drug” called chloroquine phosphate. The pair drank the fish tank cleaner after Trump suggested chloroquine as a potential “game changer” against COVID-19. First as farce, then as tragedy. The head of science at the Department of Homeland Security, William N. Bryan, balked when a reporter followed up on Trump’s insane suggestions, and Dr. Birx conspicuously declined to unequivocally denounce Trump’s calls to investigate whether the lungs could be disinfected from the inside out. It’s now become some aberrant Saturday Night Live skit — the one they run at 1:05 a.m. in which there are no jokes.

The next miracle cure Trump bandies about during his Thursday briefing is ultraviolet light: “Supposing we hit the body with a tremendous — whether it’s ultraviolet or just very powerful light, and I think you said that hasn’t been checked,” Trump says to Bryan as he returns to his place in the briefing room, “but we’re going to test it?” Here, the pageant switches gears again. The audience sees the hamster running on its wheel, Trump imagining himself safe and warm and virus-free sitting inside a tanning bed or on a Florida beach, away from New York, away from Washington, away from the blood and the death that repulses and fascinates him, as the Technopriests and the snooker players cast their spells and take their shots, with Trump acting as Empire’s mouthpiece.

The Commander-in-Chief’s contradictory commands had killed at least one person directly, who knows how many indirectly, and who knows how many more to come. And America and the world are at our screens in disbelief, in shock, still reeling from the speed with which all this is unfolding, trying to think of ways out, lines of flight, when every traditional mode of transportation is unavailable, borders shut, ordered to stay at home, shamed if we do, shamed if we don’t, pushed further toward madness not by our own failings but by the madness of a situation that both cannot and must get worse before it gets better. All this to distract, to force the imagination into despair, the whimpering subject, the subject on the verge of death, the subject of Control. This is no time to play from both sides of the table; this is the time to decide, based upon the fascist affinities that White House officials ceased bothering to deny, what is acceptable and what is not.

After the nightly war room broadcasts end, after the dust settles, after tweets are sent and liked and retweeted, the pundits banter endlessly about the meaning and the implications, they run their models and create a stack of charts and graphs as if in some gonzo David Letterman comedy segment, and they analyze and argue and research and find precedents, and all in the same language they write up their op-eds and very well-reasoned and very well-meaning and very well-argued cases that this is irrational. This approach is incorrect. And ineffective.

Of course the rational mind knows and understands and can witness, even through the filters of various mediations, that this situation is irrational. Resistance to the irrational does not command more rationality; the effective response must be equally if not more irrational, and it must be done swiftly. There are no laws, no rules, nothing “unprecedented” anymore. Control has been perceived and documented and reported on by the best and brightest of minds. None of this was supposed to happen, they said. Up until Donald Trump was elected 45th president of the US, the New York Times was stubbornly predicting with 96% certainty that Hillary Clinton would prevail. Ever since, it’s been a sick game of brinksmanship, a game of imagining the worst, saying that it could never happen, watching calmly as it happens, and then engaging in breathless post-game wrap-ups about how it all went so wrong. What has the reasonable approach done for us lately? What has being polite and articulate and contributing citizen reporting done for you lately?

This is a virus that must be fought with another virus, a more virulent one, something that cannot help but infect the entirety of the subject. I am speaking of love, of the will to do good, to not do harm, to help when help is necessary and it can be offered, to progress through process rather than regress and retreat into petty nationalism or other imaginary differences. The infection of an ethics. The virus of understanding, feeling and knowing the illusion of separation. Think of all the magic of simple touch this isolation period has deprived of the world, how much magic could have been conjured through ecstatic dance, collective prayer, hugs and handshakes, not to mention enthusiastically consensual sex. A rational response is a faded newspaper story, the frame has already been lost, and the sooner we come to that realization, the better.

Donald Trump won because he appealed to the most irrational, the most visceral of his voters’ deeply seated impulses, he honed his talents for directing an audience’s attention over the course of countless media appearances, then his own reality television franchise, and then the big game. Only an irrational, righteous reclamation of collective power will prevail. There are no rules for what comes next. We will have to, out of necessity, make them up as we go along.

Interior — bedroom — midnight: a dreadlocked girl violently fists her own vagina, periodically strangling and slapping herself. A Silver Mt. Zion’s “13 Angels Standing guard ‘round the Side of your Bed” clangs in a Spotify mix. “Please, be rude to me,” she begs the camera. Hurt me. Help me.

We are waiting at a railway crossing. The arms go down and the bells start ringing. Behind us, other cars, bicycles, and pedestrians begin to line up. The arms stay down and the bells continue to ring. Time passes. Thirty seconds turn into a minute. But there doesn’t seem to be any sign of a train. We grow impatient. Those behind us now also begin to wonder what’s happening. Are they testing the crossing, or is there really a slow train coming? We look left, we look right, but there is no indication of an oncoming train, from either direction. No visual, no sound, no vibration. Just the arms and the bells. There is a police cruiser stationed off to the side of the crossing, but we can’t tell if it’s empty or if there are cops inside, watching us. The consequences of attempting to cross the tracks could be severe (a potential fine) or fatal (we could be killed by an oncoming train). How long does it take before someone can see with their own two eyes and hear with their own two ears that there is no imminent train, that there must be something else happening — a glitch, an experiment, an exercise, perhaps. Another limit of Control.

Our powers of observation and discernment are immediately under attack; we can’t tell, in a sense, if there is a train coming ‘round the bend, or not, how big, or how fast. We’ve been conditioned and socialized into following rules, especially rules that appear to exist for our own and others’ safety. This is the coronavirus snooker, perfect occlusion of an out, the absence of object ball. We have access only to a mediation, the Hawkeye system of the internet and social media, mainstream, or alternative media. Within this closed system, our perception of events is further diminished and divided. Absolute knowledge collapses into lived experience, into immediate reality. Consensus collapses, too, when there is no one to confirm nor deny observation. This is why conspiracy theories flourish under these stars. Because it’s possible, even probable, to accumulate a mess of misinformation.

Think of Steve Martin’s famous comedy routine in which he ineptly attempts to twist balloon animals, squeaking oblong shapes together randomly, with no particular resemblance, before exclaiming: “Your lower intestine!” This is, of course, the joke. But importantly, the figure is a lower intestine because Steve Martin says it is, not because that is what it actually represents. Nor did Martin intend at the outset to fashion a representational gastrointestinal model. It became that, it assumed form, by speculation and chance. Theorizing. Another limit of Control. Right now, this moment, is a blind shot to nothing. Played with plenty of side.

“One way to think about the change in the ability of groups to form and act,” writes Clay Shirky in his book Here Comes Everybody, “is to use an analogy with the spread of disease. The classic model for the spread of disease looks at three variables — likelihood of infection, likelihood of contact between any two people, and overall size of population. If any of those variables increases, the overall spread of the disease increases as well.” (Shirky, 2008, p. 159.)

Perhaps conceiving of social organization as disease, as virus, wasn’t such a good idea. The metaphor of disease implies that culture is an illness, edging subjects out to the margins, then re-enfolding them back into the center. The virus model for mediation is absent of responsibility and consequences, concentrating solely upon likelihood of infection, contact, and sample size, the object being to grow all three.

Viruses are by nature unethical, amoral; they infect any old soul. This is how the media calendar reflects the Mayan calendar: once again, Control becomes contingent upon the illiteracy of the masses. That is, media audiences are perfectly literate, and conversant in media discourses; but an unconscious, viral zeitgeist guides the subject through sources of various and dubious legitimacy. Just as viruses care not for the body that hosts them, mediations are first and foremost concerned with the perpetuation of themselves, the replication and maximum spread of the disease words.

Sickness spreads more efficiently than health, and moreover health requires sickness as the measure against which it is defined. Maybe a new metaphor is necessary, an antiviral metaphor, a vaccine metaphor, a metaphor of inoculation. The viral model of media is updated, then, to include a program of morality, and the responsibility to quarantine the disease words. The poor American has been diseased with words for so long, traumatized like the victim of confinement and sexual violence, libidinal violence, the sort of trauma that makes for easily divided and controlled and recombined identities. Becoming aware of this is a necessary step toward a program of deprogramming, an antiviral metaphor. Use word against word, fight virus with virus. Media ecosystems with the vaccine will thrive and form new and unexpected connections, new forms of solidarity and interdependence. Infected media ecosystems will be treated and secluded if treatment fails. Donald Trump was elected because of his ability to go viral, and as the American and global media continue on their path of media virulence, they must be held accountable for their complicity.

Media silence should also be embraced, a strategy foreign to the viral media model. If there is nothing to report, report nothing. Keep lines clear, cut others. “If control… is the key to power,” wrote Kittler in Gramophone, Film, Typewriter, “then fighting that power requires positive feedback. Create endless feedback loops until VHF or stereo, tape deck or scrambler, the whole array of world war army equipment produces wild oscillations... Play to the powers that be their own melody.” (Kittler, 1986, p. 110.)

I love this. These were not suggestions on Kittler’s part, nor that of Burroughs before him. This is a practical strategy, one that I am consciously and subconsciously deploying throughout these pages in a desperate and hopefully fruitful attempt to scramble the scramblers. Or to de-scramble the already-scrambled. Before the subject is lost, we must administer the antibodies.

Fuck the metaphor! Just as with reason, we’re getting nowhere with metaphors. In the immediate wake of the COVID-19 lockdown, a number of very interesting, very intelligent, left-leaning, well-meaning, and well-researched articles emerged (including some written by this author9) arguing for the careful use of language around viruses and technologies. A piece called “Viral terminology, technology and capitalism” dated April 11th, 2020, appeared on the Verso blog penned by the London-based writer Nathalie Olah. Olah claims that the terminology the tech and computing sectors used throughout the past three decades “borrowed heavily from the AIDS epidemic (with) metaphorical terms such as ‘virus’ and ‘bug’ close to hand.” Olah cites another article published in a 2019 issue of the journal Communication, Culture & Critique entitled “Bugs: Rethinking the History of Computing.”

In the original article, Cait McKinney and Dylan Mulvin, two Poindexters from my old McGill cohort, make the painfully obvious claim in a peer-reviewed journal that computing and medical discourses shared terminology. Junior G-man badges all around, then. Olah, at least, is willing to concede that the “equation between the AIDS crisis and home computing systems was overwhelmingly the product of coincidence… as anything else.” Still, Olah erroneously equates language with semiotics, before concluding: “When the outbreak is brought under control, the struggle for how we move past these events in every material way will begin in earnest.” And who pray tell will bring the outbreak under control? For Olah, the COVID-19 pandemic is another opportunity to let the Controllers do their controlling, whilst we figure out how to give them a stern talking-to — applying a Band-Aid to the hangnail of a patient who has a colossal headwound.

Another media scholar, Angela Maiello of Italy, wrote an article dated March 25th, 2020, for the Centre For 21st Century Studies blog, titled “Post-Media Virality: When We Are the Medium (of the Virus).” Maiello writes: “A deeper and shared understanding of how mediation works can help us to deal with this difficult moment and the post-Coronavirus future challenges that we will inevitably face.” OK… She then proceeds to define technics, after Pietro Montani, in the strictest materialist terms as “integrative”, “corrective”, or “substitutive”. Olah’s and Maiello’s understanding of media and technics, however, will neither explain nor remedy the word virus. Because technologies are not strictly materialist. And so, a fourth and possibly fifth category must be added: irrational and magic.

The peasants will never gain full control of the secret calendar if we do not apprehend magic as technology, and technology as magic. The world’s current priests and controllers are all magico-technologists, Technopriests — Bill Gates, Jeff Bezos, Elon Musk — alchemists of silicon. Think of the rhetoric around the iPod and iPhone upon those products’ initial release. “Magic” figured heavily in the advertising campaigns for these devices not by accident or mere hyperbole. In a few generations, humans developed communicative capabilities that our ancestors would have thought witchcraft.10 Incantations, spells, and viral infections are just as easily enfolded in code as into cute cat memes. Maybe even through cute cat memes. Control triggers are implanted, reinforced, activated via devices few of us truly understand. Imagine opening up the hood of your MacBook. This is how the magic is obscured: at the interface, again at the platform, again at the level of code. It is too late for most of us to catch up. Still, understanding the essential magic inherent in digital technology, electronic media, networked intelligence, is now a necessity.

The Controllers understand the irrational, asynchronous, magical, re-constitutive operation of mass and social media, and deploy them as such. It is to the academy’s detriment to discount the vitalist energies that animate the technics of communication. The left has paradoxically been snookered into capitulating most voraciously to policies made by government and industry officials we know damn well from long histories of abuse of power are untrustworthy at best and incompetent at worst. I am not disputing these scholars’ best efforts; rather, gently pointing out that they don’t go nearly far enough in their assessments of mass-media’s utilization as enchanted instruments of Control society. Again, we will have to consult some form of calendar to make the case. And the methods of this report may be incompatible with academe’s, but just listen to what the fuck I’m telling you. There’ll be time enough for counting when the dealing’s done.

[Cut-up experiment #5]
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are end you awe list? I send you away. If you were found at dawn,

Darkness cannot exist without light. Daylight cannot exist without darkness. This is incontrovertible. The sun cannot shine at nighttime, just as the moon and stars cannot twinkle during the day. It is furthermore neither the sun’s nor the moon’s proper time to shine. Sometimes the moon is visible in full sunlight; other times the sun is absent from the daytime sky. How to make sense of these oscillations? There is always a drop of blood in the ocean, just as there is always a drop of the ocean in the blood. Have a moment of realization worth 10,000 prayers, 50,000 dead. See yourselves as the perpetrators of this calamity, this genocide. You and your phones. Forgive yourselves and your phones for you know not what you text. If only the worst among us could see our goodness; if only the best among us could admit fault, we would be that much closer to the cookie, the yin-yang coffee table, the binary that keeps us from recognizing our unity. If you hate, you hate yourself. If you love, you love yourself. If you’re ambivalent, then you’re like the rest of us and need understanding. Now is our time to sit. Watch. Wait. See. Don’t just hear but listen. Observe. Serve the object — ob-serve. Serve the spirit object — sp-observe. Serve the science object — sci-observe. Serve all. We cannot entirely dispense yet with the word virus, with the body virus, with virulence. Now is the time to watch with wonder as the opponent clears the table, makes a fast break. We (I) am treading water, out from the edges, away from the shores of reason. This is the trap. Nothing, forever. Except fresh ink and typos. And pounding words into this paper machine, hoping, praying, that fresh ink will arrive before the well runs dry.

An old joke attributed most often to Žižek: A man is sentenced to a prison term in Siberia. Before he departs, he agrees with a comrade to correspond often. If the letter arrives in black ink, his friend will know that every word he has written was true. If the letter is written in red ink, his friend should understand that it is a lie, that the forces have censored and silenced him. The first letter arrives, written in black ink: “Comrade,” it reads, “everything in Siberia is wonderful! The shops are full of products and the government agents are helpful and happy to provide every service. Moreover, the women are extremely beautiful and willing to pleasure anyone with adequate means and desire. Unfortunately, the only thing you cannot get here is red ink.”

This joke has Christian implications: the word of Jesus in the Bible is rendered in red ink. Is His word a lie? Is there nothing true except for that which is written upon the wall? Will Control force us to serve Ob rather than to serve sci, spi? Insert another prefix here. Now is break-building time. But it is also a time to abandon everything that was of disservice.

Cut ties. Cut false ties. Cut all ties.

New ink arrived this morning, but I fear that I may have broken the spool spring. Changing out the ribbon looks more difficult than it initially seemed. Laptops have turned us into idiots, incapable of doing anything mechanical or manual. Maybe there’s a YouTube video that shows how to replace the ribbon on a Brother Activator 800T. I think it was the comedian Jimmie Walker who had a routine in the 1980s about not wanting to buy an IBM or a Macintosh because they were white folks’ machines. Instead, he said, he bought five Commodores. I’ve got a Brother Activator 800T, which I am hoping will activate my brothers and sisters and those who prefer to be classified as neither brothers nor sisters.

There was a handy video online that explained how to swap the ribbons so I will be able to do that when it’s necessary. I only bought black ink though, no red, so you will just have to take it all at face value, no Siberian code, no prophetic words. There still seems to be a lot of life left in this ribbon, which came with the machine when I bought it at a yard sale twelve years ago. It is astonishing that it still works. But why shouldn’t it? These machines were built for durability. Not like laptops that fall apart after a year or three. My Brother is a good machine for writing reports — small, portable, built like a hot hatchback. According to the sticker, over ten million units sold between 1961 and 1980, when report writers stopped buying typewriters and started buying electronic word processors instead. The ability to cut and paste digitally marked a fundamental shift in possibility for the word virus. The medium ceased to be the page; it burrowed into code, infinitely replicable, infinitely fuckwithable, with no identifying characteristics to distinguish one infection from another. These mechanical typing machines also have a personality and memory unlike their digital descendants. Mine has a slight bend in the “1” key, which means that someone at some point got a little too excited when typing “!!!”

What words went into this machine before these, I wonder? That, my Brother cannot recall. It is a mute machine, only its visible scars tell its history. Albert Einstein said that World War III may be fought with nuclear weapons, but World War IV would be fought with sticks and stones. Thus, reports from the front lines might for now still be dispatched via FaceTime and Zoom, but we may soon only have our Brothers, the low-tech ties of kin machines, to rely upon. Take care of your Brothers, if you have them. As the virus ebbs and flows and lulls us into believing that stability has returned, let’s be vigilant. Keep a machine clean. Making memes will not serve us if there is no electricity. We may have to return to the word meme, paradoxically; back to the future. In this new dark age, old survival systems will serve us better. Learn to make pickles. Build an Orgone accumulator. Fix your bicycle. Make music with acoustic instruments. Sing to yourself. I will not go back to the Big Machine®, not in the same way. While there still are YouTube videos teaching us how to do these things, watch and wait and learn and plan for a safer kind of day. Be ready.





Now I will divulge and detail from my own personal experience of it how one arm of Control operates, and the first clue is that it is foremost libidinal in nature. My first sexual experience was technically a rape. I was five. And my attacker was also five — a very pretty blonde girl that we’ll call TTH. TTH and I were neighbours and classmates in kindergarten, and friends. And I allowed TTH to sexually assault me because I liked her, and I didn’t know what sexual assault was.

TTH would take me into the closet of our front room11 and the two of us would undress. She would tell me never to tell anyone what we were doing; it was illegal, she said, and we would be snatched from our families and sent to prison. So I didn’t. I was a good secret keeper. But this was at odds with what my mother, a nurse, had taught me about sex — it’s an act between two people who love each other, it’s beautiful, it’s how babies are made. My experiences with TTH were anything but loving, anything but beautiful, and anything but reproductive. She would get on top of me, press her naked childish body down on mine, hold her hand over my mouth, kiss and lick my face. She would hit me with various objects: a flashlight, a coat hanger. She would force me between her legs. Later I realized that she did these things to me because someone had done them to her. Perhaps her father (père-version) or brother (frère-version) or mother (mère-version). TTH sought to quickly redirect the abuse she endured onto another. I accepted this redirection, this plant shot into my corner. And after it was over, we would put our clothes back on and go back to playing as normal kids do. For years, I never talked about the things that happened between me and TTH, not out of genuine fear, but out of respect for her. As I got older, though, I came to understand that this was not normal childhood sexual development, kids-playing-doctor kind of stuff. It was brutal. And I realized that the more brutal she was with me, the more brutal someone had been with her. Because five-year-old girls don’t just make that stuff up. Someone has to teach them. Someone has to groom them.

“Given the nature of child sexual abuse,” says Anne-Marie McAlinden, Professor of Law at Queen’s University, Belfast, and author of Grooming and the Sexual Abuse of Children, “victims may feel a particular sense of fear or embarrassment in coming forward... Inducing feelings of shame and guilt in the child victim about their complicity in the abuse are hallmarks of the abusive process…” (McAlinden, 2012, p. 33) On female sexual abusers, and particularly young female sexual abusers, McAlinden notes that the violence takes on a “‘more subtle… more relational… and less overt” form: “a lot of it (is) more about emotional affirmation than it is about sexual need.” (ibid, p. 137.) This is consistent with TTH’s behaviour: she used me not for sexual gratification, although also for sexual gratification, albeit of a prepubescent, pre-sexual nature, but for affirming control over her own body. TTH needed to feel in control after having been raped. So, I let her control me, and I kept her secret. There are some things in life for which there is no undo function. This is one of them.

In 2008, I went out with a woman who had been raised in the Children of God cult. A woman of extraordinary, almost alien beauty that I’ll call MGO. Soon after we began dating, though, it became apparent that something was not right. At first, she refused to tell me where she had grown up: her accent was unplaceable, like a mixture of Spanish, Greek — an indefinable dialect obscured by her attempts to pronounce her words very deliberately. I just assumed that she’d moved around a lot.

But she also had no formal education, she had rarely attended school as a child, and was essentially an autodidact. I learned that MGO and her brother had been used as sexual currency by their parents from an early age. Many Children of God members were exceptionally attractive, physically: River Phoenix and his siblings were raised in the same operation, and also, I suspect, exchanged in similar ways to MGO. When I finally asked her about her past, and she reluctantly started talking, she would only say the vaguest of things, like “it was dark”, or “you can’t even begin to imagine it.” I didn’t want to imagine it.

At first, I have to admit that I suspected she might have been fibbing the whole thing, spinning an elaborate ruse to make herself seem more interesting. But that theory faded fast after we became intimate together and she, too, forced her own hand over her mouth. That was the trigger. Like an animal that had been beaten so many times, it begins to enjoy the cage, the cane.

Unbeknownst to me, she continued to make her living in the sex trade. She would receive strange phone calls at odd hours, claiming that it was her “boss.” She would often disappear for two or three days at a time, unreachable by phone. On one occasion, MGO met me at the airport after arriving in Montreal from Telluride. I thought I would treat us both to a limo ride — a small indulgence. When we piled in the car, though, the driver recognized her immediately, even knew where she lived. MGO was mortified. I deduced from this that she had wealthy clients who carted her to and from their Eyes Wide Shut parties by private limousine and car service, a network of sub-rosa circulation.

We broke up, ultimately, because our collective instability was insurmountable. We wished one another well and went on with life. A year or two later, an article ran in the Ottawa section of the CBC website, about a man with the same last name as MGO, who looked exactly like her, revealing his shameful involvement with the Children of God. The article was not front-page news, and quickly disappeared in the wash of media, but I noticed it, and it did provide convincing substantiation of MGO’s claims.

The New York Times reported in an article dated September 28th, 2019 that forty-five million online videos of child sexual abuse had been seized by authorities the previous year. Because these are the most underreported of crimes, there are many, many more. Organizations like Children of God provide the infrastructure for trading in underage sex; churches, schools, hospitals have protocols for shielding abusers until they can no longer hide or deny their crimes. For every Jeffery Epstein, there are one hundred Jereds from Subway.

The upshot is that the “Pizzagate” conspiracy theory may not have been remotely accurate, but things like that do exist somewhere. It takes extraordinary networks of power, control, and silence to make them work. Forty-five million digital images and videos don’t all make themselves; they wouldn’t exist if there was no demand for them, and presumably that demand comes with a hefty price tag. Politicians, chiefly, need to be involved. Remember the storyline in The Godfather Part II, in which a discriminatory senator is framed for the brutal rape and murder of a prostitute, and subsequently put to work for the crime syndicate — the inside man. Francis Ford Coppola, too, was an astute observer of Control society, training his camera eye eventually upon the Vatican.

Everybody’s got their something, as Neko Case sang. But some peoples’ somethings are illegal, and for good reason. The trauma of childhood sexual abuse is truly tremendous. At times it makes you tremble. It lasts a lifetime — across generations, in many cases. It is at best manageable. Another friend once put it to me like this: dealing with trauma, she said, is like brushing your teeth. You have to do it every day or that shit builds up like masticated plaque. It is not something that you can do once and it’s over with. As a victim myself of an odd form of childhood sexual abuse, I find it easier to identify in it other people, and have found that we are strangely attracted to each other, like emitting a beacon that only we recognize.

We can extend our snooker metaphor to trauma as well: the extremely traumatic event can make the subject feel snookered, behind the black ball, with no decent shot to play. The traumatized subject always has to find an angle, bank their attempts at normal social functioning off the cushion, making the target more difficult to hit. The current-day Controllers, too, have radar for the traumatized subject, moving from victim to victim the way blackjack hustlers move from one weak dealer, one slack casino, to another. They can smell their prey.

The resources necessary to organize the trafficking of children for sexual purposes must be enormous. Let’s just imagine for a moment who might have that kind of control, wealth, power — the sort necessary to, say, coordinate transportation and travel, concealment and confinement, possibly even to deal financially with prying eyes and authority figures. Financiers? Senators? Priests? Technologists? Royalty? There are 2000+ billionaires with the resources necessary to wrangle children for their own private pleasure, and to create armies of traumatized, triggerable subjects around the world. Of course, not all billionaires are into fucking children. But, doubtless, some of them are. Abusers tend to be people who have no chance of fulfilling their desires with willing participants, often frustrated beyond comprehension, often bullied and abused themselves during childhood or adolescence, often ostracised socially by their peers; unhappy, unsatisfied, miserable people. These abusers search desperately for situations that they can control, the bigger the situation, the bigger the thrill.

The trafficking of kids for sex reveals that Control society, in addition to being bureaucratic and protocological, is fundamentally an affective beast. It trades on manipulative subtleties. Most often they are about sexual gratification, or gratification more broadly. Because all gratification is fundamentally sexual. I will try to offer a definition of affect here that is rooted in affect theory as understood by thinkers like Brian Massumi and Laura Marks12, but not wrapped in their academic flapdoodle. Essentially, affect is emotion before recognition; what we refer to as traumatic triggers are synecdochal of affect. An image rings a bell, a sound rings another, a scent rings another. Ding! The traumatized subject is thrown into emotional disarray, and this process happens instantaneously and without conscious control by the subject.

An example: I don’t have to eat hot sauce for my mouth to start watering. All I need to do is to think about hot sauce, to imagine going into the fridge door and pulling out that red and green jar, grinding a chili seed between my teeth. Thoughts are capable of making me sweat (and I am sweating, are you?) — the mere association of past experiences — of hot sauce, of sexual abuse — are sufficient to induce psychological as well as physical responses.

Now, imagine that you grew up in a sex cult. Imagine beyond the sexual deeds and the awful non-consensual acts to the most mundane, quotidian of things. An advertisement that might be playing on the radio in the background during an abusive episode; a particular brand or logo on an article of clothing worn by an attacker; common household products that might have been present in the room. These things will act as reliable triggers for re-experiencing trauma. Trauma is where code breaks down — the code of language, the code of computers, the code of a functioning interface. As soon as the trauma is reintroduced, the subject involuntarily has an affective response that’s as real and as visceral as the hot sauce trigger, only far more painful. Thus, control can be reasserted over the traumatized subject through an affective trigger, or a series of them.

Trauma is a plant, one ball knocking another ball, and potentially another ball, and yet another. A lucky bounce. There are a few ways to deal with traumas of this magnitude: there is often a complete shutdown of the entire system, akin to shock, where the traumatized subject may simply stop in their tracks. Singular focus on a complicated task — mastering snooker, say, or writing a detailed report — can dispel bouts of trauma-induced stasis. I have mentioned meditation. Forgiveness also works. There is a limit to the control a traumatized subject has over his or her or their affective responses to intentional or accidental triggers. Concentrating not on the object of trauma but on the larger forces in the world that enable traumatic events is also of benefit. As Sinead O’Connor once said on national television whilst ripping up a portrait of the Pope: “Fight the real enemy.” Sound advice.

The deadliest pandemic in modern Canadian history was soon followed by our deadliest mass shooting, when Nova Scotia denturist Gabriel Wortman over two days in mid-April 2020 killed twenty-two people before the RCMP shot and killed him. For a week, the constant headlines announcing the latest coronavirus updates were replaced by constant headlines announcing the latest details of the murders. Initially, the reports mirrored each other (i.e. “we are expecting the death toll to rise”, etc.) — an eerie homology. Wortman kept a “shrine” to the RCMP in his home, according to a Globe and Mail report dated April 19th. And before his gods, before the agents of Control society, he sacrificed a total of twenty-three lives, including himself, spilling blood on the soil as if he were performing some ancient ritual to appease an angry deity.

No one will know what was in Wortman’s mind during his rampage, and it is possible that Wortman himself was flying on autopilot, planning, imagining, hoping for so long for an opportunity. One thing, however, is clear: before Wortman pulled the trigger on his first victim, he was triggered himself. Just as it is impossible to separate the coronavirus from its mediations, and impossible to separate natural and human-made, it is impossible that mediation played no role in this ritual. We are never-not amidst mediation. Subjects susceptible to suggestions have been armed and set to detonate. Wortman went off. Ding! The magic would have been more difficult to spot if it didn’t unfold as if it had been penciled into the calendar for months in advance. Like tickets on the fridge. We will have to learn to read media forwards and backwards in order to dispel the magic of mediated control. This is where cutting in comes in handy. Cutting in cuts out, too.

Victims themselves, from a close encounter

Desperate abducted, constructers becoming infected, vexed

By an alien virus so alien, so viral

Living Spaceapes, creatures covered smothered in writhing tentacles

Stimulating the audio nerve directly

You wanna come flex with me?

Earlier — bedroom — morning: a trans girl, hair in pigtails, is masturbating and attempting, unsuccessfully, to self-fellatiate. Behind her is a tableau of children’s toys — dolls, teddy bears, pastel pillows. An offscreen voice details how Nostradamus predicted 9/11. “Stop talking about 9/11 while I’m trying to jerk off!” she commands. Cut.

Unlike the HIV crisis, in which deviant sexual desire presented a symbolic threat to media networks, casual pornography has accompanied the official response to the self-isolation enforced upon the Western population. Along with face masks and hand sanitizer, reliance upon pornography is packaged into new-normal narratives. The popular late-night show Saturday Night Live, in its second “At Home” broadcast, which aired April 25th, 2020 on the NBC network, included a satirical segment advertising the platform PornHub, as well as references elsewhere in the episode to remote forms of physical intimacy. CultMTL, the alt-monthly broadsheet to which I contribute, and another cult to which I belong, altered its normal daily to-do list to include recommendations on “what to watch, listen, and jerk off to” during the pandemic. Far from stigmatizing non-normative sex practices, the coronavirus pandemic has afforded the opportunity to the makers and distributors of illicit content of acceptability in broader society — even a potentially healthy precaution to take amidst guidelines for minimal personal contact. Like Lourdes for wankers.

 On November 27th, 1995, fresh from the enormous marketplace success of his new Windows ‘95 operating system, Bill Gates appeared on the CBS Late Show with David Letterman. That night, Letterman enlisted Gates in a quiz-show-style comedy segment before interviewing him as a regular guest. Letterman, playing dumb as usual, asked Gates what was so visionary about his approach to home computing, to which Gates replied: “I wanted to put a computer on a desktop in every home in the world.”

Letterman goes on to ask Gates why he, Dave, might want to get on the internet. One of Gates’s first answers, which he repeats again in the interview, is finding “likeminded people” with “unusual interests.” Letterman cracks wise, “You mean the troubled loner chat room?” This elicits a wry smile from Gates. That is exactly what he meant. The early internet in its first commercial form was designed by and for and to produce troubled loners. Since then, troubled loners have been its most frequent, most loyal users. The internet’s shadow economy was a primary consideration from its inception. Even more than home video relied on pornographic film production, the internet relies upon the insatiable appetites of more or less perverse users. Most of them are harmless. Some of them are very harmful indeed. We will only know in a generation’s time how many jerkoffs the COVID-19 era produced.

When in snooker you play a plant of two or more balls, it is difficult to predict with certainty where they will each end up. The more balls you disturb, the more chaotic and uncertain the table becomes in the shot’s aftermath. Sometimes a player will accidentally pot a ball that he or she or they didn’t intend, fouling themselves out of the break. Sometimes luck shines and the balls seem as if by their own volition to position themselves for future shots. Whom or whatever perpetrated the coronavirus panic, unquestionably in the business of consolidating wealth and expanding the world’s already tightening control protocols, couldn’t have been happier with the way that ordinary people have become their own agents of Control. And so quickly.

“Coronavirus vigilantes: ‘MY NEIGHBOUR ISN’T SELF-ISOLATING’”, the Ottawa Citizen, April 2nd, 2020, Jacquie Miller reporting: “An Ottawa woman said she received threatening messages on social media from her neighbours who saw her family out on walks. Her family travelled outside Canada for spring break, and is now in self-isolation. The woman said she even showed people the guidelines she was following that initially allowed going out for a walk, but it made no difference. Her neighbours threatened to call the police and bylaw officers, she said. They told her she was being selfish and putting their lives at risk. Fear of the virus has ‘made normally sane people nuts,’ the woman said.”

Culled from the New York Times, “Social Distancing Informants Have Their Eyes on You”, May 4th, 2020, by Dionne Searcey and Reid J. Epstein: “Largely confined to their homes and worried about the spread of the coronavirus and its risks to their own health or that of loved ones, a segment of the United States has turned informant, calling the police, public health authorities and the employers of people they believe are violating social-distancing decrees or stay-at-home orders.”

“Armed vigilantes blocked a neighbor’s driveway with a tree to force him into quarantine.” CNN March 30th, 2020, Alaa Elassar reporting: “A Maine man said armed neighbors descended on his home and chopped down a tree to block his road and prevent him from leaving because they believed he may have coronavirus. The Vinalhaven resident said he went outside Friday to check why his cable service wasn’t working and found a tree blocking the end of his road…”

“Coronavirus: Devon ‘vigilantes’ target family with second home.” From the BBC, Jonathan Morris reporting, March 29th, 2020: “A car owned by a family with a second home was daubed with ‘Go Home’ amid a series of ‘vigilante’ attacks. The attack at Bigbury-on-Sea, in Devon, was one of a range of similar incidents across the region… said semi-retired businessman (Tony) Willis, ‘This is pure harassment and in any other context would be considered a hate crime. We love it down here and we’re not going to be run out of town by a few idiots.’”

Time cannot pass. Time can only crumble. Like chunks falling off an iceberg, an iceberg destined for the sea, the sky, the soil, you, me, the river, the sky and ice again. Time is the fire in which we burn, goes the line from Star something. Like technology, time adheres to more elastic laws of ontology. To pass through, dia-time, is not a simple passing, but a fury of stops and starts along the way, an avalanche of ice and snow crumbling into the arctic seas in a moment, and grains tumbling for decades. Everything at a moment’s notice. Time is asyn- chronous, it goes forward and in reverse *Stops* Starts again. All of this is on the calendar. The calendar is cyclical, and still controlled by the Priests. The Priests today are the 2000+ billionaires, their enablers, their inheritors, their creditors, their financiers, and finally, their voters.

Following the social media involvement in the Arab Spring, Occupy Wall Street, and “Maple Spring” Quebec Student protests, among many other smaller manifestations of unrest, Facebook and Twitter began making it policy to temporally scramble the newsfeeds and timelines of their users. Facebook introduced the change in 2011-12, defaulting to the new “likes”-based algorithmic setting. Seeing the most popular posts first. Facebook discovered a reliable way to stop and start time, and all the other major social media platforms followed suit. This made it that much more difficult to organize or report in real-time via this supposed democratizing constellation of technological innovations.

These events, in retrospect, were tests. To test the limits of technology as a unifying, magical medium. And to reign it in when things get real. These social media-driven social movements were market research for this crisis, and for crises like it to follow. “Scramble is the American way.” Icebergs crumbling. Lived time and the time of mediation are falling off the iceberg at different rates, subject to different gravitational and entropic forces. As if the 2000+ have a fast table, and the rest of us have a heavy nap. Their balls glide, ours barely roll. Like the old dream, the old powerlessness dream of trying to wade through waist-deep water, or trying to a punch with swollen fists. Inequality makes us subject to different “natural” forces. The uneven distribution of wealth across the globe, around the planet, misallocated, lays the cloth on the table. Sets the match times, venues, audiences, broadcasters, and commentators. Everybody knows that the game is fixed. But it’s not the game, or the players, or the teams, or the crowds. It’s the league. Leagues need competition, and competition takes practice and expertise, and those things take time. And time cannot pass. Time can only crumble.

I felt compelled in coronavirus quarantine to revisit some totemic texts, one of which was Stanley Kubrick’s 1999 film Eyes Wide Shut. After Tom Cruise’s character, Bill Harford, sneaks his way into an opulent orgy, and is subsequently followed and threatened by a cast of sinister figures, he is summoned to the mansion of Sydney Pollack’s character, Victor Ziegler. As Harford arrives, Ziegler is in the midst of a solo pool game. Harford asks if Ziegler is playing, and he replies, “nah, just knocking a couple of balls around.” Ziegler asks if Bill would care to play, and he declines. Nonetheless, the ensuing scene in which Ziegler reveals that he knows about Harford’s infiltration of the secret libidinal society plays out like a championship snooker match.

Kubrick was a director recognised for an unrelenting eye for detail; in interviews and documentaries following Kubrick’s death, Cruise and other actors talk about performing hundreds of takes of shots and scenes, with little to no direction between them other than “do it again.” Kubrick is also known for inside jokes and visual puns in his films. The documentary Room 237 argues that ostensibly innocuous moments in Kubrick’s 1980 film The Shining, such as Jack’s interview at the Overlook hotel, are laden with perverse sight gags — a paper tray that becomes a phallic symbol; a pornographic magazine as casual reading material in the hotel’s lobby.

Ziegler’s remark about “knocking a couple of balls around” is at least a triple entendre. On the most superficial level, Ziegler is playing alone as Harford enters the scene, a reference to masturbation. It can also be read one level deeper as a joke directed at Harford, as in, “I am now knocking your balls around” — “busting balls”, as the common idiom goes. If we go deeper still, there is a reference to secret society lore: the “couple of balls” and Ziegler’s cue represent two balls and a cane, Tubal Cain, cursed descendent of Cain, who was first mentioned in Genesis 4:22, and an important figure in Freemasonic tradition.

Tubal Cain was an “instructor of every artificer in brass and iron,” the first metallurgist, skilled in forging swords and edge tools. Masonic legend upholds Tubal Cain as a symbol of worldly possessions, whose arts would be the first to produce a system of value and private property. The first war profiteer; the first true capitalist. But Tubal Cain and his siblings were also the first family to inscribe their arts and sciences upon two columns, one fireproof, the other waterproof, to preserve knowledge in the event of flood or fire: the first Biblical instance of the Lord commanding us to back up our shit.

The Book of the Prophet Isaiah foretells of God’s eventual judgement of Tubal Cain’s works: “And he shall judge among the nations, and shall rebuke many people; and they shall beat their swords into plowshares, and their spears into pruninghooks: nation shall not lift up sword against nation, neither shall they learn war anymore.” (Isaiah 2:4.) Kubrick was reassuring his faithful audience in this scene and sending a powerful message to the orders that worshiped libidinal idols and practiced libidinal rituals to wicked ends that the masks were coming off.

There is another masterful scene that unfolds over a pool table in Julie Taymor’s 1999 adaptation of Titus, executive-produced, incidentally, by Stephen K. Bannon. Taymor’s stylish production is laden with symbolism, some aesthetic, and some deeply programmatic. Shakespeare doubtless wrote his bloodiest play as a cautionary tale against pride, vanity, betrayal, lust, rape, murder — the basest of human transgressions. But the film revels in them. Taymor wraps Saturnius, for instance, in accoutrements reminiscent of Nazi Germany, trading on fascist hyperrealism. Bannon would adapt this baroque excess of style to the editing and composition of his own documentary films, including wall-to-wall music and surreal re-cutting of news footage not unlike the campaign-propaganda-style video montages Trump showed reporters during his nightly briefings from the White House. I wonder if Bannon had a hand in those.

Taymor manages to work a billiard table into the mise-en-scène, in a scene between Aaron, the Moor, and twin Goth princes Chiron and Demetrius. As with Kubrick’s Eyes Wide Shut, released the same year, the princes’ pool table is clothed in red nap, not green — an immediate visual cue for inversion. It is important that the pool table is ravaged and destroyed, the nap symbolically soaked in blood. When Tamora and her two sons visit Titus in order to deceive the man they believe mad, she disguises herself as Revenge (the crow), and her progeny as Rape (the owl) and Murder (the tiger).

It is coincidence that a Netflix series called Tiger King aired concurrently to the COVID-19 quarantine, its central character, Joe Exotic, costumed as if in a Taymor video. It is also coincidence that the Bronx Zoo reported at least seven of their captive tigers had tested positive for COVID-19. The pervasiveness of tiger symbology is noteworthy because it appeals subconsciously, affectively, to the lust for blood. It is a media trigger, deployed with precision, as if another event marked on the calendar.

In early May, news reports started to appear in tabloid publications warning of “Murder Hornets”, a carnivorous insect measuring two inches in length and characterized as aggressive and deadly — armed and dangerous. From a New York Post article dated May 3rd, “The hornets… were first spotted in Washington in December, likely having made their way to the U.S. aboard a ship from China, experts said.”

Recall Michael Moore’s 2002 film Bowling for Columbine, in which the director recounts the media panic surrounding “Africanised” honeybees infesting the US. The Asian Murder Hornet conveniently fits the narrative that Asian people are dangerous, an invasive species that must be eradicated lest they overwhelm us. Tigers and hornets resonate with deeply seated dreads, irrational fears, phobias, terrors, nightmares. COVID-19 is mass-murder on a global scale. Virus as natural born killer. But we are too deep in the so-called Anthropocene, the epoch within which no aspect of nature has gone unaltered by human activity, for anything — much less a murderous virus — to be considered natural. COVID-19 is a triumph of design, excessively stylish. The question remains: who, if anyone, designed it?

If I cannot bear the prospect of knowing when I will die, the (more fantastic than realistic) ideal solution may seem to be the following one: I authorize another person or institution whom I trust completely to test me and not tell me the result, only to kill me unexpectedly and painlessly in my sleep just before the onslaught of the fatal illness, if the result was positive . . . The problem with this solution, however, is that I know that the Other knows. (Žižek, 2002, p. 62)

If there is no cure or treatment or definitive set of symptoms for the virus, then the language of media theory will also be inadequate to parse the web of mediations about the virus that we are being subjected to, bombarded with, in waking and dream life. We must invent or recall another, more symbolic form of communication which mixes words with other words, words with numbers, numbers with images, images with sounds, sounds with words. The language of new media is insufficient and, in many ways, irrelevant, easily turned against itself, easily misunderstood, easily picked up and reiterated through bad channels and faulty wiring. Another language to read today’s calendar. It must be legible forwards and backwards in time, and it must not be veiled in arcane jargon, academic jargon. Newborns will need to read this language, a counter-language of abstract shapes and colours, a universal tongue timeless and unmoored in space.

This language is pre-recorded, optimized for transmission, altered at its genetic level for maximum comprehension. The only analogy might be a game plan communicated in a football huddle, or more aptly, battlefield language. In normal practice, this would be the time to find historical precedents, to bolster claims, calls. But there are no historical precedents, and furthermore, that rhetorical strategy will no longer hold, because it is fundamentally rooted in an obsolete notion of rationality, of linear time, of teleological meaning-making. Obsolete is not the right word, but it will suffice.

The language we must summon was never-not misunderstood, rather than always-already a lie. This language has no capacity for lying. It is infinitely reconfigurable to reveal truth in any given set of circumstances. This language is a technology, a medicine, and a form of magic. Practical magic. Magic that you don’t need to be a magician to perform. And yet using this language is a performance. Dream language. As if in a dream, language. Archaic wellsprings of meaning spurting recognition from the earth’s most primordial core, a dangerous language. Words erupting like flares from a volcano, demanding attention. Don’t turn away from this new language, which is also an old language. There is no escape. No escape is necessary, because this language is a uni-verse, everywhere you want to be, accepted everywhere. Once we start speaking this new language, it will compel us to speak, language becoming interchangeable with the subject. These words are not virus words, nor are they cure words; neither virus nor cure is outside of this language. Vibration. Touch. Noise. Silence. That’s the ticket. Multi-dimensional syntax. Feverish incantations, hysterical revelations, radical nonsense from the margins, texts thought lost, intertexts, paratexts, footnotes, hyperlinks, Easter Eggs, an embedded and planted telepathy that transcends mediation via wires and interfaces, platforms and public forums. A bandwidth apart. We must make the jump, take the leap, play the plant, and fall wherever we land. Like seeds in the wind, apparently out of control, inherently uncontrollable, but in perfect harmony with our new frequency.





This is a war. The contested territory, reality. Time is a weapon. Words are weapons (sharper than knives). Sound and image are incendiaries. An image is beginning to emerge of what this war was about.

By April 28th, 2020, the New York Times and other major news outlets were reporting a startling consolidation of marketplace wealth. As most industries were at a standstill, still. An article titled: “Investors Bet Giant Companies Will Dominate After Crisis” noted that five technology companies — Microsoft, Apple, Alphabet (Google’s parent company), Amazon, and Facebook — now comprised over 20% of the S&P 500’s entire value. Reporter Matt Phillips called coronavirus “almost tailor-made” for these companies’ success: “the peculiar quirks of the COVID-19 crisis — almost coincidentally — play to the business strengths of the big companies that were already the largest players in the American economy.” Oh really.

New York state Governor Andrew Cuomo announced on May 5th and 6th, respectively, his intentions to “reimagine” education and public services, enlisting former Google CEO and chairman of the National Security Commission on Artificial Intelligence and the Defence Innovation Board, Eric Schmidt, to handle “telehealth, remote learning and expanding broadband access” in the state. It is an interesting coincidence that Google’s former chief, whom the Times called “the prime liaison between Silicon Valley and the military-industrial complex”, should score that gig. The task of reconfiguring New York’s education system — the technical infrastructure that children will need for institutional education going forward — went to the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation. Another coincidence that Gates, whose foundation led a pandemic exercise in New York City less than one month before the first cases of COVID-19 were reported officially, should be so well positioned to take an active and doubtless lucrative role in educating New York’s next generation.

Eric Schmidt on February 27th, 2020, wrote an op-ed for the Times alarming readers that China was quickly outpacing the US in artificial intelligence and other emerging technologies: “Americans should be wary of living in a world shaped by China’s view of the relationship between technology and authoritarian governance,” Schmidt wrote. Ostensibly, the American view of technology and democratic governance — as a force for equality, the free flow of information, inclusiveness — is the ideology worth preserving through free market pursuits. This might seem straight out of the Naomi Klein disaster capitalism playbook, industry taking advantage of a “natural” catastrophe. But there is something more sinister going on, something more terrifying than the threat of illness. It is, as Slavoj Žižek noted in his 2008 book In Defense of Lost Causes, a “Heideggerian struggle between World and Earth.” (Zizek, 2008, p. 370.)

Our experience of reality even before this crisis was falling ever further away to the seamlessness of applications and the weightlessness of the cloud: “this virtualized world in which we dwell,” Zizek claims,

is threatened by the shadow of what we usually designate as the prospect of ecological, catastrophe — the imponderable heaviness and complexity, the inertia of Earth catching up, reminding us of the fragile equilibrium which forms the invisible background foundation of our survival on Earth and which we can destroy (and thus destroy ourselves) — through global warming, through new viruses, through a gigantic asteroid hitting the Earth … Never in the history of humanity was the tension so palpable between the unbearable lightness of our being (the media providing us with the strangest sensations with a click, cutting through the resistance of reality, promising a “frictionless” world) and the unpredictable background of the Earth. (ibid, pp. 370-371.)

If only there were some way that Earth’s little foibles could be predicted, or even teased into existence…

This is the game the 2000+ are playing. This is the game that Bill Gates and the world’s wealthiest people take perverse pleasure in rigging in their favour. In addition to increasing their wealth and power, today’s Priests want to force everyone’s reality through a corporate infrastructure of wires and networked interfaces.

If a crime has been committed, the investigator’s first question is always “who benefits?” There is no ambiguity as to who has benefitted from the coronavirus crisis. Neither is there debate about who did not benefit, who was considered expendable, who lost everything, who died. The elderly, people of colour, and the economically disenfranchised overwhelmingly bore the brunt of coronavirus in the West. But what the media does not say, which is implied, is that those who suffered and died were near the limits of mediation. They exposed themselves to the new virus in part by not being connected enough. By not being surveilled enough. Not submitting enough of their data to the Big Machine.

Not just the Technopriests but mediation itself is winning this frame. Potting balls. It is now everyone’s responsibility to access the strangest sensations of information with a click, and to produce out of the virtual something actual, something that this new order values. We are simply content, signal, which is why resistance is wasted energy. Resistance is excellent content, scrambled content, effective content. Unless the content of our lives can be efficiently mediated via Gmail or Facebook, Zoom or Microsoft Teams, we run the risk of moving to the margins and being cleaved off. Non-mediated existence is of no value to the Technopriests.

The virus made us pay attention. The virus had us refreshing the pages of every news source — the New York Times, CNN, CBC, BBC, Fox, InfoWars, the Epoch Times — just in case one of them happened to have some life-saving information. The virus had us meeting remotely through hackable channels, communicating strictly via monitored media, entertaining ourselves with Disney and Netflix subscriptions. And PornHub. We are under tighter control of digital media than ever before, and digital media are themselves under tighter control by fewer and fewer individuals. Media are controlling our minds, controlling imagination, and thus controlling reality. The first step is simply to stop imagining anything. Think neither forwards nor backwards. Think now, which is to say, don’t think. Once that becomes easier, we can start imagining again. Don’t tell God your plan. It’s all deranged. No control. We must take back control of our destinies or live our lives on bended knees.

eXistenZ is one of David Cronenberg’s most prescient films in an already prescient oeuvre. The story centers on virtual reality game designer Allegra Geller, played by Jennifer Jason Leigh, and her marketing assistant-turned-bodyguard, Ted Pikul, whom Jude Law portrays. Geller has designed a game called eXistenZ, which recreates with uncanny resemblance unmediated, lived experience. The players of the game are thus freed from their quotidian limitations to act out completely realistic virtual fantasies in a range of lifelike situations.

At the game’s product launch, an assassin attempts to kill Geller, sending her and Pikul on the run together, attempting to save her and her game from a reality resistance movement — an armed militia seeking to destroy virtual reality and its architects. Mark Fisher wrote expertly on the film in an essay titled “Notes on Cronenberg’s eXistenZ”, but I don’t think that he or other critics really had the guts to take this film more literally, to see it less as a metaphor for the automatized subject of late capitalism, or a science-fiction premonition of how we might come to use handheld devices, and more as a warning about the granular levels of reality’s fuckwithability in the not-so-distant future. Fisher hints at this when he says that the film “presents us with an uncanny compression, in which the ‘front end’ of late-capitalist culture — its cutting-edge entertainment systems — fold back into the normally unseen ‘back end’ (the quotidian factories, labs, and focus groups in which such systems are produced).” (Fisher, 2018, p. 154.)

To my eye, eXistenZ is a complex meditation on free will and how that will is exercised via mediated experiences, utterances, and gestures performed through technology. Cronenberg deliberately inserts dreamlike absurdities into the mise-en-scène — Geller uses an electric blue ski boot as a handbag; Pikul constructs a pistol out of the bones from his lunch special — to remind the audience that they, too, are participants in this hallucinatory ritual of reality-making.

In retrospect, one of the most interesting themes Cronenberg gives us is the notion of infection: Geller’s game pod becomes infected with a deadly virus; Pikul’s “bioport” becomes infected through a faulty installation; virtual reality infects meatspace reality; meatspace reality infects its virtual analogue. At the film’s end, none of the characters are quite sure whether they are still in the game reality, or “back” at the real-world launch of the game. Cronenberg winks at us as we exit the theatre, wondering if the movie has ended, or if everything that ensues is a clever continuation, a sequel that begins just after the credits roll. As our experiences are funnelled into narrower and narrower media forms, and those forms are again funnelled into ever narrower media channels and devices, we must take careful note of how viral mediations are infecting the IRL experience, the ways in which we mimic media representations of what is acceptable, what is normal, what is abnormal, what is healthy, what is infected, and ultimately the speed with which all these things change and switch back again.

If stasis is death, then Control is as close as life can get to death without actually dying. Control demands the strictest regulation of movement — of bodies, of information. The word is still portable, even if bodies are not, and so the virus will continue on its policy of infection. Now that COVID-19 has infected and killed its intended targets, the word/sound/image/media virus will recirculate like a second wave of contagion. The media forms structure these viruses in their most virulent configurations, too, entrapping subjects. Virtual kettling. Information about coronavirus and the media virus are operating synchronously. Fictional narratives furthermore seep into subjective consciousness, blurring the lines between information and entertainment, waking and dream life.

We return to dreams once again, those confounding subconscious representations. The movie critic Gene Siskel once described his job as covering the “National Dream Beat”: the industrial factory for symbolic communication. The Soviet film commissions used cinema to agitate audiences, and the aim remains much the same in the West today. In a sprawling 2002 interview, Siskel’s partner, Roger Ebert, prognosticated, incorrectly, that viewers would never want to watch movies streamed over the internet. At the time, digital video formats were still in their nascent phase, and Ebert believed that cinema audiences craved the somnambulist ritual of the theatre. His argument was a metaphysical one, rooted in the importance of the film image’s physical presence, twenty-four times per second, as opposed to the always-disappearing always-scanning electronic image.

Ebert theorized that films projected on celluloid induce a lulled, dreamlike state of consciousness, whereas electronic moving images induce a hypnotic, agitated state. Quickly over the next twenty years, more and more viewing of not just cinema but also television, gaming, and animation (not to mention pornography) achieved its true potential as propaganda, specifically designed to spur the subject into action. Ebert cites the work of the unfortunately named media scholar Jerry Mander, who wrote a book called Four Arguments for the Elimination of Television. A former advertising agent for Freeman, Mander & Gossage in San Francisco, Mander became aware of the detrimental psychological effects of the TV ads he was helping to produce, and resolved to turn the power of the medium back upon itself.

The mediated environment since the influx of the internet might more aptly be described today as the “National Nightmare Beat,” feeding us the word/sound/image virus more frantically across a range of screens and devices than TV or the movies ever could. Another point that Ebert stumbled upon was how to conceivably sell culture on machines that were initially designed for business. How to transform these participatory, emancipatory technologies into passive, receiving machines. Labour and leisure collapse at the interface. The COVID-19 crisis pushes these reactive media as close to stasis as possible, transforming reality into a space in which nothing happens unless it has already been mediated.

The medium is not the message, and the message isn’t the message. The message today is transmission, and the speed of mediation. Ideally, mediation precedes every message; as scholar Richard Grusin describes, the message is premediative. Grusin’s 2010 book Premediation: Affect and Mediality After 9/11 defines this condition of media, a tendency since the September 11th attacks to attempt to conceive of and mediate every possible permutation of future events in order to minimize the traumatic shock that America and the West experienced on that terrifying day. More than remediation, which seeks to enfold old into new media, or premeditation, which endeavours to accurately forecast the future, premediation is an active effort to minimize surprise on an international scale: “What premediation strives for is not to prevent future catastrophes but to prevent those catastrophes from having been unanticipated to protect us from being caught unawares and shocked by future catastrophes…” (Grusin, 2010, p. 176.)

We have effectively been in training for this particular Control operation for some time — at least since the September 11th, 2001, attacks on the World Trade Center and the Pentagon. Event 201 was merely the most recent manifestation of the premediative trend. The premediative impetus is what drives the nightly newsreader to regularly deploy the phrase, “in the coming days…” We can also think of premediation as a testing ground for the idea of an event: what would the general public’s reaction be to A, B, or X? The New York Times throughout the coronavirus crisis has been a premediation machine par excellence, projecting models, charts and graphs — graphic violence — enlisting teams of experts and more experts to contradict the first experts. Though it’s not only the fault of the Times; nearly every major media platform, mainstream or alternative or conspiratorial, is engaged in the premediative project. Fictional and speculative storytelling has turned premediative, too, as scores of films, novels, musical compositions and the like imagine possible futures. Think of Steven Soderbergh’s 2011 film Contagion; J.G. Ballard’s “The Enormous Space,” which was adapted into an hour-long BBC drama in 2003 entitled Home; Radiohead’s “4-Minute Warning”; Grimes’ Miss Anthropocene; and on and on.

The drive to depict near futures in the twenty-first century is not altogether new. Science-fiction and disaster genre texts have enjoyed popularity in a recognizably premediative style at least since the 1970s — recall for instance the Airport movie franchise, The Poseidon Adventure, The Concorde, Skyjacked, Heatwave, Flood, Fire!, Tidal Wave, and so forth. But a significant difference emerges, I argue, after 9/11, in the tone and timbre, the look and feel of these textual crisis warnings: they became altogether anhedonic, they ceased to deliver the pleasure of experiencing disaster at a safe distance and began inserting disaster, implanting and splicing in possible-to-probable scenarios: along with the ambient hum of news, the onslaught of social media, and the erosion of physical sociality came terrifying speculations about what our world might look like in the near future. The themes of “if we don’t change it may be too late” that pervaded 1990s premediations, like Roger Waters’ Amused to Death or Oliver Stone’s Natural Born Killers, were replaced with themes of “poor us, it’s too late to change now.”

The infrastructure will collapse

Voltage spikes

Throw your keys in the bowl

Kiss your husband goodnight

I have been trying to remember the first instance of premediation that registered in me as such, and it predates Gates on Letterman talking about troubled-loner chatrooms; it predates the 1990s disaster movies, and it certainly predates 9/11. I am wary of firsts, too, as rhetorical devices, because there is always something that came before. The O.J. Simpson trial, though, strongly resembled Twin Peaks — in a number of ways. Leland’s golf game. The glove. The hand. And nothing more than Maddy, the doppelgänger cousin who shows up after the murder, the twin that looks exactly like the departed save for hair colour, the ever-present ghost in the courtroom. How could David Lynch have tapped into this most unlikely series of coincidences? The Lynch synchronicities continue with Robert Blake: imposing, surreal character in Lost Highway as well as real-life murderer. Maybe playing a murderer on the box has a little something to do with becoming one in real life. Maybe being introduced as America’s favourite cut-throat slumlord on Letterman over the course of two decades makes a fellow feel like America might just love cut-throat slumlords. Applause is applause.

Grusin stops short of suggesting that premediations might have some effect on the outcome of real events. But implicit in Grusin’s work is the notion that one of those premediations will necessarily come to pass. The filmmaker Adam Curtis in his 2016 BBC documentary HyperNormalisation advanced this idea through a montage of pre-9/11 disaster films. Rather than insulate subjects from the traumatic effects of real events, the premediative environment produces an ambient state of panic, affective unrest, aided in no small measure by the velocity of communication. Had premediation been confined to the pace of circulation in the classical Hollywood days, it might have stayed in our dreams. But premediation via electronic media disturbs us into motion, because it is speed, Dromos, more than the medium or its overt message that most deeply resounds. The textual content of premediations is peripheral to their ability to affect consciousness. And once they do affect consciousness, it is impossible to unring that bell.

Just prior to the COVID-19 outbreak, on January 8th, 2020, Ukrainian International Airlines Flight 752 was shot down over Tehran, killing all 176 of its passengers and crew. Five days earlier, Major General in the Islamic Revolutionary Guard Corps Qasem Soleimani was killed in a US-led drone strike in Baghdad. Following these two events, the New York Times quickly instated a newsletter called “At War” in anticipation that Iran and the US would spiral into armed conflict. When tensions fizzled, the newspaper began its pivot to premediating the COVID-19 pandemic. An article dated March 13th, on the eve of shelter-in-place directives, invited readers to “play with a model” to chart just how much worse the virus could get. An op-ed which ran March 10th claimed that “the real struggle is deciding how worried to be.” Did the Times prevent or produce the shock of the COVID catastrophe? Yes.

Of course it wasn’t just the Times playing the premediation game. News outlets flow in waves of mediation and panic, jockeying for position. Since 9/11 we have faced news of Bovine spongiform encephalopathy, SARS, Bird Flu, H1N1, via increasingly interconnected, amplificatory mediation, to imagine and enact the voracious spread of virality itself. We now have a truly global pandemic because we have now in place the technical infrastructure necessary for global hyper-virulence. “Control societies function with a third generation of machines…” Just like junkyard dogs, media are not in the silence business.

On April 2nd, 2020, Richard Quest of CNN produced a remote news segment in which he wandered around empty New York City streets. “Walking through Times Square actually feels like something out of a science-fiction movie or a disaster film,” Quest says. At the end of his report, he muses: “2020 had a lovely ring to it, a new decade with so much promise. Who could have imagined?” Well, the writers and directors of those science-fiction and disaster movies could have imagined, and did. Now we are getting closer to the magical organizational power of mediation. This is how representations do more than represent, suggestions do more than suggest, triggers do more than trigger. Increasingly, media are not just representing or suggesting or nudging reality; they are replacing it wholesale. A battle for eXistenZ. The sheer volume of premediative artifacts — think everything from Don DeLillo’s White Noise to 12 Monkeys, The Road; Time of the Wolf; or the Ray Bradbury-based film All Summer in a Day, which terrified an entire generation forced to watch it on 16 mm film in grade school — speaks to this barely subliminal death drive.

More than other movie villains, Trump has been likened to the evil Biff Tannen character, especially his incarnation in the 1987 sequel Back to the Future II. (Googling Tannen returns a number of side-by-side images of Tannen and Trump.) The comparison is apt: a greedy, sleazy, venal, and sexually violent man in power, not condemned but rather celebrated for those traits, which in any other timeline would be considered significant character flaws.

Biff travels back in time to gift himself a sports almanac, which he uses to bet and win on sporting events in the future, amassing a fortune in the process. What we often forget, though, is that it was in fact the protagonist, Marty, who initially had the idea. Marty bought the almanac; Marty argued with Doc Brown about the harmlessness of “making a few bucks on the side.” So, it was Marty that set evil Biff’s trajectory in motion. Imagination produces reality. A sin is a sin in thought, word, or deed. With the speed of mediation, our thoughts, our words matter perhaps more now than ever.

Twentieth-century analysis methods will not suffice for the premediative turn. We cannot interpret texts like Steven Soderbergh’s 2011 film Contagion simply as a subconscious self-destructive impulse represented onscreen, although it may be that, too. It is not just a dream that the analyst can detangle and interpret; it transcends the symbolic order as soon as it is transmitted via viral means. Contagion quickly became one of the most-streamed movies on iTunes and Amazon following news of the coronavirus outbreak in January. A safe assumption about the particular consumption habits and desires of the average audience might be that they would crave a fantastic narrative, something as far away from current events as possible, something to escape into — a dream. Audiences instead leaned into the pandemic both through increased media consumption as well as elevated fascination with fictional para-narratives. We can understand this through our own perceptive capacities, and their limits.

Cinema induced a dreamlike state; electronic media activate and pacify at once. Conflicting commands through scrambled signals. Electronic media are both cause and cure, information and entertainment, distraction and the object of laser-like focus. The term “woke” elucidates this idea, as wokeness is implicitly achieved through mediation, as opposed to older, oral, written, or social forms of knowledge gathering. Electronic media awaken the subject, but not from the dream. Reality then replaces the dream, becomes malleable, as fact and fiction begin to smear at the limits of mediation. This is the ideal affective state for Control: alarmed, but under deep hypnosis. Easily programmed, deprogrammed, re-programmed, or as Tom Hanks described of his coronavirus experience: “I was wiped!”

Buy with one click. Get all the news directly to your inbox. Socialize virtually. Under the lockdown, I invited a colleague to a virtual happy hour over FaceTime. We arranged to meet online, having never met in real life, and not knowing when and if there would be opportunity to do so. Soon into our conversation, the sound and image began to glitch out and break down. A series of vertical smears appeared over my friend’s face, giving the impression that he was speaking to me from behind bars. This is the kind of lived, experiential, affective shit that I’m talking about.. When all communication is digital, it is infinitely fuckwithable.

Hyper-virulent mediations wipe us down daily. This process began long before the COVID-19 pandemic. Authors and scholars like Nicholas Carr and Sherry Turkle gave us award-winning books like The Shallows and Alone, Together, which made intelligent, well-reasoned, and well-researched claims about what the internet was doing to our thought processes, to our social organization, to our experience of time and space. Concurrently, new technologies and platforms like mobile phones and Facebook facilitated popular uprisings like the Arab Spring and the Quebec student protests. Many of us ignored Carr and Turkle and instead of realizing how quickly our basic processes of survival could be altered and rewired, made the choice to embrace social media as democratizing and emancipatory tools for change and justice. Just as we did this, the technologies themselves shifted again: Facebook began showing the most popular posts first, and it became impossible to see events unfold in real-time. Twitter and other social networks followed suit. The participatory potential of new media was neutralized by the platform designers themselves. Scramble the dream became Silicon Valley’s new motto, because scramble is the American way. We only need examine our own experiences with these media platforms, these experience engines, and note, anecdotally if nothing else, how reality feels more dreamlike, and even in dreams we cannot escape the palpable sense of the real.

My experience of writing on a paper machine (as opposed to a word processor) is casting in sharp relief the change, however subtle, my own mind has undergone, how quickly my train of thought can be derailed, how quickly I feel the need to reconnect to the hive. I get lost. I forget whether I wrote something or just thought about writing it. I might have written some things twice or thrice. But I am more certain that these words, these thoughts are my own, that my Brother will faithfully translate them onto a page — a more original, less fuckwithable form of mediated memory. I will transform these pages into electronic data eventually, but the raw data is strictly linear, strictly linguistic. Where my thoughts go is where the machine follows. These are unprocessed words. Unprocessed by electronic means, for now. Hopefully they are first processed by brain. Filtered and considered. But not overly so, because in addition to finding the limits of machine control, or governmental or media or calendar control, this project is about relinquishing control of this project, to a certain extent. I am more like a director than a writer of this text. I allow it to meander. I am unconcerned with style at this time, unafraid of unfashionability. Only substance matters. Long passages of time can elapse between sentences, and no cursor is blinking me on. My Brother isn’t connected to anything except me, so there is no impulse to just switch for a moment to another window, to check how many COVID-19 cases there were today, the weather, my horoscope, emails, headlines. Distractions are slowly crumbling away as time once again falls into its own rhythms. There is no signal processing, just an open channel. And I have to keep moving forward, other than the cut-in, which itself is analogue montage. When I lose the plot, I resort to the cut, in (desperate) hopes that it will spark something. So far it has, and I’m grateful for the technique. I am grateful that Brion Gysin spent his first eighteen years in Edmonton. I am grateful that the Edmonton Art Gallery was one of the stops for a travelling exhibit of Burroughs and Gysin’s cut-ups in the late 1990s. I saw The Dream Machine, the typewritten words, the practice. I am grateful to have somehow acquired the interest in these things at an early age. It probably had something to do with being raped at five, a lucky bounce, my attention turned toward the marginal and perverse. Sexual assault shaped my experience not just of romance and desire but also of general interest and thought more broadly. It’s part gift, part curse. The hardest button to unbutton. There is no recourse on this page, no cutting and pasting, no erasing, only the odd crossed-out word. Soon new words will be necessary, I will have to take my own medicine, take my own vaccine, shoot the inoculation. This experiment is one of creating something out of nothing. Transmission of word vaccine, scrambling the scrambled word virus and re-introducing it into the population. Re-introducing the cut-up technique as a legitimate and useful form, a valuable form, a potentially magical form, the word directed against itself.

As heretics go, David Icke is a big one. I first became aware of Icke in the late 1990s, through a friend obsessed with conspiracy theories of all varieties. Via the local new-age bookstore we acquired videos of Icke’s seminars and books like The Biggest Secret, which we devoured. Icke outlined his belief that a species of shapeshifting lizards controlled the world via an intricate network of politicians, media, and industry — “the global cult”, he called it. In the relatively serene 1990s, Icke’s ideas seemed outlandish and appealing at once. The owner of the new-age bookstore brought Icke to Edmonton for a lecture and offered me and my friends free tickets if I would collect Icke from the airport. So I did. I met David Icke at the airport.

It was a chilly and clear morning. Icke’s flight arrived and I greeted him at the arrivals deck. We shook hands and I asked how his trip went. He said everything was fine, that he was a bit “knackered,” but nonetheless looking forward to the day’s proceedings. We transferred the luggage into the trunk of my mom’s Saab. I don’t know what he did to prepare himself, hopefully just a quick shower, coffee and a donut, but Icke’s transformation from knackered to speaking for six straight hours had a Martin-Landau-in-Ed Wood, “let’s shoot this fucker!” kind of vibe.

Icke embarked throughout the day upon an epic telling of his wild theories, to an audience that was much larger in number than I had expected — there might have been as many as five hundred spectators, few who seemed skeptical. My friends and I were among the crowd’s only young punks. Icke spoke passionately about the sinister forces that he believed to be in the process of consolidating world control, moving toward a global government through organizations like the International Monetary Fund and the World Health Organization. He spoke in hushed tones when detailing how subjects under control had received patches, similar to nicotine supplements, without which they could not live. He detailed the involvement of secret societies like the Freemasons in organizing and enacting control mechanisms on a worldwide scale, communicating through an esoteric language of symbols and sacred shapes: the pentagram, the cross, the swastika, etc.

Near day’s end, Icke shifted gear to one of hope for a great awakening that the human race would undergo around 2012, coinciding with the end of the Mayan calendar, at which time we would come to apprehend our nature as truly spiritual beings. The day was a whirlwind punctuated by breaks for cigarettes and lunch, like some Bizarro corporate retreat, a twisted team-building exercise. As unlikely as it seemed that shapeshifting aliens were behind every bad decision prodding the world closer and closer to a state of permanent and total control, clearly someone was. Of course these controllers spoke to one another through semiotic cues and triggers, an arcane sign language of logos and brands, intended to convey power to the powerful, yet remain enigmatic to the uninitiated.

It is in the interest of every empire to preserve power, to consolidate control, at any cost, and at every opportunity. Never let a crisis go to waste. One of Icke’s mantras was the policy “something must be done.” A problem is introduced into an otherwise stable system, and the solution is proposed, usually by the very people who introduced the problem in the first place. Classic rhetorical strategy. Is it fundamentally different than Naomi Klein’s notion of shock indoctrinating the traumatized subject? Is it radically different from Noam Chomsky or Neil Postman’s understanding of media concentration or mass-distraction — amusing ourselves to death?

In the late 1990s, Icke was considered a figure beyond the margins. Relatively few people knew of his work, and most of those who did approached it with a healthy measure of side. Cut to 2020, when Facebook and YouTube have moved to ban his channels because his message is getting through, and to unprecedented numbers. Icke’s theories haven’t changed much over the past two decades: he’s toned down the shapeshifter rhetoric and transferred the blame for coronavirus-related deaths to 5G technology, insisting that COVID-19 does not exist, insisting that this global lockdown has been one long coordinated Control exercise. Which it has.

During weekly broadcasts uploaded to his personal website (which can still be accessed through Google’s Chrome browser), Icke preaches to his congregation, a group of people unable to confirm nor deny, prove nor disprove Icke’s ideas. The reason that Icke hasn’t been de-platformed altogether is because those very platforms thrive on the noise that he introduces into the system’s master signal. Icke is part of the resistance that enables the status-quo, whether they are Pleiadeans, or real-estate brats from Jamaica, Queens. Or sexually frustrated Silicon Valley bros, Freemasons, or ordinary people like me and you, born on Earth, condemned to Earth, living out our life sentences together.

I like David Icke. I like his teeth. I like that his industry has become a family affair, his broadcasts moderated by his son, Gaz. I also like him because he’s just as much a product of the media’s hyper-virulence. David Icke is a card-carrying member of Paul Mann’s “Stupid Undergrounds,” the postmodern force that churns the margins into the centre, that elevates fact and fantasy according to algorithms rather than verifiable veracity or scientific method. Icke is a troublemaker. He’s neither right nor wrong, and likely a bit of both.

There is, however, a verifiable global conspiracy, a conspiracy of billionaires whose business it is to fill their pockets with your money, and to advance that endeavor indefinitely — ideally, to automate it through increasing reliance upon technologies, technologies that we neither conceived of nor fully understood. The 2000+, whether lizard or human or otherwise altogether, whether consciously or not, willingly or not, are Icke’s shapeshifters. What really shifts shape is capital. This, I argue, is why Jesus got so upset about the moneychangers in the Temple. Shapeshifters in the house of God.

In 1967, Canada’s hundredth year as a nation, my mother’s hometown of St. Paul, Alberta was chosen to represent the yearlong celebration as the centenary capital of Canada. There was no reasonable reason, as if any reason would have been reasonable. St. Paul was just another small town, nothing particularly remarkable, nothing particularly unremarkable. In 1967, funded by federal money earmarked to build a monument to Canada’s hundred-year anniversary, the town of St. Paul resolved to build a UFO landing pad, apparently the first in the world. Mayor Jules VanBrabent declared that it would be a tribute to interplanetary brotherhood. And also a tourist trap, the local info centre.

I remember visiting the pad regularly as a child. Whenever we would travel back to St. Paul for a family reunion, the pad was among the first stops. My family proudly attended the inauguration of the pad in 1967. I remember vividly my grandmother’s description of the event. She was always the one to tell the story, and she would gush with pride that St. Paul had opted to construct something that was dedicated to peace and goodwill, not to militarism and barbarism. My grandmother would tell me about the parades and the optimism for the future that was palpable in St. Paul in 1967. She would tell me about how all the dignitaries attended, the mayor and his family, and as Baba called him, the “big mucketty-muck” from Ottawa, Paul Hellyer.

In 1967, Paul Hellyer was Canada’s Minister of National Defence. He’d even challenged Pierre Trudeau for leadership of the Liberal Party. Hellyer was known for unifying Canada’s defence departments — army, navy, air force — under one aegis. And he had attempted during his tenure in parliament to overhaul Canada’s national housing strategy, arguing that basic shelter would quickly become the foremost concern for Canada. Hellyer was a political pragmatist, a celebrity, a respected man, someone who would lend credibility to this inauguration event, even if a UFO landing pad monument seemed a bit silly. Though Hellyer was not then an advocate for extraterrestrial life, he became one in the years after his public service. This is where we go off the deep end.

I was probably one of few people of my generation who even knew who Paul Hellyer was until he appeared before a citizen’s committee in the US, providing information on what Hellyer believed was the colonization of the planet by several species of extraterrestrial lifeforms. I cannot say with any degree of certainty whether or not Hellyer’s testimony was true, or deliberately false, or unintentionally false, or unintentionally true. What concerns me is the order in which these events took place. Hellyer commands national defence in the 1960s. Hellyer advocates for the truth about UFOs in the 2000s. Almost as if it were marked on the calendar. And I would have nothing to say about Hellyer or UFOs, had I not seen one myself, and had my grandmother not made such a big deal about Paul Hellyer — enough for me to invite him on April 3rd, 2013, for steak and chips in Montreal.

Set machine to record. Report continued May 28th, 2020, 10:54am: After Paul Hellyer testified along with dozens of former military, scientific, political, and academic personnel before a citizen’s hearing on disclosure in Washington D.C. in May 2013, he became somewhat of a superstar on the conspiracy theory speaking circuit. Hellyer had written a number of books, some of which I had read, on subjects ranging from Canadian banking reform to foreign policy in the Middle East to the climate crisis — and now UFOs.

Light at the End of the Tunnel, published in 2010, is an outline for human survival, an ambitious task. In it, Hellyer claims that a number of species of extraterrestrials have been visiting Earth for centuries, with renewed interest since the deployment of nuclear weapons during World War II. Hellyer believes that some of the alien species are working with the US government, exchanging technologies for natural resources, and other shadowy deals. Hellyer says that exotic energy sources exist, which remain under wraps from the press and general public, and which benefit the wealthy few (what Hellyer calls “the Cabal”, what David Icke calls the “global cult”, what Naomi Klein calls “disaster capitalists”, what Burroughs and Deleuze called Control, and what I have thus far in this report been calling the 2000+).

Hellyer makes the case that the international monetary and banking system must reduce the creation of virtual wealth as debt, and instead finance the mass transition away from a fossil fuel-based economy. And he urges us, like a finger-wagging grandfather, to stop antagonizing one another and begin working together for the common purpose of Earth, instead of being perennially consumed with faith, race, or national divides. I read the book with as skeptical an eye as possible and necessary for a researcher trained in communication. It seemed reasonable, other than the bits about these visitors. Maybe we are not the only species of intelligent life in the universe; if we did have celestial neighbours, they might take an interest in us just as we might introduce ourselves to our neighbours when we move into a new community. Or, they might be reluctant to do so given that we have not yet figured out a way to stop making war on each other, much less be willing to welcome en masse inhabitants of other worlds.

I had met people through the course of life who believed that aliens had abducted them, and that the creatures had performed experiments upon them against their will. This always seemed interesting, but also entirely incredible. The stuff of Hollywood fiction, or psychosis. The question was, why all of a sudden in his nineties would an otherwise professional and well-respected former Canadian politician begin a crusade to disclose the existence of aliens? I can speak from experience that the book tours and royalties aren’t that great, and of themselves, not a sufficient motivator. I could see no reason for this wild pivot, other than to take him at his word, or rather, to take his word at his word, and believe that after a lifetime of public service, he just couldn’t get out of the habit. Whether or not I believed Hellyer is not the point; I believed that Hellyer believed entirely in his disclosure testimony, which made him a compelling character in this theatre. I wanted to see the show in person.

I met Hellyer at 5:30pm, April 3rd, 2015, in the lobby of the Ville Marie Hotel and Suites, a Best Western on the corner of Sherbrooke and Peel, downtown Montreal. Somehow I had learned that he would be in town for a speaking engagement, so I tracked down his email address and wrote him personally. He replied cordially (he would begin his messages with, “This is a reply to your email dated March…”) and we arranged to take a meal together. In my initial email, I told him about St. Paul, and my family’s nearby farm, about my grandmother who always seemed to revere Hellyer in particular (neither of my grandparents had much use for politicians, my grandfather referring in the 1980s to “that son-of-a-bitch Mulroney” to the extent that I thought son-of-a-bitch was his official title). I told him about what I and five others had seen in Telluride in 2011, in the night sky over the Freemason Temple on main street. And I mentioned to him that I had a doctorate in communication studies from McGill, so if he were to think of me as a crackpot, he might at least think of me as a well-educated crackpot.

He was strikingly tall in person, well over six feet, and slender, with bright blue eyes as clear as a child’s. He shook my hand. I could feel the age of his bones in his skin, and I wondered if indeed he was the alien. I asked him what he felt like for dinner and he requested a place where we could get a steak. So we walked half a block down Peel to L’Entrecôte Saint-Jean, where all you can get is a steak.

I found him to be kind, friendly but not overly familiar, and extremely generous with his time and knowledge. He was eloquent, remembering names, dates, places, events. He did not seem insane. Not remotely. What he seemed like was a man who was relaxed, a man with nothing to fear and nothing to hide. He told me about how he came to be convinced of the visitors’ existence; he recounted differences of opinion that he and Prime Minister Pierre Trudeau had in the late 1960s; he told me that he had received reports of UFOs during his tenure as Minister of National Defence, but had no time to properly investigate them. Upon retirement, though, he became compelled to finally do so.

I gathered that Hellyer was a deeply religious man, a devout Christian, but more the singing-in-a-church-choir type than the fire-and-brimstone variety. In his books, which I scrutinized for any underlying prejudice, any whiff of racism or hatred, he unequivocally argues for peace in the Middle East, and specifically for the recognition of a Palestinian state independent of Israel. It’s not the kind of thing we would be surprised hearing from, say, Roger Waters. Hellyer’s argument about international momentary policy is almost identical to what Naomi Klein and Slavoj Žižek were agitating for during the Occupy Wall Street protests of 2012. As we talked, I got the feeling that he was confident in his sincerity. Either that, or he was so well practiced at bullshit that it was second nature by now. I want to believe that we’re not alone in the universe, but I fear that if that’s true, Earth is like a dusty little mining town that will be abandoned when it’s been drilled dry. As Hellyer and I walked back to his hotel after dinner, he left me with one curious notion: “it’s about depopulation now,” he said…

Ten years ago, when Hellyer wrote Light at the End of the Tunnel, he predicted that we had about ten years to act in order to divert the worst of our economic and environmental catastrophes — catastrophes that were inevitable but could nonetheless be ameliorated by divesting from the fossil fuel industries, reforming international monetary policies, and making these things the common projects to unite humanity. Take control out of the hands of Hellyer’s Cabal and place it squarely back into everyone’s hands.

It is now 2020, and there have been no concerted efforts at the level of Western governments to meaningfully do any of these things. The 2010s was a decade-long race to the bottom, and amidst the coronavirus pandemic, these policies of global degradation and destruction have only intensified. Even as oil dipped into negative value and the COVID-19 crisis was at its international peak, the Keystone XL pipeline went into construction unimpeded by legal challenges. Concurrently, environmental protections in the oil-producing province of Alberta were abandoned under orders of its right-wing premiere, Jason Kenney.

Millions of dollars’ worth of debt has been created out of the economic devastation the coronavirus crisis has wrought, leaving millions now dependent upon the state — the same state that failed to protect them from the virus in the first place. The Technopriests are laughing as humanity re-learns to socialize exclusively through their proprietary devices, platforms, networks, under stricter control than Hitler’s Nazis ever dared dream.

If Hellyer is right, if extraterrestrials exist, they are in no hurry to stop us from destroying ourselves. And if that is true, we are not the most interesting or important thing about this planet to them; there is something else at stake. If the 2000+ also share this planet, and they repeatedly act against it and our best interests, then they must have an exit strategy, a burn-after-reading directive. I have never knowingly seen an alien. For all I know, I am an alien, or we’re all aliens to this planet. The Earth is certainly regarding us that way evermore as it apparently attempts to shake more and more of us off its face as if it were a tick-infested sheepdog.

Even if humankind is the only intelligence in the universe, we still need practice in decentering ourselves as the universe’s most valuable asset — God’s gift. We aren’t. Which implies a revaluation of value itself. We must recognize the universal value — or worthlessness; we could go that way, too — of all human life. We’d do well, as Brian Massumi writes in his 99 Theses on the Revaluation of Value, to “uncouple value from quantification.” (Massumi, 2018, T5.) If we can accomplish this, the banking and monetary policies that we’ve known to be increasingly corrupt will immediately lose control. “Value,” Massumi urges, “is too valuable to be left to capital.” (ibid, T7.) How we do this is literally open to imagination. For too long we have been occupied imagining our own destruction rather than our collective salvation. It’s not just storytelling; it’s more akin to cartography, finding the shores, tracing routes, revising routes, forging new routes and entrenching them. The power of the mass media calendar can be turned against itself effectively.

Whether or not a discrete virus exists, or respiratory illness is caused by 5G networks, or both — whether or not several small species of aliens are controlling the US government — is beyond my scope. The only thing that I know with one hundred percent certainty is that I do not know with one hundred percent certainty. Blanketing the globe in extremely high electromagnetic frequencies can’t be good, though.13 None of these things has been properly investigated, independently tested, or even thought through beyond the bottom line before being fully implemented. Like the internet. Nobody asked the question “what is this virus going to do to us?” before the network was already in place, spiriting us wherever we want to go today.

Ronnie O’Sullivan and Ding Junhui meet again on January 21st, 2007 for the final match of the Masters Tournament at Wembley Arena in London. After winning the first two frames, Ding seldom has the chance to return to the table as O’Sullivan racks up victory after victory. By the tenth frame, O’Sullivan leads seven to three.

O’Sullivan had gone nearly two years without a win on the World Snooker circuit and is now playing at the peak of his powers. BBC commentators Denis Taylor and Clive Everton note halfway through the frame that Ding’s temperament appears shaken. What they didn’t hear, apparently, were the low murmurs, the racist taunts directed from the audience at Ding. Referee Jan Verhaas becomes aware of the heckler at the beginning of frame twelve and encourages quiet from the audience for Ding’s break-off shot. Ding leaves a red open to the corner pocket and O’Sullivan begins once again to build a break — four reds, four blacks, a fifth red, a fifth black. A sixth red jumps from the bed of the table leaving an awkward shot that ends O’Sullivan’s break at 48.

Ding plays a series of gloomy safety shots which only seem to intensify the audience’s aggression. Each shot that O’Sullivan pots emboldens the hecklers. At 97 points, O’Sullivan misses on the pink ball which prompts Ding to concede the frame. O’Sullivan recognizes that the audience has gotten to Ding. He swings his arm around Ding’s shoulder and walks him backstage.

At the beginning of what would be the final frame, Everton makes first mention of what he calls a “very partisan crowd.” Commentators John Virgo and Willie Thorne take over play-by-play duties: “I know a lot of them have got earpieces,” Thorne says, directing his comments squarely at the increasingly raucous crowd: “Give this young Chinese guy a chance, guys, because we all like to see snooker played at its very best.” The camera catches a wince across Ding’s face, and Verhaas, an otherwise imposing figure on the floor, once again implores the audience for calm.

After Ding’s final visit to the table, O’Sullivan has had enough, giving the finger to the offender, telling him, “go home.” The rest of the audience cheers this good gesture, but Ding has now dissolved in tears. A brave voice cuts through the crowd: “Good shot. Ding!” With a ninety percent potting rate, Ding is still poised to lose the match 10-3. “I just hope this hasn’t scarred him too much, this match,” Thorne says. O’Sullivan sinks the pink, and it’s 116 to 12. The heckler says something to the effect of “you’re getting kicked back to China now,” to which O’Sullivan Sieg Heils the crowd member, wins the frame, and immediately congratulates Ding with a hug and kiss to the cheek. The audience boos as the heckler is finally escorted out of the arena, but the damage had already been done. O’Sullivan sends the cameras away while Ding wipes his swollen eyes. It’s not the players that are partisan, it’s the crowd. As true in snooker as in global affairs. The championship is of no importance, only the tournament is important. It’s not about the player, or even the team; it’s about the league.

MIDI, or the Musical Instrument Digital Interface, is a control scheme with which another sort of league — synthesizer manufacturers — circumscribed their industry and consolidated power and fortune. Electronic music gained popularity beginning in earnest in the 1960s. By the 1980s, there were scores of small and larger companies producing some form of electronic musical instrument. The industry began almost concurrently in the US and Japan, the UK and Germany. Two companies, though — Sequential Circuits in the States and Roland in Japan — led the research and development of a control interface that would operate universally, among machines of different brands and manufacturers. The general idea was to control one instrument with another. Simple?

Several control protocols already existed for electronic instruments in the early 1980s: voltage control, and the Oberheim “System”, for instance, which American engineer Tom Oberheim designed to connect his own instruments. But the model that was adopted, that Dave Smith of Sequential Circuits and Ikutaro Kakehashi of Roland Corp. imagined, was quite different from these previous models.

MIDI is a serial interface, meaning that command information only flows in one direction at once. This paradigm means a master-slave relationship between instruments — MIDI’s designers (and the tech industry at large) even used those highly problematic terms. In this seemingly cooperative endeavour, the values of domination and subordination were programmed into the architecture. MIDI operated serially for the sake of simplicity; designing a parallel interface would have introduced a number of other variables into the code. But technologies enact, technically, analogous cultural logics; technologies perform and execute our shared understandings and expectations about how things could or should be in the world. As late as 1983, those in the technology fields, including the outwardly apolitical little sphere of synthesizer design, were still conceiving of mastery and slavery as the dominant paradigm for digital communication.

MIDI went viral. Within a year of its first demonstration, nearly every electronic instrument had to be MIDI capable, and several early MIDI-enabled instruments like the Yamaha DX-7 and the Sequential Circuits Prophet eclipsed their competitors in the market. Had MIDI’s original designers known that the nascent computer industry was poised to make slaves of them all, they might have thought twice about that serial interface. Because MIDI became the de facto universal standard for interfacing digital instruments in such a short time, it was impossible to stop or change course. Those companies that forged immediate alliances with computer makers flourished; those that didn’t collapsed or were absorbed. Dave Smith lost his own company and went to work for Korg. Apple Computer eventually integrated MIDI and digital audio into its Macintosh operating systems. The MIDI virus infected every musical machine and continues to be the industry standard protocol today, nearly four decades later.

Like other standards that became standard — VHS, SMPTE — MIDI was not the best protocol. Which reflected a wider cynicism in the industry as well as in the world at large. The best was considered too good under the system of value that prized efficiency and profitability over quality. Industry was a system which ostensibly encouraged competition, but in reality was governed by a cabal of corporate actors. There is no absolute natural law that dictates one technological form will prevail — become standard, become the new-normal — over another. Once standards are established, we tend to view them as inevitable, predetermined, born of necessity rather than of marketplace manipulation and unnatural forces. There was no natural law either that stated that electronic music should gain pop chart acceptance. Until the late 1970s, synthesisers were the domain of a few wealthy aficionados with the time and patience to operate them. Popular music rarely revealed hints of electronic music’s influence until MIDI came along. MIDI benefited from the popular fascination with digital consumables, too, like compact discs, wristwatches, pocket calculators, microwave ovens, desktop computers. If Bill Gates’s vision was to put a computer in every home, Smith and Kakehashi’s dream might have been to install a digital synthesizer in every music studio, and moreover, to network them by their own modes of control.

MIDI has a “panic-button” function that is relevant to this coronavirus crisis: All Notes Off. If some orphan command runs amok through the network, causing the machines to go haywire, the user invokes All Notes Off — a kind of signal-distancing or command quarantine. As COVID-19 began circulating through the human network, each control system invoked their own form of the All Notes Off article. The goal of Control is to ensure a global All Notes Off function — every signal parameter automated; every operation modulated. This is also the nightmare scenario of conspiracists like Icke: the installation of some technological control mechanism in every home, or more terrifyingly, the mounting need for one. We are so familiar with the protocols, so accustomed to the automatic updates, so dependent upon the digital ecosystems that regulate the storage and transmission of knowledge, that it is unclear whether we control machines, or they control us. It has become more the latter in 2020 as digital media and their technical platforms and devices exert more and more vital and material agency.

I mention MIDI because it’s a site of production that offers a window on Control. To understand this age, after Foucault’s disciplinary societies, Alexander Galloway writes: “we must descend into the distributed networks, the programming languages, the computer protocols, and other digital technologies that have transformed twenty-first century production into a vital mass of immaterial flows and instantaneous transactions… we must read the never ending stream of computer code as we read any text (the former having yet to achieve recognition as a ‘natural language’), decoding its structure of control as we would a film or novel…” (Galloway, 2001, p. 82.)

We must go further still, because digital code does not operate on the human imagination as films or novels do; they act upon machines as magic spells act upon those possessed by them. Hidden to their users, simple commands go unnoticed, never mind questioned. A machine does what it is told, and more and more, it is other machines giving the orders. If MIDI wasn’t the best or fastest or most egalitarian standard for interfacing electronic instruments, then it follows that many of the other protocols we use and naturalize every day aren’t either.

Internal combustion engines that run on oil and gasoline are not the best or most efficient way to generate mechanical energy, yet a global infrastructure is already in place to extract these resources from the ground, refine them, transport them, manufacture the offending engines, and stink up the sky. For decades, alternative options existed, but this oil-and-gas protocol was too profitable and too deeply inscribed into quotidian practice. Like MIDI, the oil-and-gas protocol was intended to consolidate power, not distribute it. Like MIDI, the oil-and-gas protocol excludes its competitors by necessity in design.

MIDI spread like a tire fire because there was genuine enthusiasm in the small electronic music community, not necessarily for a prodigious standard, but for a quick-and-dirty standard that could be implemented immediately. Manufacturers benefited most from this rapid implementation — many had MIDI-ready synthesizers already in development — and the electronic musical instrument industry grew so rapidly that the entire musical instrument industry has been trying to duplicate MIDI’s success ever since.

The US Centers for Disease Control and Prevention grew out of a World War II effort to contain cases of malaria amongst American military personnel fighting overseas. When the war ended, its focus of operations turned back Stateside. By the early 1950s, the agency had effectively eradicated malaria on US soil through a combination of aggressive campaigns against the primary carrier of the virus — mosquitos. The CDC endeavoured to literally drain swamps in the Southern States — the origin of the Trumpian expression — and sprayed millions of homes with the synthetic pesticide DDT. DDT was overwhelmingly effective at killing viral mosquitos, and the CDC declared victory over malaria in America in 1952. Its effects on human health and the environment, however, were devastating.

A February 2006 study in the journal Science of the Total Environment alerts of “suggestive evidence for [DDT’s] role in the aetiology of … pancreatic cancer, neuropsychological dysfunction, and reproductive outcomes.” The paper concludes that the negative effects of DDT exposure were still emerging six decades later: “many of the possible adverse effects of DDT (for example, cancer) may not become evident until many years after a causative exposure.” (Beard, 2006, p. 79.) The CDC took an active role in assisting worldwide eradication of malaria, except in Africa where the virus was allowed to persist in a permanent state of control. Africa, instead, provided a fertile test population for experimental drugs and vaccines in which billions of dollars were invested.

On May 16th, 2020, Donald Trump announced “Operation Warp Speed” during a press conference in the White House Rose Garden — a program to develop coronavirus vaccines, to be led by former GlaxoSmithKline head of research and development, Moncef Slaoui. Slaoui was involved previously in a five-year trial of an experimental malaria vaccine called RTS,S, which the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation funded in tandem with GlaxoSmithKline. African children and toddlers from Burkina Faso, Ghana, Gabon, Kenya, Mozambique, Malawi, and Tanzania were used in the trials. Many of their parents or legal guardians signalled consent by providing a fingerprint, suggesting that they were illiterate, unable to read the fine print. They just dabbed on the dotted line. The findings of the half-decade study, published in the Lancet on July 4th, 2015, reported RTS,S to be underwhelming — at best, between 30-40% effective. Serious adverse events (SAEs) were also reported. Twenty-two children developed meningitis and 0.22-0.25% of children suffered convulsive seizures within seven days of receiving the vaccine. There was no Black Lives Matter protest over twenty-two innocent African kids being given meningitis in the pursuit of a profitable science. Operation Warp Speed will produce a COVID-19 vaccine within twelve-eighteen months. Who will Slaoui experiment on this time? And who benefits?

Millions who are already suffering from this crisis will likely suffer more. Those who were already benefiting will surely benefit most. If we can learn from MIDI’s lesson, the race for a vaccine to COVID-19 will consolidate power, not redistribute it, exclude more than it includes; the genuine enthusiasm for developing a vaccine will produce something quicker and dirtier than anything tried before; pharmaceutical behemoths will reap the rewards from their Blitzkrieg velocity; it is possible that some companies already had vaccines in development; the for-profit healthcare system in the US and elsewhere will grow to outsize proportions. And if the disaster capitalists are successful, they will spend the foreseeable future attempting to replicate it.

Gates doubtless believes in the altruism of his philanthropic endeavours; it is possible that Slaoui, too, congratulates himself in the mirror each morning. Thinks his aims are noble. The careful observer would be irresponsible, though, not to wonder why, if Gates was such an altruist, did his personal net worth double over the last decade? If Slaoui is so squeaky clean, why did Donald Trump appoint him? The same Donald Trump who weeks before was floating the idea on national television of consuming detergents as a form of therapy; the same Donald Trump who is trying desperately to get re-elected in November (if an election takes place at all); the same Donald Trump who could barely choke out the name Moncef Slaoui from his deeply prejudiced lips.

Trump makes another appearance on Late Show with David Letterman on March 11th, 2010. He’s there to promote the two-hour premiere of his popular reality show, Celebrity Apprentice. At one-and-a-half minutes into the interview, Trump unexpectedly rips into China: “I don’t see greatness (for America) unless we do something about China and some others… in ten years, China will surpass us,” he warns. Letterman argues that if the US is indeed a great nation, they should be providing global leadership on the economy, climate change, and health care. Applause sign. Trump responds by touting coal as an energy resource: “We have enough coal to take care of our energy needs for three hundred years. We can clean it, we can scrub it, we can do lots of different things…” Sensing an impasse, Letterman changes the subject to one of their favourite topics, mutually: beauty pageants. “I made the heels higher and the bathing suits smaller,” Trump boasts, “and it was amazing what happened to the ratings.” Letterman fires back: “With this kind of genius, we have nothing to worry about. Everything is going to be fine.” More applause.

On April 28th, 2011, the American celebrity TV therapist Dr. Phil appeared on Letterman. Trump just prior to this had threatened to run for political office and lent his weight to a growing movement demanding Barack Obama produce his birth certificate to prove that he was a native-born son. “Is this the guy that we would want with the finger on the button?” asks Dr. Phil: “This is a guy that Rosie O’Donnell made fun of his hair, and he said, ‘I will look her in her fat, ugly face, and tell her to kiss my ass.’”

“Diplomacy!” exclaims Letterman. But Letterman is in no mood for jokes. “My point is, it’s all fun, it’s all a circus, it’s all a rodeo, until it starts to smack of racism, and then it’s no longer fun.” Dr. Phil asks for confirmation of what Letterman is implying. Letterman responds, “I have heard enough really smart people discuss this to convince me. You know Donald Trump, do you consider him to be a racist?” “I do not. I don’t think he always thinks everything through.”

After the commercial break, Letterman’s producer, Barbara Gaines, informs Letterman that Trump is scheduled to appear on the program the following month. “All right, so we’ll get him on and I’m going to say, Donald, you’re a racist, don’t do that. And he better apologize.” But it was Letterman who would end up making the apology. Trump refused the appearance and didn’t return until October 25th, 2012. On that particular evening, Letterman seemed to give Trump the benefit of the doubt, as well as one of his longest and most conciliatory guest introductions: “I think in his heart he’s not a racist, but what he does is from time to time he says stupid things. And he may say them to get attention, or he may be saying them just to make sure his mouth still works. I know how this goes. I do it virtually every night. He and I are essentially the same guy.” Paul Shaffer and the CBS Orchestra play Trump on, notably omitting his customary theme song, the O’Jays’ “For the Love of Money.”

The interview slowly works its way into Obama territory, where Trump reiterates his infamous offer: $5 million to Obama’s favourite charity in exchange for Obama’s birth certificate. “Come next Wednesday at 5 o’clock,” sneers Trump, “if he doesn’t give simple papers — simple papers — the charities don’t get five million dollars. I think that’s pretty unfair.” Shooting his cuffs like a boxer in the ring, Letterman suggests, and he would know, that this sounds a lot like extortion. Later in the segment, Trump endorses Republican nominee Mitt Romney, specifically mentioning Romney’s tough-on-China foreign policy. In response, Letterman produces a handful of Donald Trump-brand shirts and ties, asking Trump if he knows where they were manufactured. “China,” Letterman says flatly: “Your ties are made in China.” The gloves came off.

David Letterman retired after thirty-three years in broadcast television on May 20th, 2015. Less than one month later, on June 16th, Trump officially announced his candidacy for president. It was almost as if he waited for Letterman to retire, knowing that he wouldn’t have to go through Letterman’s Late Show wringer. As Letterman frequently proclaimed of his guest’s chair: “the road to the White House leads straight through here.” Indeed, Al Gore had appeared many times; as did George W. Bush and Barack Obama. It is possible that Trump felt that one more evisceration from Letterman could nip his campaign in the bud. It is possible that Letterman thought back to that cold night just before Christmas, 1987, when he suggested that Trump throw his hat in the presidential ring. It is possible that Trump thought back to October 1st, 1986, when Letterman made a surprise visit to Trump Tower, cracking a not-so-offhanded joke about a spot on Trump’s floor. It is possible that, with Letterman’s retirement, Trump finally tasted victory.
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Galloway tells us that protocol is “a distributed management system that allows control to exist within immanent material relations.”: “Whereas Empire is how political control exists under decentralization, protocol is how technological control exists under decentralization.” (Galloway, 2001, p. 83.) First let’s consider the distributed management system.

The internet manages risk; this is one of its primary necessary functions. Via various internet protocols, TCP/IP, for instance, information flows but never overflows. It circulates in discrete packets that break up and reconstitute in transmission. This might imply that information flows freely online, but the traffic of information via the web is highly structured and regulated according to government telecommunications policy among other powerful and performative protocols. Platforms such as Google and Facebook further regulate the content and circulation of information via corporate policy. Internet service providers furthermore shape online traffic through internet management practices that alter the flow of information or tie the cost of internet access to user consumption. Traffic-shaping allows for the diversion of internet traffic across national borders where local regulations regarding privacy and data collection can vary widely.

A 2013 article written by Axel Arnbak and Sharon Goldberg titled “Loopholes for Circumventing the Constitution: Unrestrained Bulk Surveillance on Americans by Collecting Network Traffic Abroad,” details how the American National Security Agency (NSA) through an Executive Order passed under Ronald Reagan has for decades had the power to intercept international communications for the purposes of mass-surveillance. The authors identify a four-page redaction and an entire classified paragraph in the Exceptions for targeting US persons which make it impossible to discern if and how the NSA contours internet traffic beyond its borders. These are but a few examples of how the internet manages the risk of hypothetically free-flowing information.

Political control of subjects extends now into the corporate arena, where the giants of the technology industries are in the business of data collection for advertising rather than ideological or surveillance purposes. We get the impression online that the flow and dissemination of information is so vast and chaotic that it is, to an extent, unmanageable. But the opposite is true. It is precisely because of the vastness and chaos that individuals can be individualized, identified, targeted, silenced, denied access, de-platformed.

“Individualization,” writes Ulrich Beck in his 1986 book Risk Society: Towards a New Modernity “means market dependency in all dimensions of living. The forms of existence that arise are the isolated mass market, not conscious of itself, and mass consumption of generically designed housing, furnishings, articles of daily use, as well as opinions, habits, attitudes and lifestyles launched and adopted through mass media. In other words,” Beck concludes, “individualization delivers people over to an external control and standardization that was unknown in the enclaves of familial and feudal subcultures.” (Beck, 1986, p. 132.). This is protocol.

We have achieved a reality in which there is no reality, but rather as many realities as there are individualized perceptions. Nothing is true, everything is individuated. Yet individuals’ decisions hardly register on Control society. Slavoj Žižek in his 1989 book The Sublime Object of Ideology noted: “the Real is a shock of a contingent encounter which disrupts the automatic circulation of the symbolic mechanism; a grain of sand preventing its smooth functioning; a traumatic encounter which ruins the balance of the symbolic universe of the subject” (Žižek, 1989, p. 192.) Control society has sought to minimize those contingent encounters — the shock of the Real — and thus minimize the disruption to the global circulation of the Ur-symbolic mechanism: capital. COVID-19 disrupted the circulation of people and things, but it critically accelerated the circulation of symbolic mechanisms, namely capital, but also the word, and certainly the virus itself. The risk of shock is minimized by shock’s ubiquity even prior to the coronavirus crisis.

Shock, not equilibrium, is the ambient texture of twenty-first-century experience. Subjects of Control society are vaccinated against shock, too busy reacting to imagine ways out, like cornered soldiers, firing off in all directions. Consider the phrase “The New-Normal” — a magic trigger-spell if there ever was one.

Newness suggests a qualitative improvement over previous iterations — everyone wants the newest thing, the newest phone, the newest TV, the latest update to the protocol. Normality implies a state of equilibrium, a balanced, harmonious ecosystem. But there are qualitative and quantitative erosions to the subject’s symbolic universe taking place at COVID-19’s behest, and this new-normal explicitly means ambient shock, the void of normalcy that we are now expected to adapt to and unconditionally accept. COVID-19 is the shock that is not-yet death. To some, it is death. To those of us who remain, it could be the last nail, the final frame, the winning pot. Or it could become a useful shock of a new kind of consciousness.

This new consciousness will necessarily be more collective, less ephemeral. Ultimately, it will demand the radical re-evaluation of such immutable concepts as value, time, and science. This new consciousness will also require that we apprehend protocol not just as a distributed management system of immanent material relations, but also of affective relations. Affect rather than (or in addition to) the subconscious subliminal is how Control society constructs and enforces the Real. Control, through its media calendar, deploys arcane, resonant symbolism to communicate and command subjects via a sprawling and dreamlike (activated dreams) media constellation. The sensorial immediacy and illusion of media’s endless availability guide and misguide us online. Every stimulus is effectively an interrupt request. Reality is not a priori material, but rather vital. Matter comes after, or it doesn’t..

The anthropologist Michael Taussig in a 2020 essay entitled “Unpacking my Library: An Experiment in the Technique of Awakening”, describes what he terms “Erlebnis”, a new “genre” of understanding: “a rapid-fire mode of experiencing in which an experience, so long as it is not extreme, burns out as soon as it is born.” We need to cultivate a contra-Erlebnis consciousness if we are to remember the twentieth century.

Those advocating the technologically controlled new-normal are the same ones who have been claiming for years that the “genie,” once released from the bottle, is impossible to replace. The genie metaphor is now active in selling new-normal narratives, be they viral technological advances or lines of contagion. When MIDI was discharged into the marketplace in 1983, it caught on quickly in part because its developers made the protocol freely (or extremely cheaply) available. In a May 2019 article on the BBC entitled “Amazon heads off facial recognition rebellion,” Amazon director of web services Ian Massingham echoes this sentiment with regard to facial recognition and AI, saying: “…much of the technology is based on publicly available academic research, so you can’t really put the genie back in the bottle…” In an interview with Wired magazine dated November 28th, 2017, Stephen Hawking offered his thoughts on the potential perils of artificial intelligence: “The genie is out of the bottle,” Hawking said: “We need to move forward on artificial intelligence development but we also need to be mindful of its very real dangers. I fear that A.I. may replace humans altogether. If people design computer viruses, someone will design A.I. that replicates itself. This will be a new form of life that will outperform humans.” Coronavirus may be that lifeform, outperforming us with its very real intelligence.

There are two conflicting stories being told here: 1: humans are capable of adapting to rapid and sweeping change, and 2: once change has been implemented, it is impossible to change again. Only the first statement is true. The idea that knowledge, once grasped, cannot be forgotten is a myth that benefits the Technopriests and the 2000+, because of course knowledge can be forgotten. Ridiculed, supressed, deemed dangerous, destroyed: Control’s most potent weapon: ignorance.

Wilhelm Reich was born in 1897 in Bukovina, the contested territory that now straddles the Romanian-Ukrainian border. He managed to escape, first to Vienna, where he studied under Freud, and then to the US in 1939. Reich settled in 1942 to a farm on Dodge Pond, Maine, which he dubbed “Orgonon.” It was there that Reich practiced Orgone therapy — the accumulation of vital material energy.

Reich’s work was controversial, and when a freelance journalist called Mildred Edie Brady wrote a series of damning articles in 1947 for the New Republic, the FDA began an investigation. Reich was imprisoned in 1956, his Orgone accumulators were dismantled, and his printed work was burned by federal agents on 26 June of that year. Reich died in custody at Lewisburg Federal Penitentiary on November 3rd, 1957.

My mother’s ancestors originate from Bukovina, though they immigrated to Canada in the late 1800s. Bukovina is a mysterious territory where many people were known to practice various forms of witchcraft, some infused with Christian or Jewish mysticism, some more akin to naturopathy or shamanism. My mother’s father was particularly faithful to a practice called Strakh Slivati, which means “to pour out the fear.” A Strakh Slivati could be a man or woman, usually but not always somewhat of a hermit, usually but not always living an ascetic lifestyle, seldom accepting money for their services. Eggs, butter, tea, tobacco — these were taken in lieu of payment.

The service consists of the pouring of melted beeswax into a bowlful of water, most often done over the patient’s head. The Strakh Slivati will sometimes be able to read the wax and make a diagnosis, but this is not always the case; some practitioners never claim to know exactly what the wax reveals. It is not necessary for the wax to be “legible.”

A cluster of Strakh Slivati ended up settling in rural Alberta, in part because of campaigns by the British to settle Western Canada with Eastern Europeans and in part because the geography and climate are not all that different from their homelands. Most Strakh Slivati that I have known were pseudo-Christian, using some form of prayer, mixing in a few drops of Holy water into the bowl used for the wax pouring ritual. The pouring of wax could be administered for any ailment, but it was especially effective against what was called “fear sickness” — what we might today call phobia. Through pouring the wax, so too would the fear pour out of the patient. They would then be sent home with a prescription for some combination of medicinal herbs, special orders for diet and nutrition, and a strict schedule for prayer. The custom was documented in a thesis entitled The Word and Wax: A Medical Folk Ritual Among Ukrainians in Alberta, written in 1999 by Rena Jeanne Hanchuk. Uniquely, Strakh Slivati require no special expertise; anyone can perform the ritual with minimal knowledge and equipment. It exists beyond the Control operation.

Reich and the Strakh Slivati have much in common; no doubt Reich would have encountered the ritual in his lifetime. The fact that anyone can practice it implies the existence of something approaching “free energy,” the Orgone which Reich spent a lifetime attempting to demonstrate and make useful. It there is such élan, there is no need to use it against anyone else. Like the word virus, now you have it, too.

Control prefers control; Control would rather we have doubt than knowledge, powerlessness than power — apathy, surrender. This is Control’s directive: Control. Perfect in design, chaos made perfectly predictable. The key to Control’s dominance is the modulation of control: at times we are encouraged to think we are the masters of our own destiny; at other times, we are reminded, as when the power cuts out, how dependent we are upon power. TENSHUN! AT EASE!

Control has no jurisdiction here, I cast it out like a Strakh Slivati casts out fear. This must be done carefully. This report is intended to be read forwards and backwards, start at the end, end at the beginning, cut in anywhere, cut out and back in again, theoretically it will still work, still contain the whole in its parts. The Technopriests, the 2000+, Control — they don’t trust you to have control. Control is vulnerable.

My grandfather would always greet me with the same question, sho ty znayesh?, or, what do you know for sure? Certainty is on an order above knowledge. Each Strakh Slivati knew well enough to take precautions with their patients, lest they accidentally infect themselves with the fear sickness. These precautions were purely symbolic. Some of them used small squares of cloth attached to clothing; one woman used a spoon tucked into her bra.

The spoon is analogous to Lacan’s double mirror experiment, the concave reflecting glass in which a free-standing bouquet of flowers would appear to be inside a vase. The spoon always reflects and inverts at once. The spoon functions for the Strakh Slivati like an inverting mirror, turning energy upside down and reflecting it back, and also placing the patient’s flowers back in the vase, so to speak. A spoon has no practical protective function. But the spoon is perfectly appropriate in the symbolic order; it works on a figurative level, which is the only level of importance for this particular ritual.

When the wax-pouring was complete, the spent water in which the wax was poured had to be discarded with utmost caution. Many Strakh Slivati stipulated that it be castoff at the base of a plant or tree, where no human could ever walk. The wax, on the other hand, was recyclable and used over and over. Some things we must banish, others we must preserve.

Wilhelm Reich’s story also resembles that of Dr. Judy Mikovits. In 2011 Dr. Mikovits was terminated from her post as research director of the not-for-profit Whittemore Peterson Institute after a paper she had co-authored linking a mouse-borne retrovirus to Chronic Fatigue Syndrome was retracted from the journal Science. She was imprisoned in November 2011 on charges that she stole laboratory materials from the institute, charges that were eventually dropped.

Dr. Mikovits was again at the center of controversy in 2020 for appearing in a video interview titled Plandemic, in which she asserted a number of claims about COVID-19: that recommendations regarding wearing masks run counter to practices that would effectively prevent infection; that the virus is “not naturally occurring”; that the virus originated at Fort Detrick, the US Army Medical Command centre responsible for hosting America’s biological defence programme; that official death statistics are being inflated artificially; that Dr. Anthony Fauci, chief among Donald Trump’s White House Coronavirus Task Force members, is poised to benefit financially from potential coronavirus vaccines under development through “Operation Warp Speed.” Following the video’s release, a flurry of articles began appearing to discredit Mikovits. What is of interest to this report is not whether Dr. Mikovits is correct or incorrect; it is, rather, the efficiency and speed with which scores of journalistic publications and social media platforms snapped into action to deny her assertions. I always knew I’d join another cult — academe. Somehow, the media attacks on Mikovits took on a personal importance, because her journalistic detractors are not our cult affiliates.

As they had done with David Icke, Facebook and YouTube both banned Mikovits’ video. I first stumbled upon the story via an article on the CBC dated May 21st, 2020, entitled “How a debunked COVID-19 video kept spreading after Facebook and YouTube took it down.” An article titled, “How the ‘Plandemic’ movie and its Falsehoods spread widely online” appeared a day prior in the New York Times. Similar hatchet jobs ran in Republic World, BuzzFeed, and the journal Science.

The Science article was co-authored by Jon Cohen, a staff reporter who had also covered Mikovits’ firing in 2011. Oddly, Cohen is best-known as a co-writer on the 2002 Steven Spielberg film Minority Report; he does not hold a doctorate. Not in the cult. Jane Lytvynenko, a Toronto-based journalist, wrote the BuzzFeed exposé. Lytvynenko’s only credential that I could find is the self-description “determined millennial badass” from her blog on Medium; she does not hold a doctorate. Not in the cult. Fact-checking for the Republic World article was done by Yashika Sharma, who has worked as a content writer for that publication since 2019, according to her LinkedIn page. Sharma holds an MA in English from Smt. Chandibai Himathmal Mansukhani College in Mumbai; she does not hold a doctorate. Not in the cult. Andrea Bellemare, a producer and journalist who graduated in 2007 from the Ryerson School of Journalism, and does not hold a doctorate, penned the CBC article. Bellemare cites the expert opinion of Zarine Kharzian, assistant editor at the Atlantic Council’s Digital Forensic Research Lab in Washington, D.C. Kharazian holds a BA in Government and French from the College of William & Mary, according to her online resume. She is not in the cult.

The New York Times article, in addition to previous articles defending Dr. Fauci and Bill Gates against conspiracy theories, was co-authored by Davey Alba. Alba holds an MA in Journalism from Columbia University, and makes specific mention on her website of a 2018 speaking engagement at the Blavatnik School of Government. Located at Oxford University, the Blavatnik School is funded with a £75 million endowment from the Blavatnik Family Foundation. Born in Odessa in 1957, Blavatnik is the UK’s richest individual, and 59th richest worldwide, according to Forbes magazine. Blavatnik was implicated in the probe by US Special Counsel Robert Mueller into the improper funnelling of funds toward the campaign to elect Donald Trump. He also donated $1 million to an anti-Trump fund in 2016, according to a report in Music Business Worldwide, dated March 22nd, 2016. Despite Alba’s connection to Blavatnik’s school, she does not hold a doctorate. Not one of ours.

In Alba’s May 9th, 2020 article for the Times, entitled “Virus Conspiracists Elevate a New Champion,” she quotes Renee DiResta, a disinformation researcher at the Stanford Internet Observatory, who says that conspiracy theorists “recast a pusher of discredited pseudoscience as a whistle-blowing counterpoint to real expertise.” DiResta has degrees in Computer Science and Political Science from the Honors College at SUNY Stony Brook and worked as a venture capitalist before co-founding the advocacy group Vaccinate California. DiResta does not hold a doctorate. You get the idea.

At the time of Dr. Mikovits’ dismissal in 2011, the Chicago Tribune’s Trine Tsouderos led the journalistic campaign casting doubt upon her research. Since 2013, Tsouderos has acted as the director of PricewaterhouseCoopers’s Health Research Institute. PwC is one of the world’s largest accounting firms, with global revenues of $12.4 billion in 2019. It is the fifth-largest privately-owned company in the US and stands to make billions more in what its own website terms the “New Health Economy” post-COVID-19. Tsouderos does not hold a doctorate. She is a sort of modern-day Mildred Edie Brady, a freelance journalist who took it upon herself to defame a scientist who was already in the process of disgrace.

Davey Alba in her New York Times reporting refers to Dr. Mikovits repeatedly as a “discredited scientist,” in much the same way that Donald Trump might repeatedly refer to her publication as “the failing New York Times.” I wouldn’t trust a scientist who hadn’t at some point in their career been discredited. The New York Times publishes incorrect information every day, which is why they have a “Corrections” page. At some point, everyone in the pursuit of truth will get it wrong. Dr. Mikovits was tried in the court of public opinion by a group of journalists who are simply unqualified to fact-check the work of a research scientist with more than thirty years’ experience in her field of expertise.

As a doctorate holder and fellow ex-cult member, I can say that Dr. Mikovits is right about at least one thing: the questionable legitimizing process of research that can be turned into profit, and conversely, the defunding of research that is otherwise unprofitable. Dr. Mikovits at the end of the banned interview expresses her desire to “march toward a better society and restore faith in the promise of medicine.” For the life of me, I cannot find anything dangerous in that pursuit. The pursuits of Blavatnik, Vaccinate California, Gates, PwC, Moncef Slaoui — all those behind Mikovits’s vilification blitz across every major media outlet: to profit from the COVID-19 crisis.

Are we still rolling . . . ?





In the US, political polarization is the preferred medium of infection for the word virus, which has become a war of words, and thus a war of viruses. From a New York Times op-ed dispatch dated May 27th, 2020, accessed 11:11am Eastern time, 10 June: “There Are 3 Things We Have to Do to Get People Wearing Masks”: “The most obvious path to universal masking is to pass laws and punish infractions. But enforcing legal edicts to wear masks in public can be difficult and costly, and amid widespread ambivalence can lead to backlash and even violence. As experts in public health and human behavior, we propose a complementary approach: Make wearing a mask easy, understood and expected.”

The experts behind this NYT op-ed are Dr. Ezekiel J. Emanuel, a senior fellow at the Center for American Progress (CAP), and Dr. Angela Duckworth, professor of behavioural psychology at the University of Pennsylvania. The CAP was founded in 2003 as a public policy and lobbying organization in Washington, D.C. Its major donors include George Soros, the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation, Google, Goldman Sachs, Bank of America, America’s Health Insurance Plans, and the Pharmaceutical Research and Manufacturers of America, a trade group representing American drug companies. Duckworth is founder and CEO of a non-profit called Character Lab, which promotes “fast, frictionless, and fruitful” integration of technologies in middle and high schools in the States, according to its website. Character Lab’s co-founder, Dave Levin, is also co-founder of the Knowledge is Power Program (KIPP), a foundation for funding charter schools in the Northeastern US.

American charter schools have been vocally opposed by parent-teacher committees, the Jewish Labor League, the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People, and Senator Elizabeth Warren, among others, who argue that they divert funds from district schools, profit from predominantly Black and Latino populations, and ultimately privatize the education system. Character Lab’s major funders include the Bezos Family Foundation and the Chan Zuckerberg Initiative, as well as a number of venture capital funds and private family foundations. So, behind this particular opinion piece in the New York Times is not an argument for why masks benefit the general health of the public, but rather how to quickly change public perception and behaviour. And the forces behind those perceptive and behavioural shifts just happen to be from the technology, pharmaceutical, and health insurance industries, those industries which stand to profit enormously from the coronavirus crisis.

“Norms are established,” Duckworth and Emanuel claim, “by high-status role models. Celebrities and professional athletes can do their part by posting photos about wearing masks in public.” Celebrities and professional athletes, though, are seldom experts in the spread of infectious diseases, and their livelihoods depend upon popularity rather than accountability to the public. Celebrities and professional athletes are agents for the Control calendar, activated by fame and money, and therefore the least reliable models for mass behaviour. As a celebrity, Bill Burroughs led me to file reports, to the cut-up technique, but also to the needle — a loop back into the Control circuit.

When the NYT op-ed does finally attempt to cite medical advice for mask-wearing, the authors link to an article published May 4th, 2020, on The Royal Society’s website, titled “DELVE group publishes evidence paper on the use of face masks in tackling Coronavirus (COVID-19) pandemic.” DELVE stands for “Data Evaluation and Learning for Viral Epidemics,” a research cluster convened by The Royal Society to support a “data-driven approach” to managing the pandemic. The DELVE committee members include professors of medicine and immunology, ecology and evolutionary biology, psychology and public affairs.

Buried in the middle of this list of distinguished professionals and experts is Demis Hassabis, co-founder and CEO of DeepMind, a cutting-edge artificial intelligence company with a dystopian name, which Google acquired in 2014 in a deal worth between $400-$500 million. The Royal Society is careful to mention that Hassabis is serving in a “personal capacity,” however Yee Whye Teh, who is listed as a member of the DELVE working group, is also notably “seconded from his part time role as a Research Scientist at DeepMind.” One of the world’s trillion-dollar companies has not one but two representatives determining health policy for millions of people. The DELVE paper states: “Without mitigation, the current estimate is that 40%-80% of infections occur from individuals without symptoms.”

On June 8th, 2020, Dr. Maria Van Kerkhove, head of the World Health Organization’s Emerging Diseases and Zoonosis Unit stated in a press conference that asymptomatic transmission of the novel coronavirus is “very rare”: “much of that is not published in the literature… It still appears to be rare that an asymptomatic individual actually transmits onward…” From behind a pink MacBook Air, it seemed that a very knowledgeable expert was contradicting the message coming from the New York Times, The Royal Society, and the CDC, which first recommended not wearing masks and also reversed its position, vaulting mask-wearing into the American political arena. The following day, Dr. Van Kerkhove back-pedalled her comments, according to CNBC, because they had drawn ire from social media users. “We don’t actually have that answer yet,” Van Kerkhove replied when asked to clarify her comments from the day before: “I was just trying to articulate what we know.” TENSHUN! AT EASE!

Meanwhile, Dr. Anthony Fauci delivered an address on June 10th in which he warned that the pandemic was far from over: “We’re going to need a vaccine for the entire world, billions and billions of doses.” What is significant about his assertion is not the message but the venue. Fauci made these remarks at a convention of the Biotechnology Innovation Organization, the biopharmaceutical industry’s largest trade association. Like other trade associations, for example the National Association of Music Merchants, the National Rifle Association, or the American Beverage Association, the Biotechnology Innovation Organization’s first order of business is to deliver their products to healthy markets — in this instance, sick human beings.

On January 4th, 2016, the Biotechnology Industry Organization subtly altered its name, which had designated the entity since its 1993 inception, to the Biotechnology Innovation Organization, presumably because the virusword “innovation” conjures more favourable sentiment than “industry.” Make no mistake, though, it is an industry association on steroids. Although it is US-based, BIO claims upwards of 1,100 members from more than thirty countries, members like GlaxoSmithKline, Johnson & Johnson, and other mammoth pharmaceutical corporations. BIO spends tens of billions of dollars annually in US government lobbying efforts: in 2013, the organization led a group of fourteen companies in lobbying on Bill H.R.475 to amend the Internal Revenue Code of 1986 to include flu vaccines within the definition of taxable vaccines.

Former Pennsylvania Republican Congressman Jim Gerlach introduced the bill, which became law on June 25th, 2013. The fourteen members of BIO’s lobby consortium included AstraZeneca PLC, GlaxoSmithKline, and Berkshire Hathaway, among others who stood to make many millions by taxing governments for their products. The Center for Responsive Politics, an independent research group which according to its website tracks “money in US politics and its effect on elections and public policy,” found that Gerlach in 2013 received $87,550 from the pharmaceuticals and health products industries, no doubt speeding H.R.475 through Congress and into public law.

Industry associations like BIO are routinely scrutinized for price-fixing practices, the most public recent controversy being Turing Pharmaceuticals’ 5,000% rise in 2015 in the price of Daraprim, a common therapeutic for cancer and HIV/AIDS patients. BIO worked hard to vilify Turing’s CEO, Martin Shkreli, who needed little help after a string of ostentatious public behaviour including paying $2 million for Wu-Tang Clan’s one-off 2015 album Once Upon a Time in Shaolin. BIO booted Turing and Shkreli with a statement characteristic of industry associations wishing to disassociate from the worst in their ranks: “Turing Pharmaceuticals was a member of BIO for a brief time and is currently no longer a member,” BIO said in a press release. But Shkreli accidentally potted a few unintended balls by shedding light on a common industry practice.

The Wall Street Journal reported in a 2015 article titled “Pharmaceutical Companies Buy Rivals’ Drugs, Then Jack Up the Prices” that the heart drugs Nitropress and Isuprel had increased in price several-fold after their patents were acquired by the Quebec-based multinational Valeant. Valeant changed its name to Bausch Health Companies in 2018 in order to deflect attention away from the price-gouging scandal. On May 6th, 2015, Bloomberg News reported in an article titled “Hot Drugs Show Sharp Price Hikes in Shadow Market” that two competing diabetes medications, Sanofi’s Lantus and Novo Nordisk’s Lemevir, increased in price by precisely 16.1% within forty-eight hours, a startling coincidence. Both Sanofi and Novo Nordisk are still currently listed as BIO members. On June 1st, 2020, BIO welcomed its newest president and CEO Dr. Michelle McMurry-Heath, who left her role as Vice President of External Innovation and Global Leader for Regulatory Science at Johnson & Johnson. Johnson & Johnson, the company most often plugged in Donald Trump’s daily press briefings, was a major “player” at Event 201 through its emissary, Adrian Thomas, J&J’s Vice President of Global Public Health.

BNN Bloomberg dispatch date April 14th, 2020: “J&J buoyed by Tylenol, blockbuster drugs while devices struggle”, Riley Griffin reporting: “…J&J posted stronger sales and earnings for the first quarter compared with a year ago, and boosted its quarterly dividend.” The data analytics company YouGov reported on April 24th, 2020 (12:44pm) that 20.1% of Americans had purchased Tylenol in the last thirty days, despite its lack of effectiveness in treating COVID-19. But it is an effective analgesic taken just as often for emotional as for physical pain. Keep the camera rolling…

People who are of no use value to the 2000+, those outside or beyond mediation, those under total control, are dying, almost as if by design. The Guardian of Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island, reported on May 8th, 2020 that neighbouring Nova Scotia was poised to see a sharp spike in already rising suicide statistics: “Contributing factors of decreasing interpersonal interaction, economic stress, opioid and alcohol abuse and the decline of traditional social institutions… were making us all more alone before the pandemic arrived… a harsh irony when technology is supposed to be making us more connected.”

A position paper published in Elsevier’s Lancet journal Volume 7, June 2020, entitled “Multidisciplinary research priorities for the COVID-19 pandemic: a call for action for mental health science”, noted: “The severe acute respiratory syndrome [SARS] epidemic in 2003 was associated with a 30% increase in suicide in those aged 63 years and older… Many of the anticipated consequences of quarantine and associated social and physical distancing measures are themselves key risk factors for mental health issues.” (p. 54.)

The New York Times reported on June 10th, 2020 in an infographic piece titled “How the Coronavirus Compares With 100 Years of Deadly Events”: “New York City, long the epicenter of the U.S. outbreak, has experienced one of the most extreme increases in deaths. Mortality in April grew to almost six times [5.83] the usual number of deaths.” Only the 1918 outbreak of Spanish Flu in Philadelphia was higher, at 7.27 times the average death rate: “The coronavirus is unlikely to kill as many people as the Spanish flu did,” the author writes, “but in the modern history of natural disasters, it will have few rivals.”

The province of Ontario’s coroner reported a 23 percent increase in fatal drug overdoses from March to May 2020, in an article dated June 10th, posted by Canada’s national broadcaster. According to the CBC, Alberta also saw a rise in opioid-related emergency calls — from 237 in March to 350 in May. Another CBC report posted June 11th stated, “B.C. records highest number of fatal overdoses in a single month, with 170 deaths.” Fentanyl overdoses “claimed more lives in May than COVID-19 has claimed all year in the province” [emphasis added].

Fentanyl was synthesized by the Belgian physician Paul Janssen in 1960 and marketed under the brand name Sublimaze by the Janssen Pharmaceutica company in 1963. The fentanyl patch is still on the World Health Organization’s list of essential medicines, and Janssen for his efforts was entitled a Belgian Baron in 1991 by King Baudouin. In 1961, right in the midst of his fentanyl research, Janssen decided to sell the family business to a larger pharmaceutical company. You’ll never guess which one.

Yes, Johnson & Johnson is invested in the coronavirus pandemic up to its second Johnson: on one hand, developing a vaccine to inoculate billions of people, and on the other, manufacturing one of the world’s most addictive and deadliest opioids. I miss the old days of China White, “death-to-America” junk, Afghanistan poppy junk, mom & pop junk. Not this junk.

After a whirlwind week trying to put the World Health Organization’s mask genie back in the bottle comes an article dated June 9th, 2020, titled, “In the W.H.O.’s Coronavirus Stumbles, Some Scientists See a Pattern.” Reading the daily reporting in the New York Times quickly reveals a pattern, indeed, perhaps unsurprisingly to some, but which surprised me more than it should have. The internet is not only good for writing threads; it’s good for pulling them apart, too, and one doesn’t need to pull too hard to unravel the entire sweater.

Lawrence Gostin, Director of the WHO Collaborating Center on National and Global Health Law, admonishes the organization thus: “… when they come out with things that are clearly contradicted by the scientific establishment without any justification or citing studies, it significantly reduces their credibility.” The Times neglects to name the “collaborating center” which employs Gostin, the O’Neill Institute for National & Global Health Law — not per se an authority on public health, but on the laws that govern it. On their website’s partner page, the first underwriter listed is the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation.

Dr. Ashish Jha, director of the Harvard Global Health Institute, adds to the chorus: “We do rely on the W.H.O. to give us the best scientific data and evidence,” Jha scolds. On February 26th, 2020, Brown University announced that Dr. Jha would be appointed the next Dean of the Brown School of Public Health, noting that the good doctor’s research benefits from sponsorship from the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation. Dr. Jha’s current employer, though, offers a more direct connection. On the mission statement page of the Harvard Global Health Institute’s website, the first thing you will encounter is a lengthy quote from Bill Gates, who delivered the Harvard commencement speech on June 6th 2007. It looks startlingly like the Harvard Institute for Global Health acquiesced its mission statement to Bill Gates.

“The W.H.O. has been out of step with most of the world on the issue of droplets and aerosols,” said Michael Osterholm, director for the Center for Infectious Disease Research and Policy at the University of Minnesota. A quick visit to CIDRAP’s website reveals that Gilead Sciences is its supporting underwriter. Gilead is aggressively pursuing its own COVID-19 therapeutic, Remdesivir, which the US Food and Drug Administration has authorized for emergency use. Depending on whether or not the patient has private healthcare coverage, a five-day treatment of Remdesivir will cost Americans between $2,340-$3,120, and the US Department of Health and Human Services secured half a million treatment courses in the summer of 2020. Gilead Sciences reported earnings of $22.45 billion in 2019 and stands to have one of the fastest growing products in the biopharmaceutical industry for the foreseeable future.

What people rightly want is a COVID-19 treatment that is based on sound scientific experimentation, not a slapdash vaccine schedule that will further enrich the world’s wealthiest individuals and private pharmaceutical corporations. In Wilhelm Reich’s 1954 plea to presiding judge John Clifford, he wrote: “Scientific matters can only be clarified by prolonged, faithful, bona fide observations in friendly exchange of opinion, never by litigation… Man’s right to know, to learn, to inquire, to make bona fide errors, to investigate human emotions must, by all means, be safe, if the word FREEDOM [emphasis in original] should ever be more than an empty political slogan.”14

A 2018 article in Science, titled “What a massive database of retracted papers reveals about science publishing’s ‘death penalty’” notes a disturbing upward trend of rescinded research: a tenfold increase over the previous decade. One of those retracted articles was the infamous 1998 paper lead by Dr. Andrew Wakefield, which linked the measles, mumps, and rubella (MMR) vaccine to increased incidence of autism in children. The Lancet, which published the paper, retracted the study in 2010, wiping its findings from the published record. But between 1998 and 2010, that study counted as official scientific knowledge, and contributed to the anti-vaccination movement in the US, the UK, Canada, and elsewhere.

The Dutch publishing company Elsevier owns the Lancet, which along with the rest of scholarly publishers should be at the center of yet another investigative scandal: where does the money for institutional licensing fees go? Scholars like Mikovits and I are expected to apply for public and private research funding and supply our research to peer-reviewed publications at no cost, yet publishers like Elsevier charge exorbitant access fees to individuals and public institutions. Elsevier reported revenues of £2.54 billion in 2018, and operates with a 37 percent profit margin, according to its publicly available financial reports. The American computer programmer Aaron Swartz in January of 2013 committed suicide after being arrested for illegally downloading academic articles from the journal aggregator JSTOR. Shortly thereafter, Alexandra Elbakyan, the Russian hacker and academic, created the online unlocking service Sci-Hub. Elsevier brought a lawsuit against Elbakyan in 2015, but because the suit was filed in the US and Elbakyan operates out of Kazakhstan, Sci-Hub is beyond America’s jurisdiction.

In my doctoral dissertation entitled Global Controller: Making the Musical Instrument Digital Interface, 1983—1999, I referred repeatedly to the National Association of Music Merchants as the North American Association of Music Merchants. It was a small but not insignificant error, made completely unintentionally. But it went unnoticed by me, five scholars on my dissertation defence committee, a number of editors at Repeater, and ended up littered throughout my first book, Mad Skills. NAMM historian Dan Del Fiorentino brought it to my attention when I sent him a copy, already in press. That’s how easy it is to accidentally or intentionally cement incorrect information as knowledge.

The Control screen constantly beckons, constantly wipes. Wipes its own contents, and those of its subjects, its audience, you and me. Thought lines cut and scattered unfinished thought lines rerouted, sentences left hanging, forgotten keys, raped eyes.. Traumas of code.. Code-induced trauma. Ring them bells. Chalk the cue..

The first viral piece of depraved pornography that anyone ever sent to me on purpose was from an ex-girlfriend’s friend’s boyfriend. A guy I hardly knew. This might have been in the late 1990s, but my memory is subject to momentary lapses, take it up with the manufacturer. Anyway, the guy sends me an email with a QuickTime video attached, because that was the format for videos before YouTube came around, with the subject line, “I thought this was just an urban myth.” The attached video is of an upstanding lady fucking her bedpost. It doesn’t take a BuzzFeed content writer to figure out that the libidinal unconscious pines for hard wood, the smooth surface of insertion.

Interior — bedroom — day: With her back to the camera, a woman climbs atop her bed, angling for an acorn-shaped oak banister. It is at first unclear whether an off-camera voice eggs her on, or she commands herself, but the sound of an excited voice beckons at first to thrust the knob inside her vagina. “Oh yeah, do it deeper,” she challenges. She plunges the inanimate post several lengths inside of herself, before swivelling to another premediative fantasy, “Stick that knob in your ass,” she coaches herself. The bedpost disappears. “Yeah, deeper,” she cries, before the video cuts off and out. End of transmission. No ID, no known origin, one minute and eleven seconds of a bedpost doing what every unsatisfied teenaged testosterone factory wishes they could do, captured and spread like a virus over the internet, the virus of code, the word virus, the virus of images that can’t be unseen, of sounds that echo forever.

There are thousands of girls fucking bedposts in front of cameras for the barely interested but nonetheless constantly captivated internet public. The easily manipulated, modulated, angry, dissatisfied, dejected, disenfranchised, gerrymandered, gaslit public who are told to race indoors and consume, to have no contact and masturbate to people fucking bedposts somewhere in the past. The double-sided dildo in the past. Breasts inside a hospital bathroom in the past. Pornographic sexual gratification discreetly became an essential service during the coronavirus lockdown, automating all manner of bedpost fucking. Chalk the cue..

With The Arcades Project, Walter Benjamin initiated a new form of writing, which was predominantly a process of rewriting — stringing together quotations and other marginalia into some new semblance of meaning. Some might say that Benjamin’s form anticipated the internet and blogging, which is a de-historicizing but nonetheless acceptable assertion. Some might say that Benjamin’s form of writing was an instance of Kittler’s “strategic escalations,” a reorientation of processing knowledge in the age of its mechanical reproduction.

Benjamin used a primitive cut-and-paste method in order to make sense of the sheer volume of new media, especially of ephemeral materials, fast media — junk. Scientific and academic knowledge is based upon a rigorous system of citation; it is nearly impossible to say something, especially in the humanities and social sciences, unless someone else, someone more qualified, said it first. At the same time, this method of knowledge production is a form of knowledge control, seldom allowing for genuinely original thought. The movie critic Roger Ebert described the burgeoning policing of language through political correctness as ventriloquism, an interesting analogy for several reasons.

Ventriloquism, as Mladen Dolar wrote in A Voice and Nothing More, is inherently uncanny, as if the dummy were possessed, haunted by its master’s voice. The dummy has no natural voice of its own, and neither, we assume, does the subject. We learn to speak in voices not of our body, practicing words and combinations of words, stringing them together, hoping for meaning, the miracle of communication. Yet these utterances come from elsewhere, we become media for strings of quotations, acceptable, safe, vetted, noted, checked and rechecked. Ventriloquism is also a mode of automation, the illusion of a two-way conversation with only one real mouth doing all the talking. A speechwriter’s words are forced through a politician’s mouth, just as Señor Wences seemed to make a head in a box say “S’alright!”

MIDI was perhaps the twentieth century’s most enduring standard for musical automation, another form of ventriloquism in which one machine’s voice, its signal data, controlled another machine’s voice. Or where one machine controlled a chorus of machines, voices dictated from a central command center. The wider internet network functions without central command; its users are largely automated to write and re-write and reinforce normative language, normative knowledge. Give everyone a word processor and everyone will start processing words. Give everyone a megaphone and everyone will start shouting over top each other. Give everyone a video camera and everyone will document images. Remember that libidinal energy animates all of this, and suddenly everyone is snapping pictures of their own genitalia and circulating them online. The process of automating sexual behaviour, of atomizing social subjects, quickly becomes normal. Millions of faceless assholes with megaphones, capturing and broadcasting automatically. Anonym-assholes reproducing blitzes of acceptable semiotic code. Leaving the only truths left outside mediation, in the realms of pure experience and unmediated memory, the transcendental field of imagination.

Roll camera, roll tape, roll type.. A pandemic is a horror film because it is a disguise for the accumulation and circulation of capital — the virus itself stands in, a placeholder in time.. Capitalism functions through time, buying or stealing time and with it the concept of temporality.. Capitalism is about stretching out moments in which more capital, more contagions, are produced.. The infinite fuckwithability of moments is to capital’s advantage, too, allowing for discrete testing and mass implementation in phases or waves.. Al Pacino sings “By the time I get to Phoenix, she’ll be rising..”

The high-frequency circulation of capital accelerated COVID-19’s circulation and so, too, accelerated the general temporal experience, the velocity of events itself an event. The virus bought some time to operate, and in doing so, donned capital’s mask. Time and capitalism are inextricably linked, like coiled serpents. Time is the table upon which the match plays out, the calendar quantifying and marking movement or stasis. Capital regulates those movements or apparent moments of repose and our perceptions of them. Streaming, scrolling time, inserting moments where there were none, wedging new events in between new events.

Think of this like time-stretching. Repeating events more rapidly, with increasingly incremental differences amongst them. Our perception of time, and thus of capital, is subject to revision, modulation, and ultimately collapse. Because running out of time, or of capital, is death. The ultimate horror. The extended perception of running out of time, or of capital, is a necessary affective setting for the controlled subject. But first, let’s spend some time with time. I will return eventually to Deleuze, Freud, and other thinkers and concepts to illustrate my logic, or lack of logic when the moment calls for its abandon.

In time, there exists inherent assumptions of sameness and change. After one second, nothing happens; or, after one second, something happens. Within this, there are still finer distinctions: what constitutes “something” happening within that second? What is the difference between something and nothing? How different must the next nothing be to become something? If many nothings occur time after time, are they identical or discrete, continuous or signs of separate moments, separate seconds? And what faculties do we have to conceive of, perceive, measure, record, interpret, and ascertain these repetitions or distinctions in time? What more than time? In this theatre, Eros is capital and Thanatos is time, subjecting Eros to repetitive accumulation. (C.f. Deleuze, Repetition and Difference, pp. 17-18.)

The repetition and difference of events during a time of crisis is necessarily faster than during moments of apparent normalcy — moments in which nothing discernibly different happens from moment to moment. The “new normal” that has been marked on the mass media calendar since well before the coronavirus pandemic sought to redefine a series of nothings as a series of somethings, a series of significant events, the acceleration of capital, and the perpetual sense of immanent death. This is the difference between lived and mediated time.

For the past fifty years, writing has been running behind culture, describing it, criticizing it, interpreting it, analyzing it. But writing precedes this current culture that desires analysis and interpretation. The work of words about other things. Words are wasted upon things. Words are wasted upon people. Words are wasted in time. Strewn to the four winds. Words are the Control virus because they can only ever be about other words, other myths. And if you know the myths and assemble them in an order fashionable to the Technopriests, favour may shine upon you. Clouds disappear. Writing is no longer behind culture, because writing has emancipated itself from the sound-image. The consensus recording. The master. How many masters does a recording require? His Master’s Voices implies a polytheistic world, out of control, parliamentary. It matters because speaking words together produces profound and shared understanding, durable and resilient knowhow. Practical telepathy. You don’t need to think, because you’ve already thought. For the past fifty years, music and film and fashion and commerce overtook the written word, which was once the only word, the semiotic system of communication of a sequence, ideal control. Control consisted of discrete letters, which needed to be assembled into words, words that followed in sequence to make meaning in the subject. Make meaning for the meaning-maker. Practical telepathy are the myth words together.

[Rapid Eye Movement #2 Cut-up Experiment #7]

Discrete death fashionable to think system. To make letters make meaning in the subject upon things, sequence death words 50 years myths into durable paragraphs consensus master. Culture been has behind writing, recording..

Exterior — Vancouver, 1996 — afternoon:

“Son, don’t split the street!”

“What?”

“Boy, don’t you know anything?”

“I must admit, I don’t.”

“Boy, you just done split the God damned street like a fool!”

“I don’t understa…”

“Of course you don’t understand, white boy. You don’t comprehend shit! Your mama ain’t never taught you not to split the damn street before?”

“I don’t understand, Spanky. What is ‘splitting the street’?”

“Shit boy, you dumber than you look.”

“Sorry, I wasn’t from around here.”

“Don’t matter, you ain’t got head smarts nor street smarts, now walk with me, boy…”

(con’t)

“You see, when you walkin’ together with your brother or sister and something come up on you, a signpost, a streetlamp, a fire hydrant — especially another brother — man, you don’t split the street. You walk with the one you’re with, you dig?”

“I understand, Spanky.”

“I didn’t ask your dumb ass if you understand, motherfucker, I said you dig?”

“I dig.”

“Now gimmetwodolla”

“I’m sorry, what did you say?”

“Mutha fuck I said gimmetwodolla!”

[“Ryan, I think he’s saying he wants two more dollars,”]

“Oh, okay, of course, Spanky..”

“Wait here (inaudible).”

Spanky the draft dodger ducks slyly into a hotel-apartment building off of East Hastings. Moments pass where nothing seems to happen. Buses splash rainwater on the greasy pavement. Suddenly, Spanky emerges from around a corner. All the prostitutes know him by name; they call to him from across the street: “Hey, Spanky! Looking good, honey!” And he would wave back, Afro puffs ballooning out from beneath a drab army hat soaked in junky sweat. The hookers loved Spanky because he never beat them. Spanky was a draft dodger, he couldn’t beat nobody. Not even two white kids from the West End. From under a passing bus, Spanky’s feet would always come shuffling, honest, to a fault, when many weren’t. Spanky was beyond control, he’d fought the law and won. He’d made the border, where there was only more golden triangle Control awaiting him. He was kind to me. I learned Spanky’s shuffle, dialect, learned that he had to learn my dialect, too. Who was I to tell Spanky that his Science was instead some form of junky superstition? Anyway, it worked one hundred percent of the time: we never got busted, nobody ever beat us on a score, and nobody died.

Interior — hospital bathroom — day: A girl with long brown hair holds her mobile camera phone up to the mirror. She lifts her dressing gown and sits provocatively on the sink, kneading her doughy buttocks. She turns her torso, facing the mirror, lifting the gown above her breasts, while training the camera eye on her infected figure. Cut.

My own stint in the flesh trade was mercifully brief — one day, or one night, to be more precise. A sleazy hustler called RRu used to hang around the pool halls and the cafés where teenagers would drink coffee, smoke cigarettes, read poetry. RRu was about forty-five years of age, a thinning shock of greasy brown hair, weasel eyes. He only stood about 5-foot-5, but RRu was an imposing presence on the Whyte Avenue scene in the 1990s. He said he’d come from Montreal, where he had been some kind of low-level operative for an organized crime syndicate. He must have crossed the wrong people and moved west to Edmonton, where nobody followed or cared to.

RRu never seemed to have a job; he traded mainly in stolen gear: stereos, musical instruments, and dope, which is how we came to know him. He used to invite us to his one-bedroom walk-up apartment to score weed and talk about classic rock. RRu’s flat was dreary, in a dingy building, halls that smelled forever of Hamburger Helper, cigarette smoke, laundry detergent. Everything brown. Nothing clean. RRu took a liking to us, mainly because we were nice, polite, suburban kids who always had a little money in our pockets. He also liked me in particular because I was a “beautiful kid with a beautiful mouth,” he said. One night, RRu casually mentioned that I could make a bit of extra money should I ever want to offer myself sexually. Lonely women, he said, would pay a tidy sum — several hundred dollars — for someone like me. I was nineteen. And this all sounded very sketchy. But after a few months, once junk from Vancouver caught up with me again, I remembered the proposition and inquired further.

There was a woman, RRu said, who paid him once a fortnight to service her libidinally. She was married, he said, to some middle manager for a drug ring, who was either oblivious or apathetic toward her infidelities. RRu had a steady racket going with her, but on several occasions, she’d asked him if he could find her someone young, someone fresh, me. RRu assured me that I could determine everything that would happen, nothing without consent, I could leave at any time. Thus, one night in the dead of a Canadian winter, RRu and I drove up to the north end in my mom’s Saab, parking outside of an unassuming postwar bungalow.

We rang the bell (ding!) and a very unattractive woman, mid-fifties, wiry grey hair, came to the door and invited us inside. In the living room were two boys, about eight and ten, sitting on the mint-green carpet watching television. The woman led us through the living room, through the kitchen, and into a master bedroom at the back of the house. The place felt sad and dark. I remember that the TV the kids were watching was one of those old cabinet jobs, a giant piece of furniture which had made a permanent dent in the carpet, and not moved exactly back into position, leaving a sliver of tamped-down carpet exposed. That’s the image that has stuck with me most, as if my mind chose to focus on the most innocuous of details in filing this grisly memory. The kitchen was strewn with dirty dishes, cups and saucers piled in the sink, crumbs and toast sweat on a stained countertop. The back bedroom was small with a bed in the center, a chest of drawers against one wall, a Christmas tree by the window. It seemed strange to me — a Christmas tree in the bedroom. A bedside table was littered with sex toys: a large black dildo, lubricants, a Taschen S&M coffee table book. Condoms. More spankhouse magazines. A paddle. Handcuffs. A bullwhip.





[Cut-up experiment #9]
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Language is a naked virus. I cannot remember where I heard this account, whether it is apocryphal or attributed to William S. Burroughs, but it concerns the title Naked Lunch. There is a moment when you are having lunch, seated across from your companion, about to raise a utensil towards your open mouth. The perfect instant that the fork or spoon crosses the threshold into your oral orifice, it’s said, is the subject at its most naked, most vulnerable, most revealing. This is how naked these words are, this report is. We’ve crossed the naked threshold. There is no return. We must carry on jusqu’au bout, as we say. The back bedroom is not a place to which I enjoy returning — not for you, not for anyone. But in the interest of accuracy and thoroughness, let the record state…

I had dressed in my best outfit, which was forthwith removed. I lay down on the bed crosswise. The woman is kneeling on all fours, with RRu already penetrating her from behind. He looks like a sweaty drunk riding a mechanical bull in a 1970s revisionist Western movie. The woman is enraptured further into a state of sexual arousal as she leans down and wraps her moist mouth around my penis and testicles. I’m lying there, motionless, shocked, unable to react or respond. I stare up at the ceiling fan. My foot nudges the Christmas tree, ringing bell ornaments together delicately (ding!).

Her mouth slurps — ugly, horrifying noises. She reaches orgasm quickly, letting out loud and heavy breaths — it is at this point that I cannot help but wonder what is happening on the other side of the bedroom door: What are those two boys hearing? Is this their mother? Are they there for another reason? Are they next?

RRu looks at me and smiles. He smacks the woman’s ass with a square slap, saying “that’s one for you, and none for us.” He removes himself from her vagina: “you wanna switch?” he asks. I see a window and decide to take it. I quickly dress, making up some kind of excuse that I must leave, and I must leave right now. I am terrified that there are two of them and only one of me, and they could have overpowered me and done whatever they’d wished. Somehow I got myself the hell out of that awful house, back into the safety of my mom’s Saab, the same Saab that had transported David Icke’s entourage from the airport, the same Saab that carried the family to and from the lake cabin in the summers. The Saab that would drive me forever away from selling my skin.

You might think that the exchange of money implies a consensual activity, but we all know from working at jobs we despise that the exchange of currency guarantees domination and control in spite of consent. The exchange of currency negates consent. It reduces every relation — especially sexual relations — to a transaction, a transmission, the ultimate violation. Even the most ardent sex worker cannot claim that they enjoy or consent to the majority of their jobs. As a footnote, I never received the several hundred dollars I was promised; I got a bag of not-very-good weed, and eventually death threats when I first reported this story to mutual friends. I was instructed in no uncertain terms to never speak of it again.

The point, you might be wondering, of divulging my own experience as a commodity in the libidinal economy, of addiction to junk, of being a playground for Control, is that this is absolutely the type of dirt the controller class, the 2000+, will dig up to shame, smear, and silence anyone who starts talking. It’s more common than we want to believe. I thought it prudent to show up with my own box of dirt — a maneuver learned from David Letterman among other shameless talkers who simply refuse to shut up. In case I ever decide to run for office. I have noticed that once people start talking, it becomes their entire life. Which is one reason that I’ve been reluctant to file this report. I suppose this is my life now.

Let’s remember that William S. Burroughs was, in addition to being one of the sharpest investigators of Control society, allowed to operate under the very controls he sought to expose. His family’s fortune was built upon the Burroughs Adding Machine, a patent mass-control mechanism. Plus junk, booze, nicotine, and when there was no junk, his favourite cocktail: vodka and Coke.

In all the research I’ve done since my exit from the academy, the control drug that’s been hiding in plain sight was always Coca-Cola. My interest in avant-garde electronic music led me in 2016 to begin investigating the relationships between the music and soft drink industries, and specifically Red Bull’s investment in seemingly marginal music scenes.15 I was curious to understand what about extreme noise or drone or breakcore music seemed valuable to companies that pedalled some form of caffeinated sugar-water. What I discovered went much deeper than simply a brand exercise at co-opting communities that might reside outside of traditional marketing strategies. What I discovered was a web of industries — sugar, bottles and cans, beverages, retailers, advertisers — acting in unison to enrich themselves regardless of (or more sinister, in spite of) the costs to human health, environmental degradation, social justice, not to mention the very creative communities these industries claimed to support.

Even though we all know that plastic bottles and tin cans have been littering up the world’s land and water, the American bottling industry consistently lobbies state and federal governments to resist recycling initiatives. Even though we all know that Big Gulps and Super-Sized soft drinks cause childhood obesity, the American beverage industry regularly pressures lawmakers against passing “soda taxes” aimed at covering the increasing healthcare costs incurred from the overconsumption of these sickly-sweet products.

In 2016, the Associated Press reported that the American Beverage Association, the industry group that represents soft drink manufacturers like Coke and Red Bull, had been caught in an elaborate scam to pay dieticians and other health experts to post critical statements towards proposed soda taxes through their personal social media accounts. Ah yes, immutable science! Once again obscuring more truths than it reveals, in the interests of industry, corporate profits, and ultimately, control over the otherwise uncontrollable. It is shocking but unsurprising to learn that Black American children were almost twice as likely to encounter soft drink ads than their white neighbours. A fundamentally racist control operation. One of many.

There is a reason that the United States chose to couple food and drugs under one administration: food is drugs. There is a reason that they chose to group together alcohol, tobacco, and firearms: alcohol and tobacco are armaments, incendiary explosives detonated against their own people. These two agencies which the American public charge with their health and safety are really in the business of controlling the entire country’s population, beginning with the most basic, affective stimuli. Addiction is control, after all. Beyond addiction is death — Control’s constant door number three. Resistance (which is submission) or death for the ultimately uncooperative subject, the subject beyond the media’s reach, “the unreachables” who are more and more frequently unplugging from the Control network altogether.

In the West, we’re plied daily with these substances. Caffeine accelerates us, nicotine regulates our moods and ensures that we keep touching our mouths with dirty fingers (if ever there were an industry that supported respirators and ventilators, tobacco is it), sugars ebb and flow through our circulatory systems, firing and misfiring synapses, and alcohol pacifies us into routine stupor, as if we’ve become a society of Elvises circa 1976. Remember what happened to the King? He died on the porcelain throne.

The table upon which these frames play out is the field of experience, the actual lived sensations to which we’re subjected, and especially those that we’ve supposedly choosen for ourselves, because those are often the most insidious. The affective turn of the twenty-first century properly accompanies these daily legal highs, setting out courses of mediation, and thus of experience and thought. Practice makes a perfect subject. This is why the transcendental field becomes so important — a counter-practice making constant interventions in the Control practice. Never resisting, only intervening, disrupting, upsetting order.

I’d been growing tomatoes in the house, starting in small plastic containers placed in the window. After about a week, I noticed that the seeds had sprouted little green chutes with little green leaves tilting toward the sun. Some days, I would turn the container around, and within twenty to thirty minutes, the plants had already changed course, tilting back the opposite way.

The plants didn’t need to be informed of the change in position; they sensed it via pure experience. They didn’t need the BBC or Fox News to interrupt their regularly scheduled programming with an update about which way to grow to maximize photosynthesis. The tomatoes exist in the transcendental realm of pure experience, and surely exhibit another order of intelligence that we as rational, skeptical, cynical creatures have either forgotten or never possessed in the first place.

When the playing field shifts, we don’t need to be told to change direction. It is implicit in the anthropocentric, human-exceptionalist worldview that our rational choices will prevail and naturally preserve rather than destroy us, that given the choice, we, too, will naturally tilt toward the light. But some asshole keeps coming along and turning our container around, deliberately keeping us in the dark.

There was pervasive mistrust in the 1990s of media and institutions, governments and corporations. Rage Against the Machine taught a generation of teenagers to rage against the machine. A general skepticism emerged in film, music, and art following the first Iraq War and the economic depression that ensued. Subgenres like cyberpunk and gangsta rap revealed a changing set of attitudes and expectations about civil society. Skepticism turned to cynicism, however, in the new millennium. 9/11 represented the first great reset of the new century; it was as if all cultural momentum stopped in its tracks, afraid to move forward into uncertainty, preferring instead to retreat back into a more comfortable, more knowable, more controllable past. Simultaneously, ever more depressing and fatalistic mediations began to take root in popular and unpopular culture. The critic Simon Reynolds called it “retromania,” the compulsive shuttling back and forth through media history, replicating bygone styles with a decidedly dystopian flair. But accompanying and seemingly counter to this was what Henry A. Giroux called in his book The Violence of Organized Forgetting “the disimagination machine.”

Here we can identify twin impulses competing; the desire to endlessly commemorate, and also the drive to remake history, to edit and revise past events in order to make them once again new, “novel” — a mutation of history. Fuckwithable. The sheer onslaught of mediations accelerated throughout the 2010s to such a pace that it seemed that time itself was neither moving forward nor backward, that we were stuck in some timeless nightmare. This is just perception, of course, and a convenient one for the current-day Controllers, the Technopriests, the biopharma bros, the 2000+. The effects of collectively filling our consciousness with premediative texts was what Mark Fisher at the end of the introduction to his unfinished final work, Acid Communism, called “consciousness deflation.” This is precisely the opposite of what cultural producers were attempting in the 1960s, or even the 1990s. The idea now is to have no idea other than the idea of mediation, preferably premediation, and preferably depressively hedonic premediation. Disimagination. Can you imagine?

Digital media and technology facilitate this process. Since March 2020, we have suffered a consciousness deflation update, as more and more premediative ideas entered into consciousness through mediated channels. I don’t want to speculate what the endgame is here, so as to not be part of the premediative disimagination machine. What I would rather do, in the interest of nothing less than everything, is to start imagining better. Imagination is where the future is manufactured. By constantly imagining variations of our own demise, we have precipitated it, and played directly into the hands of those who stand to gain the most from chaos, disease, and death.

It is a meaningful, almost unimaginable coincidence that on April 30th, 2020, the New York Times movie critics A.O. Scott and Manohla Dargis invited a nation to a virtual viewing party of Spike Lee’s 1989 film Do the Right Thing, and on May 25th, less than one month later, George Floyd, a forty-six-year-old Black American man was killed by Minneapolis police officers resulting in a very Do-the-Right-Thing-esque tragedy unfolding across America and spreading around the world. In much the same way that coronavirus spread, a new movement, which was actually a movement already underway — the black ball, the game’s most valuable, poised to drop, just on the edge of the pocket — became another sort of pandemic, threatening the fragile stability of society and its tentative steps toward normalcy. Let’s call this “premediative synchronicity” (although a curious case, as the film in question is more accurately remediated prior to its premediation).

Carl Jung proves useful here, as an observer of the phenomenon of synchronicity. (C.f. Jung, Synchronicity, 1960.) Synchronicity tends to be meaningful for the subject experiencing the coincidence; there inclines to be a sense of causality around certain coincidences. Like the 1898 publication of Morgan Robertson’s novel The Wreck of the Titan: Or, Futility, which foretold a story eerily similar to the sinking of the RMS Titanic approximately fourteen years later. Although these two events did not take place at once, they bore a semiotic inseparability: a distinction that Jung would call “synchronistic” rather than “synchronous.”

The collective re-watching of Spike Lee’s tragedy induced a shared psychic state that could neither be recorded nor measured, but which nonetheless corresponded to an emergent series of events. The correlation is undoubtedly dreamlike, an unverifiable curiosity, and one that can only be observed in hindsight. That is, it is impossible to determine reciprocal causality before the corresponding event takes place. But given that synchronistic events appear to display “elective affinities,” or tendencies to follow psychic suggestion, we can reasonably suppose that the foreseeable often becomes the just-seen, the déja-vu.

Premediative synchronicity defies rational explanation. It seems insane to suggest such a thing. Yet suggest we must if we are to approach a re-inflated state of consciousness. Whether or not there was a strictly causal relationship, Event 201 premediated the COVID-19 crisis; Do the Right Thing in April premediated the tragic death of George Floyd and the Black Lives Matter protests of May and June, and the media calendar premediated these words that I am now typing. This is all I have ever written; all I will ever write. It is a constant process of connecting and reconnecting, configuring and reconfiguring, recording and remembering, imagining and reimagining, writing and revising, the movement drawing the line. How to reclaim control over the uncontrollable — society, reality, consciousness, virus? Here we must go further into time — further back and faster — but also further into time as a structuring concept, how we understand experience in relation to time, and ultimately, just as we must constantly question the validity of the very profitable “science” being proffered today, we would do well to question the assumptions that we hold about time’s universality, its regularity, and its inherently forward trajectory.

In 2010, I defended my doctoral comprehensive exams with a document pretentiously titled “Toward an Ethical Politics of Vibration Through the Tools of New Media.” It was the most important thing I’d done as a scholar. And then I promptly forgot about it. The project was intended to be the beginning of a dissertation proposal on the history of the idea of frequency. Admittedly, this was a little ambitious. But the reasons I forgot about it were twofold: 1: my Ph.D. supervisor told me that the topic was so big that if I tackled it in one lifetime it would be miraculous, and 2: because of the retromaniacal, consciousness-deflating, disimagination machine. I abandoned precisely the principles that I knew to be correct and believed naively instead that the Technopriests couldn’t possibly have as bad intentions as many in and outside Silicon Valley were warning. I forgot about it because I allowed myself to be wiped every day in front of a screen which was purpose-built for that reason.

There is a joke I like to fall back on, one which I’ve told in my first book, as well as at lectures and conferences, which I will recount again here. It’s a joke about a man who every day crosses over the border with a wheelbarrow full of sand. Every day, a suspicious border guard sifts through every grain of that sand, and, finding nothing, is obliged to let the man pass over the border. Every day, same man with a wheelbarrow of sand, every day, same suspicious border guard with a sieve. Until finally, the border guard is working his last day on the job. He politely asks: “I know you’ve been smuggling something across the border, I don’t care anymore. I’m retiring tomorrow. But please, put my mind at ease and just tell me what you’ve been sneaking across the border!” To which the man replies, “I thought it was obvious, I’ve been smuggling wheelbarrows!”

The McLuhanian interpretation (at the risk of destroying the humour by introducing communication studies theory) is that it’s about the medium, not the message. In fact, the medium is the message. But further to this explanation is the idea that the container is the object of inquiry, not its contents. It’s not about Coke or Pepsi or Red Bull, it’s about cans and bottles and sugar. It’s not about synthesizers and samplers or even computers and mobile devices; it’s about the networks and protocols upon which those devices operate. It wasn’t about whatever else that was occupying my attention through any given media channel, it was about mediation itself. With the acceleration of mediations — about popular culture and politics, about COVID-19, respected news outlets, dubious news outlets, banned voices — comes the acceleration of the diversion away from the medium, and the never-ending occupation (obsession) with the message. We need to stop our compulsive sifting and remember that it’s about the league not the sport; the brotherhood not the brothers; the series not the episode; the platform not the series; the label not the artist, and so forth. Don’t be wiped! Don’t sift, because what you’re looking for is not even hidden. It’s obviously the container, not the contents, the wheelbarrow, not the sand. Stick to the task at hand.

Sigmund Freud made an extraordinary attempt to theorize the frequency of human consciousness in a 1925 article titled “A note upon the ‘Mystic Writing Pad’.” Freud compares our perceptual apparatus to the Mystic Writing Pad, which was a children’s toy similar in spirit to an Etch-A-Sketch. The Mystic Writing Pad consisted of a wax resin surface covered by two sheets, one made of thin wax paper and a second protective sheet fashioned from translucent celluloid. One could write or draw upon the Mystic Writing Pad, and then pull up the sheets to erase the inscriptions and start again with a fresh, blank surface. Freud draws an astute analogy at the conclusion of his meditation: “the celluloid and waxed paper cover with the system (Perception-consciousness), and its protective shield, the wax slab with the unconscious behind them, and the appearance and disappearance of the writing with the flickering-up and passing away of consciousness in the process of perception.” (Freud, 1925, p. 211.)

For Freud, the unconscious “stretches out feelers” into the world and then quickly retracts them when they have sampled sufficient stimuli: “If we imagine one hand writing upon the surface of the Mystic Writing Pad,” Freud concludes, “while another periodically raises its covering sheet from the wax slab, we shall have a concrete representation of the way in which I tried to picture the functioning of the perceptual apparatus of our mind.” (ibid, p. 212.)

What Freud hints at here but doesn’t quite spell out is the factor of time. The rate at which our unconscious stretches out, retracts, and records stimuli from the world could be considered our consciousness frequency. Moreover, these frequencies are not fixed, thus time only appears to us as a seamless stream; it is merely the way our material bodies, our interfaces, experience reality. It’s as if we were reality-sampling machines with different sample rates between us, some slightly higher, some a little lower.

Media, however, appear to us at fixed frequencies. There is the reason that film, for example, is projected at 24 (actually 48, because of the shutter) frames per second: like a flip book, our brains smear the discrete images into one continuous unfolding event. Just as digital audio is reproduced at 44,100 times per second, tricking our ears into believing we are hearing seamless sound rather than a very fast series of separate sounds, so, too, our perceptual faculties sample discrete impulses from the world around us and reassemble them into our consciousness. We are media. We are memory.

The function of the new media Control calendar, though, is to a: increase the speed with which the proverbial hands write and erase experience, and b: outsource more and more of our natural abilities to technology. The iPad not only records our impressions, but it also stores them for retrieval and transmission. The cumulative effect of this outsourcing and acceleration is a new and not necessarily better kind of consciousness, Michael Taussig’s “Erlebnis” — “a rapid-fire mode of experiencing in which an experience, so long as it is not extreme, burns out as soon as it is born. And it is scattered…” (Taussig, 2020, p. 425.) In addition to extending our capacity for memory, these screens to which we are chained daily also wipe out and reset our system of consciousness at ever-increasing tempos. Now you’ve been wiped.





[Cut-up experiment #10]
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On October 23rd, 2017, the snooker champion Steve Davis was in Budapest to delight the Hungarian crowd with a display of trick shots. Davis began the exhibition with some amicable banter about not knowing how to speak Hungarian and being told instead to speak very slowly in English. Davis, who also provides professional snooker commentary, quickly developed an easy rapport with the largely non-Anglophone audience.

“First trick shot,” Davis says: “Easy trick shot: black ball in this corner pocket.” An overhead camera angle reveals a configuration of thirteen red balls, two groups of three, one group of two, a single red butted up against the black cushion, and a five-ball plant — four reds and a black — lined up in the opposite corner. “I’m going to hit the cue ball,” Davis explains, “onto this two-ball plant… second red, side cushion, five-ball plant, black along the cushion, past this red…”

Teasingly, Davis moves the red out of the intended pathway. The crowd chuckles. “Enough! I’ll put this back,” he quips, replacing the red ball along the cushion about smack-dab in the middle of the table. “While this is happening, cue ball comes off this red, cannons this red out of the way. That’s the trick part. Black, in off this red.” Davis then picks up one of the groups of three reds in one hand, and the second group of three reds in the other, saying “These three reds, these three reds? Nothing to do with this shot.” The crowd howls. “They’re there to confuse you. To confuse you, to make it look a lot harder. Because if I took them away,” Davis says, rolling the pack of six red balls momentarily off to the side, “well, that’s easy!” Davis replaces the two triads of reds to their original position. “It’s more difficult now, isn’t it?”

He proceeds to line up against the cue ball and sink the shot precisely as intended. All of the balls, however, including those Davis explained were unnecessary, are nonetheless scattered across the table. The crowd applauds, unsure of what they’ve just witnessed. It happens so quickly that a slow-motion instant replay is necessary to trace the trajectory. But Davis has practiced this shot hundreds of times, knows the precise angle at which to strike the cue ball, sending it first into a two-ball plant, then into the five-ball thread, first red knocking middle red out of the way of the black, and the black dropping effortlessly into the corner pocket.

Davis is in total control of the table. He knows which balls are involved in the shot, which balls aren’t, and the degree of accuracy with which he needs to strike the cue ball for the trick shot to work. There is little margin for error. But the extra six balls give the impression to the amateur viewer that Davis is in control of every aspect of the shot. In truth, he isn’t. In truth, he doesn’t need to be. The balls aren’t essential to the trick, and so it matters not whether they are struck, or where on the table they end up. Here we have yet another snooker metaphor for the coronavirus Control operation. Many of those affected by the virus, by the lockdowns, by the protests, are unnecessary red balls, simply situated to give the appearance of complexity. They were disturbed, yes, but it didn’t matter where or to what end. They’re there to confuse you, so it doesn’t look so easy.

Well before the coronavirus crisis, the table was already being set for the swift and sweeping changes the world is now being asked to accept unconditionally. The Oxford English Dictionary’s word of 2014 was “vape,” a gift to the multimillion-dollar industry addicting youth at alarming rates, no doubt. But one of the OED’s close runners up that year was “normcore,” a fashion trend advanced via a tongue-in-cheek “report on freedom” by a mysterious trend forecasting group called K-HOLE. “Demography is dead,” the report reads, “yet marketers will quietly invent another generation on demand.”

The authors of K-HOLE’s reports apparently created them half-jokingly, until a sufficient audience started taking them seriously — particularly the section on normcore. The K-HOLE report encourages its readers to act “basic”: “Having mastered difference, the truly cool attempt to master sameness.” “THE NEW WORLD ORDER OF BLANKNESS,” the report recklessly proclaims. “To be truly Normcore, you need to understand that there is no such thing as normal.” K-HOLE’s creators insisted that normcore was more than a trend in fashion to wear bland and unremarkable clothing; it was a “mode,” an ideology that would guide youth through the evermore complex and potentially dangerous future. Don’t stand out; adapt immediately; don’t just accept but embrace a life of consumption. These are precisely the qualities that make it easy for the cultural controllers, the 2000+, the Technopriests, the pharma bros, the brand bullies, the fossil fuel industry, the global cult, to wipe and remake entire groups of people, to institute new-normal scenarios, and new new-normal scenarios, and have them taken up at once.

Doubtless, the authors of K-HOLE thought that they were being ever so hilarious, putting their fingers on the pulse of a growing nihilism, an edgy, premediative cynicism that had begun to dominate popular culture in the wake of the September 11th attacks. But their report is dark-arts premediation, a form of cultural grooming not unlike the type of grooming that sexual predators employ. Get them while they’re young, make them feel understood, then make them complicit. Produce subjects like Apple produces iPhones — industrially. By spreading the normcore virus, K-HOLE helped to create the conditions for the mass destruction of difference and diversity, the very things that make us human, unique, special, interesting, important, necessary.

Normcore wasn’t just a bad fashion trend, it was a terrible ideology, unforgivably pessimistic in spirit, a self-serving exercise for a little brand consultancy company in New York City with aspirations of enduring hipness. K-HOLE has since crafted marketing strategies for Coach, Kickstarter, Stella Artois, and received coverage in major media outlets including Wired, Fast Company, and the New York Times. Normcore is a case of sterilizing the masses, a campaign not unlike Lysol’s ads encouraging young women to clean their vaginas with harsh chemicals, chemicals that were used to sterilize those earmarked for genocide. Normcore has also, curiously, enjoyed surprising longevity for a harmless trend, suggesting its usefulness as a mechanism of mass control. If there is strength in diversity, deliberate enunciations of sameness are profoundly weakening, suspiciously fascist, and precisely what the 2000+ want.

“The word is now a virus,” Burroughs wrote in The Ticket That Exploded: “The flu virus may have once been a healthy lung cell. It is now a parasitic organism that invades and damages the lungs. The word may have once been a healthy neural cell. It is now a parasitic organism that invades and damages the central nervous system. Modern man has lost the option of silence. Try halting your sub-vocal speech. Try to achieve even ten seconds of inner silence. You will encounter a resisting organism that forces you to talk. That organism is the word. In the beginning was the word. In the beginning of what exactly? ... What we call history is the history of the word. In the beginning of that history was the word.” (Burroughs, 1967, pp. 49-50.)

Once we accept the word’s power, we must also accept that most words are not worth writing. To write a word is to risk an outbreak of unprecedented proportion. Silent subjects as word containers, isolated and distanced from other silent subjects. “This is not here”: This was a slogan printed on T-shirts in the early 2000s by a company called Engrish. Hysterical Yoko Ono-like malaprops, misappropriations, a line of clothing based entirely on one joke from a bad 1980s sitcom, perpetuated by a bigoted youth, children of the suburbs, TV babies, online to the extreme… Hardwired… Hardened by being wired permanently… These are the children now being asked to adapt and accept the new-normal: routine swabbings, getting hosed down like a patient in a psychiatric prison just to get groceries, every moment of outdoor life shrouded in suspicion.. Weaponized bodies.. Forget traditional violence, forget sexual violence, violence now manifests invisibly, without contact, contactless violence, a violence proper to our frictionless society, our seamless technological state. No membranes. The invisibility of the interface..





“Do we have time for this?” “How’re we doing on time?” “Are we right on time?” “We’re right on time?” “How much time do we have left?” “We’re out of time?”

In the 1979 film Time after Time starring Mary Steenburgen and Malcolm McDowell, McDowell plays the science fiction writer H.G. Wells, who invents a time machine which Jack the Ripper hijacks, conveniently for the San Francisco-in-1979-based filmmakers, to 1979 San Francisco. In a key scene, McDowell takes Steenburgen on a trip into the future to convince her that he had indeed achieved time travel. They don’t go far, just a few days forward. Upon arrival, Steenburgen walks into a lobby and surveys a newspaper. When she notices the publication date, she knows McDowell’s machine worked.

In Back to the Future, the original 1985 film starring Michael J. Fox as Marty McFly and Christopher Lloyd as Doc Emmett Brown, Marty accidentally drives Brown’s DeLorean time machine into the past. Even though Marty is surrounded by period cars, soda fountains and gasoline stations with a dozen employees, he isn’t truly convinced of his place in time until he sees a newspaper dated November 5th, 1955.

In the sixth episode of David Lynch and Mark Frost’s ABC television series, Twin Peaks, the Laura Palmer doppelgänger character, Maddy Ferguson, played by Sheryl Lee, attempts to lure Dr. Jacoby, played by Russ Tamblyn, to the town gazebo. To prove to Dr. Jacoby that Madeline was indeed Laura Palmer, Ferguson videotapes herself holding up the most recent issue of the local newspaper. “That’s today’s paper, doc,” she says.

Just as the bells told the monks when to rise, when to eat, when to pray, when to kneel, when to eat again, when to pray again, and when to go back to sleep, media regulate our timelines. We wouldn’t even know where we were in time if it weren’t for the daily newspaper — the “Times” — which today is not a paper but rather a screen, a timeline, a scrambled, fuckedwith feed. The calendar transposed upon another more predictable calendar, one designed to ring the bell and take the money. But we’re not yet at the end of the page, so fuck the ding.

The rapper Flava Flav wore a clock around his neck. It was on one hand an absurd fashion statement, a ridiculous accoutrement. On another hand, the minute hand, it was a reclamation of timekeeping, a repossession of temporality, a denial of the temporal regulation of Control. On still another hand, the second and fastest hand, it was the rejection of time as a regulating order. Coloured People Time, or more commonly CP time, was a derogatory term used to insinuate that people of colour were always late, had no sense of punctuality, and therefore were worth less to the system of production which rested its worth upon the dictum: time is money. At the same time, Black Americans were integral to the assembly lines of Motor City, to the rhythm of industry, drum people who operated the capital calendar. There’s white time, the time of newspapers, the date, the circulation, always posted in a gesture of compensation, and there is time coloured by domination, injustice, and exploitation. Time spent in bondage is the real CP Time — a life sentence.

At the beginning of the lockdown in Montreal, I needed something to watch, something soothing, something that could inconspicuously play in the background like a media meditation. I tried all sorts of sports: football was too boring; bowling was more obnoxious that I ever would have imagined. I settled on old snooker matches instead. Something about the clack of the balls, the long stretches of silence, the gentle commentary, the usually civilized crowds, which made it all the more notable when they weren’t — all of this added up to a perfect self-isolation tonic. Nothing like a game that’s best-of-19 and lasts six hours to completely zone out of the unfolding horrifying realities.

It quickly became clear that snooker wasn’t a distraction, though. In choosing snooker, I was trying to tell myself something, my subconscious was screaming at me to see the coronavirus crisis — and all the countless tabula rasa operations that came before it — as part of some symbolic snooker tournament. The control with which the professional snooker player must play, the alchemical symbolism of the sport, and the understanding that we are ultimately only playing against ourselves struck me as incredibly profound, and impossible to ignore.

I studied the various styles of different players: Ding Junhui is exceptionally precise and surprisingly sensitive; Steve Davis is slow and methodical and theatrical; Ronnie O’Sullivan is either in or out of the groove, up and down like a whore’s drawers. I can relate. O’Sullivan and I had other commonalities, too: a wildly fucked up childhood and adolescence, an early introduction to the wicked ways of the world, and the practice to do the practice, to deal with the trauma, to beat the opponent, and thus beat that lesser drive within, to once again be in control of the inherently uncontrollable.

I got to enjoy the sound of the commentators’ voices, the stoic English/Welsh/Scottish/Irish accents. I could quickly identify who was calling any match. Willie Thorne was a commentary box favourite, his soft and subtle voice never dominating, always positive, genuine, kind sounding. I was saddened to read on June 19th that Thorne passed away after a lengthy battle against leukaemia. I resolved to seek out some of Thorne’s classic performances, beginning on YouTube with his 1986 World Championship match against then-seventeen-year-old prodigy Stephen Hendry. The clip begins with title cards displaying basic stats on both players: age, seed rank, etc. The sound of the presenter’s voice immediately rang a bell. Of course, it was David Icke.

I remembered that Icke had been a football player, but I did not know or expect that he had anchored this intensely symbolic game for the BBC. Icke has ever since been calling the big snooker match; I’m surprised he doesn’t talk about it more. It was weird, it was eerie. It was hilarious. To see Icke in talking-head mode, dark jacket, crisp shirt, striped tie, chatting from the past into this strange future in which events more and more play out like some cruel mythical snooker tournament, the odds stacked incredibly in favour of the already heavily favoured. The spark of seeing Icke was distilled quintessence of synchronicity, the golden speedball of memory, the return of the repressed unconscious, a possible line of flight.

Everything looked grim for Ronnie O’Sullivan during the quarterfinals of the 2013 Champion of Champions tournament against perennial favourite rival Ding Junhui. After beating Mark Davis 4-0 in the first round, O’Sullivan had scrambled to hold on against Ding, who won the match’s opening three frames. O’Sullivan came back to make it 4-2, then 5-3, and winning the next two frames to force an 11th game decider.

O’Sullivan begins the frame with a standard break-off shot at the Ricoh Arena in Coventry. Ding takes an extra beat to line up his first shot, potting a red ball into the side pocket, to a polite round of applause from the audience. Ding then proceeds to sink the blue, landing perfectly on another red to the black-end corner. He confidently pots the black ball, leaving a slight angle on another red to the same black-end corner pocket. Ding pots the black and another red. Another black, another red, and Ding now leads the frame 31-0, landing nearly square on the blue ball, which he pots. Another red goes into the corner. Ding pots the black, cannoning into the pack of reds, and pots another red into the baulk-end corner pocket. Ding pots the blue. Applause. Ronnie O’Sullivan sips his water. Ding follows up his shot with a safety into the remaining reds, leaving the ball behind the brown, and leading O’Sullivan by fifty points.

Knowing he has no line, O’Sullivan responds with an even safer safety, sending the cue ball flush against the baulk cushion. It should then have been an easy game of safety for Ding, but O’Sullivan spots a red ball to the black corner and quickly pots it, on the board with a single point for the first time in the frame. O’Sullivan pots the pink, another red, the yellow, the orphan red stranded behind the baulk end, the blue, another red, the blue to the side, the bottom red, the black, the black-end red, the black, the red which was nearly touching the pink, leaving himself on the black, which follows.

Another red and the black put O’Sullivan ahead 54-50. O’Sullivan pots the yellow and the green, defeat written on Ding’s face. O’Sullivan leaves an awkward angle on the brown, which he sinks, coming to rest on an even more awkward angle on the blue. Ding senses his last chance, snookering O’Sullivan on the blue. O’Sullivan escapes but Ding snookers him again.

Ding decides to take on the blue to the side pocket, but it bounces off the jaw, setting O’Sullivan up for a shot to the corner pocket. He misses, to the shock of the crowd. But Ding’s nerves are rattled. He, too, misses the blue to the side, and by a wide margin. The blue goes in, snookering Ding, who fouls off the black ball. O’Sullivan finally squares up and pots the pink, winning the frame 81-50, and the match 6-5. The opponents shake hands and exchange mutual congratulations. O’Sullivan advances to the semi-finals where he triumphs 6-5 over Neil Robertson, only to lose 10-8 to Stuart Bingham in the final round.

Just when you think you’re down, you can be back up in an instant, and just as instantaneously you can be back down again. O’Sullivan’s lesson is a philosophical one: to keep playing and play with grace. Make the most of every opportunity at the table, and if necessary, lose with pride, knowing there are no real losers in a good tournament. We’ve witnessed some solid play from across the league during this coronavirus Control operation..

Affect is a space, a time-space, a space-in-time between experience and recognition, between experience and elation, between experience and trauma. Think of when you stub your toe: it takes a brief second to fully feel the pain; you accidentally kick the table leg and immediately you know that pain cheque is in the post. Affect is the cut-in, the splice, the changeover. Affect is Freud’s feelers, and the time it takes for them to taste experience and then file it away into consciousness. Affect is a series of utterances followed by a series of interpretations. Affect is frequency, a trick of the mind, which makes us believe in the contiguity of movement, of experience, of time. We’d do well to learn the trick, and how to control it.

Affect is the space in time where nearly infinite potentialities become one occurrence, where all the premediations collapse into the relentlessly inevitable. We must fight Erlebnis, and prolong, to borrow a phrase from Lawrence Ferlinghetti, the time of useful consciousness. I’m not big on the we-must-this and we-must-that genre of critical theory, but I am only the most recent to try in some ham-fisted way, pounding out words on an archaic machine to suggest that the media virus has infected our collective experience just as coronaviruses infect healthy cells and turn them into sick ones, just as junk infects the healthy subject and replaces his or her or their freedom with junk sickness, just as traumatic events replace rational reactions with irrational ones, waiting to be triggered in often unexpected and inopportune ways.. like Elaine from Seinfeld, awkwardly dancing to any music, dancing against her best interests, unable to control her own body’s response to specific stimuli.

Regaining control after the media virus means regaining and thus modulating the frequency of consciousness, taking the ten down to a three when necessary, or cranking it up to eleven when appropriate. The psychologist and economist Daniel Kahneman in his 2011 book Thinking, Fast and Slow proposes two systems of the mind: System I, which operates “automatically and quickly”, seemingly of its own volition, and System II, which “allocates attention to the effortful mental activates that demand it.” (Kahneman, 2011, pp. 20-21.) System I approaches a sort of purity of experience. System II is the deliberative, interpretive process, the voice of reason. The coronavirus crisis has forced the majority of the world into ambient System I mode: just as soon as one experience is felt, another one is introduced before it can be recognized. Erlebnis. What is more, our individual System I’s are pitted against one another, bombarded with increasingly singular, complex experiences through mediated networks that silently observe and learn and come to anticipate what our System II’s might do — the outcome of every trick shot calculated to a degree of certainty that ensures the most profitable consequence. Kahneman is quick to point out that System I is most prone to error; System II is essentially present to confirm or reject System I’s initial findings, like a peer-review process for consciousness. That process has been figuratively and literally compressed, reduced, and it will be to everyone’s detriment should we not be able to a: reinstitute System II’s judgemental influence, and b: prolong the timespan, the affective spacetime between experience and recognition.

Toward the end of his life, Gilles Deleuze was even more concerned than usual with the process of actualization he called “Immanence.” Immanence is the flickering into existence of the imminent, the perpetual fixing of contingency, chance, chaos into order. Deleuze opens his final essay, titled “Immanence: A Life,” a discussion of the transcendental field, with a robust suggestion for oscillations in the frequency of experience — Deleuze calls it “a pure a-subjective current of consciousness, an impersonal pre-reflexive consciousness, a qualitative duration of consciousness without self.” (Deleuze, 1997, p. 3.)

Deleuze eloquently describes the transcendental field that quantum physics seeks to understand, the transcendental field that transcendental meditation makes accessible, Freud’s notion of cathexis, the cut-up continuum. Once again, we return to the power of imagination and intention, an ethics.

“Immanence, A Life” was Deleuze grasping desperately at an ethics that would absolve him, and us, in the event of the Divine’s existence. He proposed a “Homo tantum,” a unique yet universal state, “neutral and beyond good and evil since only the subject which incarnated it in the midst of things rendered it good or bad.” (ibid, pp. 4-5.) Deleuze seems to present immanence as a moral objective, an imperative, his final prescription, a last gasp, surprisingly full of hope for the awakening of transcendental consciousness. For Deleuze, consciousness is continuous, time is not — time is made up of “meantimes (des entre-temps),” between moments — our collective subjectivity “made of virtualities, events, singularities.” (ibid.) It is this process of infinite becoming that the coronavirus and other Control-based crises interrupt, reorienting time, separating subjects, subdividing affinities and allegiances, an assault on Homo tantum, revaluing certain lives as essential or expendable. These crises are premediated through the media Control calendar, only appearing random — not because of illiteracy, but because of hyper-literacy, the dromological Semioblitz constantly refreshing, constantly updating, constantly wiping. The simple reason that these things — pandemics, racist violence, terminal unrest — keep happening is because they already happened. (Pre-recorded.) Tonight’s episode is a rerun. Even these déja-vu words dreamt up and performed, activated, made mobile through virus lines.

Jesus commanded his disciples to love one another because he knew they wouldn’t do so if it was just a suggestion; few would tick that box voluntarily. What Deleuze calls for in his final publication is an army of “possible forms” to transform virtual immanence “into something transcendent.” Sounds vague on the surface of it, but there are many possible forms these “possible forms” could take. Deleuze suggests recognizing the “Homo tantum” as a first step: the inherent and irrepressible value of a life divorced from its productive value, the existence of self and other in absence of evaluative criteria, the ultimate dignity of every person. If a few possible forms were dedicated to this project, we’d start to solve some major problems. And if and when there were crises, we’d be far better poised to confront them head-on, together. This is not progressive politics, but what Brian Massumi called a “processual” ethics.” (T6.) What we value — those goods and services dubbed essential, but also the big table upon which this tournament forever continues — is too valuable to be controlled by 2000+ billionaires, the Technopriests, the biopharma lip-licking lizards, and those who willingly or unwittingly bid on their behalf. A revaluation of value would produce a post-capitalist field in which injustice would no longer be necessary, no longer be of any value to Control.





And I’ve got a strong urge to fly,

But I’ve got nowhere to fly to

Fly too

Fly two

Fly 2

Fli II

Fl

This is a war, and it’s only just begun. It is a war on knowledge and its control. When the controllers have control of the production, legitimation, and dissemination of information, then we have capitulated as knowledge producers, legitimators, disseminators. It is a war on the next generation, whose finest experiences of reality will be fundamentally altered as the war rages on. Channels are closing as I type out these final warning words. This is not premediation; if you have studied these calendars closely, judge for yourself. This is a culture war — on the elderly, the colourful, the disconnected, the poor, the most vulnerable. They were our first casualties — the unsuspecting. It is a war on the right to choose: where to go, what to do, when to do it, with whom, what to wear, where to sit, where to walk, where to run. It is a war on the right to have an opinion, to have faith, to trust in your beliefs be they spiritual, religious, scientific, agnostic. It is a war on the right to make up our own minds, to question and check Control’s authority, and to challenge it as challenges are appropriate and necessary. It is a war on both the left and the right, stoking the fires of animosity between and amongst all political stripes, subdividing our allegiances, fracturing communities, families. It is a war on sport, music, theatre, the performing arts — those things that many of us cling to for recreation, belonging, togetherness, enlightenment. It is a war on ecstatic togetherness, with angry togetherness as a principle weapon. It is a war on spontaneity, on laughter, all coincidence collapsing at the Big Machine’s eternal now. It is a war on the spongy susceptible ecosystems which support us, which were already threatened by our distorted perception of human dominance over nature. It is a war on the shining man and woman, and those in between who are nonetheless brilliant and bright. It is a war on attention, and our abilities to direct it or not toward the mass-media calendars. It is a war on systems of exchange, all value rendered fucked and fucked with. It is even a war on what we consider warfare. Forget terrorism. None of us has the necessary armaments for this; Einstein’s sticks and stones are no good here. It is a war on sexuality and orgiastic magic, on therapeutic touch. Simple contact. This is a war on the past, playing out presently, for the future of humanity.

This is not the end, it’s the beginning. Of what is not predetermined, despite the current-day Controllers’ best efforts to manifest outcomes that benefit them more than me and you. We can choose. We can imagine. We can watch and wait, and when it’s our turn at the table, we can confidently knock a few balls around. We can do this quickly. We can hold fast to what makes us human and play this deciding frame with skill and dignity. Me, I don’t hope anymore, nor fear. I just pray that we choose wisely, with wide open eyes. This document is not an argument for or against any choice in particular, but rather a plea for its preservation in the face — right in the face — of Control. That force which seeks to destroy all choice. Don’t be faint-hearted, don’t be dismayed. This is not the end.





Epilogue: Report filed March 13th, 2020 to lunarlodge.wordpress.com

Yesterday afternoon I whispered to myself: “I wish I could just disappear.” It startled me, as if for a moment my voice belonged to someone else. I was all alone in my bedroom at the time, the most private and intimate of domestic spaces, sitting silently in front of a screen. Indeed, there was no way I could have physically appeared to anyone. “Bedrooms are the private space of silence par excellence,” wrote the historian Alain Corbin in A History of Silence: “It is necessary to them.” And yet I had never felt more awash with noise, the necessary privacy and silence of my domestic space infiltrated. We can quarantine ourselves from a virus, but isolation from information is no longer an alternative.

What is startling about coronavirus is not the virulence of the virus itself, but rather the compulsive proliferation of mediations about the virus — the hysterical whys and what-nows and what-ifs. Media scholar Richard Grusin calls this “premediation” — similar to, but not the same as, remediation (the enfoldment of old into new media) or premeditation (attempting to forecast the future). Rather, premediation seeks to mediate in advance every conceivable outcome of an event, in order to minimize the trauma of media terror the likes of which the West experienced immediately after 9/11.

Premediation is not like a weather forecast, Grusin explains: “To premediate the weather would be to try to imagine all of the possible scenarios that might conceivably arise so that the weather could never come as a surprise.” Anecdotally, I have never seen media channels so singularly devoted to one topic: nearly every headline — from politics to the economy to arts, culture and sport — is dominated by COVID-19 and its premediation. “The real struggle,” a New York Times op-ed claims, “is how worried to be.” Another piece invites us to “play with a model” to chart just how much worse coronavirus could get. It’s almost as if the media were the virus.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s short story “The Adventure of Silver Blaze,” first published in 1892, contains a potent and frequently cited passage. In the story, Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson are called to Dartmoor to solve the mystery of the disappearance of a racehorse named Silver Blaze, and its trainer’s murder. In a conversation with a Scotland Yard detective regarding the facts surrounding the crime, Holmes mentions a “curious incident” involving the stable’s dog. The detective informs Holmes, “The dog did nothing in the night-time”; to which Holmes replies: “That was the curious incident.”

This absurd passage is most often trotted out as a metaphor with semiotic implications. The clue that illuminates the truth of the case for Holmes is that the stable dog did not bark. In a sense, the conspicuous absence of the sign is just as significant as the sign itself. We might even be tempted to say that the absence of the sign produces its corona — the residual halo surrounding its occlusion. We are already socially distanced technically, through social media, confined, self-isolated, in the bedroom. And yet the bedroom is no escape from internet virulence. The quarantined, silent refuge of the bedroom has been invaded by the virus of the word, rendering self-isolation both imperative in one sense, and impossible in another.

Since 9/11, we have effectively been in training — with Bovine spongiform encephalopathy, SARS, Bird Flu, H1N1 — through increasingly interconnected, amplificatory, “viral” mediation to imagine and enact the spread of actual, viral virality — how a contagion could potentially play out and to what magnitude. We have not yet had a true global virus, I argue, because we have not yet had the technical infrastructure for global hyper-virulence. “Control societies function with a third generation of machines, with information technology and computers,” wrote Gilles Deleuze in his essential essay “Postscript for the Societies of Control,” “where the passive danger is noise, and the active, piracy and viral communication.” Coupled with the premediative impulse, we are now experiencing the peak onslaught of mediations about a virus, mediations which are themselves contagions search-engine-optimized for maximum internet virality. The coronavirus is a technology oscillating against the transmission of its mediations.

“The word is now a virus,” William S. Burroughs wrote prophetically in his 1962 novel The Ticket That Exploded: “Modern man has lost the option of silence. Try halting your sub-vocal speech. Try to achieve even ten seconds of inner silence. You will encounter a resisting organism that forces you to talk. That organism is the word.” When the viral media event is a virus, we can’t say something, yet we mustn’t say nothing.

The dog that doesn’t bark is no less rabid.
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