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In order to form an impartial judgement upon it, it would have 
been necessary to have read all the histories, all the memoirs, 
and all the manuscript productions, for through the least 
omission might arise an error, which might lead to others 
without limit.

             – Gustave Flaubert

We desire a fragment of human history and one, indeed, that is 
drawn not from the past but future time, therefore a predictive 
history.

     – Immanuel Kant

The man who has no memory makes one out of paper. 

   – Gabriel García Márquez
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Declaration



Modern Apostles, a palimpsest dutifully reclaimed between 
2279-2281, and again in 2324 by Reclaimants Horatio Seasons 
and Rubén Casas respectively, whose inquiries and decisions 
dutifully observed the ethical standards for Reclamation as 
stipulated by the Statement of Values issued by the United 
States Department of the Treasury on 3 January 2161 with the 
enactment of the Government Transparency Act, whose 
National Aesthetic Clause established the Reclamation Project, 
a project whose success is marked by the reclamation and 
subsequent release of this document, number 133,727. 
Reclaimed Document hsRC133727-20/21 originates from the 
Final Period before the Google Server Crash of 2050. 
Comprised of four original narratives, collected and released 
as a single palimpsest in recognition of the naturally occurring 
cross-referencing in all four of the narratives.  Original 
Content Writers: unknown collector, Barbara Walters, Robert 
Osborne, Randal Smrz.  Reclamation Content Writer: Rubén 
Casas.

This palimpsest is the property of the United States of America.  

________________________
Treasurer of the United States          

________________________
Secretary of the Treasury

Prologos

This volume is dedicated to Hope St. Ogden.



Hope St. Ogden was supposed to figure much less in this reclamation 

project, and the dedication of this book was supposed to read just like the 

133, 726 volumes that came before it:

  “This volume has been reclaimed as a gift from the past for the 

present.”

In the end it is the same thing if Hope St. Ogden, my unit’s Custodian of 

Records, represents—and I think she does—a present that I hadn’t 

accounted for in the past.

I didn’t find out about Hope St. Ogden’s prognosis until about a month 

after she was diagnosed with breast cancer.  Now, Hope didn’t come into my 

unit office one morning, looking behind her shoulder before coming into my 

office and closing the door quietly behind her, asking if she could have a 

minute of my time.  Nor did she confide in a coworker who then announced it 

(as a secret) to the rest of the office.  How I found out is that I signed into 

Hope’s computer one evening after she had gone home.  I had access to 

everyone’s sign-ins and passwords, and I wanted to know why Hope had been 

spending an inordinate amount of time on her computer.  It became obvious 

when I realized that the only intraweb site she had visited in the previous 

seven days was finality.gov.  And it’s not like Hope had been merely “window 

shopping;” no, Hope had her own login account, which means that her 

prognosis was a year or less.  The next morning I asked Hope if she was 

dying, and she said “yes.”  “It’s breast cancer,” she said, asking me if I wanted 



to see the eczematoid skin changes she was experiencing, telling me how 

much pain she was in. 

In the next few weeks I found myself involuntarily helping Hope St. 

Ogden through her final preparations on finality.gov.  It seemed to me as if 

Hope could do whatever she wanted with her finalmemory; she had saved 

enough money to afford even the most expensive package, and that’s exactly 

what I advised her to do:  “Book the most expensive finalmemory you can 

afford.  You don’t have to spare a single detail.  Have them build an entire 

set to represent your childhood trips to the California Redwoods or the 

Maine Coast, or wherever it is your parents took you.  Or pay to have actual 

footage shot of the European cities your saw on your honeymoon—hire 

professional look-alikes, even.  Go all out on your way out, Hope.”  

It didn’t occur to me that Hope St. Ogden didn’t have a single 

expensive memory to begin with, so choosing even the most expensive one 

would have been anticlimactic anyway.

I have spent nearly fifteen years reclaiming documents for the 

Department of the Treasury, nine years as a field reclaimant, and six as 

Eastern Board Director of Reclamation.  In those fifteen years I’ve often 

thought about what it means to lose something, and more importantly, what 

it means to not know what you have lost.  The question has been an 

especially present one recently as I oversee and review the work of a 



whole staff of reclaimants who each have their own notions about the 

work they do.  Their varied attempts at answering this question (and each 

one will say that they are as objective as possible) leads me to believe that 

the goal of the Reclamation Project is an insurmountable task.  When I 

think about what it means, this work we’ve undertaken, to contextualize 

everything that has come after the Google Crash of 2079 in terms of 

everything that was lost in that crash—nearly three quarters of what had 

been written, produced, filmed, videoed, and recorded—I realize that the 

work of the reclamation project is both impossible and necessary.  It is 

loss, and our monumental misunderstanding of what and how much we’ve 

lost, that shapes our relation to the present, to our own post-historical 

world.

At low estimate, the Department of the Treasury calculates that 

when the Google servers were invaded by the alexandriaworm.exe program 

eighty percent of the massive digitizing effort Google began in 2004 was 

eradicated, if not entirely then partly.  It was at this point that the tendon 

connecting our society to the past snapped.  In its place we’ve created a 

bridge built of absence, for what we lost isn’t exactly as important to the 

present as how we come to understand that loss, how we relate to that 

absence; if we somehow gained everything we (thought) we lost, or at the 

very least reclaimed a list of titles that told us what we lost, and maybe a 

synopsis of each of those titles—would that new information make us 



perceive our current existence any differently?  That knowledge would be 

no more useful or powerful than simply knowing that we’ve lost something, 

and that we don’t know, precisely, what it is we’ve lost.  Absence shapes as 

acutely as presence.  I’ve worked in denial of this realization for the 

majority of my career at the Reclamation Project; it wasn’t until I helped 

Hope St. Ogden with her finalmemory that I realized how powerful absence 

could be.

“Choose your fondest memory (and there's really not that many), or 

augment one to make you smile when you pass,” I told Hope St. Ogden the 

first time we sat down before her finality.gov profile, and what I would 

remind her of the half-dozen other times we sat together again.  But then I 

realized the inordinate amount of meaning she put on things that had 

(nearly) happened to her.  “Hope,” I told her during one of my last attempts 

to get her to augment a memory (or at least borrow one), "you can't be 

serious about choosing something that's your very own.  I mean, for God's 

sake, the most significant romantic relationship you ever had was the 

equivalent of you writing a guy's name—Samson—over and over again in 

your notebook, then actually getting the guts to write a note to him, going 

as far as to put it in an envelope with a condom in it, and then throwing it 

into a garbage can on your way to homeroom the next morning.  Is this 

really what you want to see yourself doing just before you don't see 



anything ever again?"  

Her answer was always, "Why not?"

Hope St. Ogden’s finalmemory was supposed to be a collage of mainly 

insignificant things, including each one of the thirty-seven times she went 

shell collecting on the coast of Maine, the 342 times she ate a pastrami 

sandwich and a pickle spear in the deli underneath her apartment, the 114 

times she stopped at the pet store on her way to church to look in at the 

pets at Carol’s Critters, and the one and only time she almost booked a trip 

to Europe.  She got as far as the enter-your-credit-card-information page 

before she closed her browser.  But Hope preempted her own finality and so 

she didn’t get to see any of these things, nor did she get to see the slightly 

augmented finalmemory I booked for her the day after she thought she had 

finalized her order.  In my version she actually got to Europe!  Someone 

might call this insensitive—barbarous even—but isn’t this what I’ve been 

entrusted to do, to make something out of nothing, to fill in what was 

lacking?  Hope knew this.  We all know. 

I should probably tell you that Hope St. Ogden didn’t die with her 

finalmemory.  She died in her sleep eight days before she was due to go, so 

she didn’t see either her own version or mine.  I do wonder what real 

memory, dream, or nightmare she finally passed with.  And by dying early 

Hope preempted both her and my attempts at making her last memory 

meaningful.



The four narratives reclaimed in this volume also represent how 

whole generations might also preempt the Reclamation Project’s best 

intentions.  “Hell on Earth,” “Mother and Me,” “At the End of Time,” and 

“’Reasonable’ Randal Smrz’s ‘Society Notes’” are the four most widely-ready 

non-reclaimed narratives of the late 20th/early 21st centuries period (not 

counting the Bible).  I suspect that none of these narratives are new to 

most of this generation, certainly not to those that came before but after 

the Google crash.  So why reclaim then now?  That was my question when 

the Reclamation Agency assigned me to this particular project.  As I 

understood it, Horatio Seasons, a Senior reclaimant who worked for the 

Agency between 2189 and 2200, pushed for the reclamation of these 

narratives for most of his career, coming back year after year to see if the 

reclamation committee would overturn its original ruling.  I suspect that 

Seasons was driven by a similar sense that I now harbor, that which wants 

to validate at least a small part of the popular aesthetic, not because it is 

necessarily right, but because it is a minor admission that post-Google 

generations don’t fully realize what we’ve lost, and that a state agency 

might not understand this loss any better, necessarily.  Therefore, just 

because we don’t fully understand why something attracts us to it 

shouldn’t be the reason why we distrust it or deny its usefulness.  And here 

is where I think Seasons failed; loss is central to each of these narratives, 



and I suspect that it is this sense of loss (and how the voices that populate 

the narratives deal with this loss) that has made the narratives so popular. 

Loss is something our post-historical world has come to understand 

intimately, and Seasons was right in assuming that these narratives could 

speak to that sensibility.  Unfortunately he was never able to articulate 

this argument well enough to convince the reclamation committee.  His last 

reclamation rationale states that these four narratives “at most 

demonstrate that the pre-moderns were imaginative, conflicted, and 

contradictory, and these traits are useful to all living post-Google, 

especially if we are to understand how we are connected to that world.” 

Nothing of what Seasons wrote (in any of his rationales) was incorrect, but 

his insights failed to see the narratives as most of their readers were 

seeing and see them—in terms of loss.  Just as I failed to recognize the 

meaning in Hope St. Ogden’s pedestrian memories, so did Seasons in the four 

narratives that make up this volume.

Another complaint against Seasons is the emphasis he placed on how 

the pre-moderns related to these narratives rather than how these 

narratives might relate to those of us living post-Google.  In the 

reclamation committee’s response Season’s rationale is correctly accused 

of “trying to establish a raison d'être for these narratives in their own 

time, rather than ours.”  A more deft Seasons would have crafted an 

argument that addressed this warrant simply by admitting that post-Google 



generations do not know how post-moderns consumed or related to these 

narratives, but that their wide-spread popularity might indicate that 

current generations are probably responding to the innate loss that 

weaves through the narratives.  In my own rationale to the reclamation 

committee I wrote that

The pre-moderns might have understood these narratives than we do now. 

We do not know.  They might have made a distinction between narrative that 

told true stories, for example, and narratives that were invented, either 

linguistically or conceptually.  We do not know.  And because we don’t 

know how these narratives were produced and consumed, we could allow 

for the possibility that both Mother Nature’s sex change and the 

overpopulation of Hell could have happened in the same reality.  We don’t 

know.  Maybe neither of the two happened, maybe both narratives are meant 

to represent ideas or a plausibility foreign to our own cultures.  Maybe 

they were just meant to entertain.  We simply don’t know.  But in not 

knowing—in nothing—we can take hold, just as the millions of readers of 

these four narratives have.  The loss represented in these four narratives 

is not unlike the loss that we are all so intimate with.  Our world may not 

be conversant with the world that produced and consumed these 

narratives, but it is conversant with the loss they communicated.  That 

Conversation We Never Had informs every conversation we have had since 

then, and stand to have.  Here are four narratives to help us do that 



better. 

In failing to see the significance of Hope St. Ogden’s choice for her 

finalmemory, I came to appreciate the significance of narratives that the 

Reclamation Agency does not reclaim, and of my own role as Division 

Director.  No nationally-prescribed memory, no matter how carefully 

collected or objectively presented, will ever be as useful as the memory 

individuals decide is real and significant to them.  This recognition is 

responsible for the reclamation, finally, of these four narratives in this 

single volume.  May it be as meaningful to you as Hope St. Ogden was to me.

Alexandria, VA 2324

 

  

□

Of the four narratives contained in this volume, “Hell on Earth” was 

the most difficult for me to understand in terms of loss.  Because it lacks a 

single narrative voice, it was almost impossible for me to ascribe a 

particular want or need to the narrator, that which she had lost, or would 



lose in the course of the narrative.  Hope St. Ogden thought this was 

laughable.  “But it is so obvious,” she told me one day.  “That ‘Hell on Earth’ 

was motivated by some deep need cannot be questioned,” I told her. 

“Collecting is nothing else if not a symptom of some deep-rooted desire—but 

as to what, exactly, the collector of all these media snippets that follow 

the development of the “displaced diseased,” and the erection of an 

alternate hell on Earth was after—what she expected to find—(or perhaps 

even hide) boggles me.”  Hope smiled at me, and asked me why I thought it was 

a woman that had collected the material.  “You’re right,” she said.  “But why 

did you assume that?”

I am very deliberate when I ascribe the feminine pronoun to the 

collector here as I, like Horatio Seasons, believe that snippets were 

collected and arranged by a woman.  This, of course, betrays some of my 

own problematic assumptions, namely a hetero-normative one which imagines 

the collector as a widow whose husband has died close enough to the 

periphery of the “displaced deceased” phenomenon so that she harbors some 

hope to see him again.  When this doesn’t happen our unnamed collector 

culls the news sources and media outlets for a continuing reason which 

simultaneously explains why her late husband hasn’t appeared at her front 

door, at the same time that it continues to give her reasonable hope that he 

still might.  

It turns out I was right, according to Hope.  “This is precisely what’s 



going on in this narrative, she told me.”  I asked Hope if she thought that 

this is what current generations where responding to, and she said it had to 

be.  

I’m not sure how much Horatio Season’s marginal notes, which 

speculate a good amount on this unnamed female narrator, influenced my 

own reading.  Regardless, once I realized what was lost in the narrative 

(and once Hope validated it), it was so painfully clear.  In this way, both 

Horatio Season’s and Hope St. Ogden’s work is inestimable in the inclusion 

of this narrative.    



Hell on Earth

from The Guardian, August 2, 2004

     The Catholic Church has enlisted the help of a retired chemistry 

professor and researcher to determine if a statue of the Virgin Mary in a 

church in Brisbane is really weeping.  The investigation comes as a follow-

up to a report filed at the Vatican by Dr Giuseppe Farrelly, Judicial Vicar 

and chief investigator for the Holy See.  

     Dr Farelly’s report confirmed the inordinate number of eye-witness 

accounts of parishioners and curiosity-seekers who visited the Vietnamese 

Community Church in south-western Brisbane after an 82-year-old widow 

reported having seen tears of rosewater flowing from the Virgin’s eyes.

     “There may be a scientific explanation for the weeping of the holy 

statue, which many have called a miracle,” Dr Farelly told reporters 

earlier this week in a press conference held at the Vatican.

     Dr Farelly also told reporters that “the professor contracted to 

follow up on the report is not Catholic, but an agnostic whose credentials 

nonetheless qualify him to assist in the Vatican’s investigation.”  

     The professor’s identity remains unknown.  Dr Farelly explained that 

“the professor wishes to keep his identity secret given the sensitivity of the 

case,” and while this instance of a weeping statue, unlike numerous 

instances in the history of the Church, has been investigated and confirmed 



by the Holy See, critics such as Barry Lynn of Americans United for 

Separation of Church and State, have wondered if the scholar and 

researcher isn’t simply trying to cash in on a sizable Church stipend without 

affecting his standing in scientific circles.

     It is not known if the professor will also investigate the other recent 

reports of weeping statues in Aljezur, Portugal; Budapest, Hungary; Leon, 

Italy; Dublin, Ireland; Sinaloa, Mexico; and Cuzco, Ecuador.

from The Vatican Secret Archives [fragment]

DECLARATION ON

THE CURRENT STATE OF HELL AND THE FUTURE OF ALL PEOPLES

INFERVESCO GLACIALIS

PROCLAIMED BY HIS HOLINESS

POPE BENEDICTUS XVI

ON JULY 18, 2005

     In our time, when mankind finds itself drawn closer to itself, humanity 

as a whole faces challenges unlike any that have been witnessed before. 

Of these a new and recent portent threatens to destabilize society at all 

its foundations—politically, socially, economically, and spiritually.  The 

very ties that keep our current order intact, the very ties that men and 

women has fought and bled and laid down their lives for—could all be 



undone.

Men and women expect from their religious organizations and places of 

worship the answer to their most elusive questions, and no matter at which 

point in history we look, questions about the nature of existence, the 

meaning of life, the definition of good and evil, the reasons for suffering, 

how to attain happiness, and the possibility of existing after death have 

driven many a man and woman’s lives.  Admittedly, the Holy Church has not 

always had the popular answers to these questions, but one question in 

particular has never escaped the light of the Holy Church.  This is the 

question of Hell.

     The most recent position the Church has taken in regards to Hell was 

written by Pope John Paul II:

”The images of Hell that Sacred Scripture presents to us must be correctly 

interpreted.  For they are demonstrative of the complete frustration and 

emptiness felt by those who live a life without God.  Hell is much more than 

a site or place of torment, and is more accurately an indication of the 

condition in which those that have, of their own volition, severed 

themselves from God, the source of happiness and joy in life.”1

     The Holy Father remains correct, but we here emphasize that Hell is a 

place of actual torment, where non-communion with the Lord in life has 

adverse effects on the soul in death.  Pope John Paul continues his 

explication of Hell when he writes:

1 John Paul II, DeV 31 #2.



“To die in sin without repenting and accepting God’s merciful demonstration 

of love means that the soul will remain in a state of separation from Him as 

an act of one’s own free choice.  This state of indefinite self-exclusion 

from the Grace of God and the blessed is called ‘Hell.’”2

     The Biblical descriptions of Hell—the site where all souls in non-

communion spend an eternity—depict a place of darkness, fire, sulfur, and 

lakes of molten matter, along with weeping, the grinding of teeth, and 

demonic torments of every kind—all meant for the souls who have been 

condemned to that existence.  Hell is a place apart from Heaven, a place as 

far away from the Light of the Lord as possible.3

     The proliferation of Sin in modern times would indicate an increased 

number of lives who have chosen a life away from God.  Furthermore, the 

crisis of Spirituality that has plagued scores of people in the last few 

years, all demonstrated by a decrease in Church attendance, the increased 

threat of war and terror, the unrelenting and unprecedented proliferation 

of immoral content in entertainment, and a continued acceptance of leaders 

who don’t submit themselves (and much less their charges) to Godly 

guidance indicate disunion with God, so that when these impious men and 

women perish, their souls flow to Hell to the torments our Loving Father 

2 John Paul II, DeV 31 #1.
3 Matthew 25:41.



has prepared for them.  And because this eventuality, like that of Heaven 

for the righteous, is eternal, the overwhelming number of souls now in 

Hell, along with the exponential increase of new souls introduced daily, 

has taken a toll on this loving provision so that there is simply no more 

room in Hell for sinners [end]

from Last Words on CNN, transcript.  Aired 19 July 2005 – 22:00 ET [fragment]

Andre Spooner, CNN host: Good evening everyone.  Yesterday’s announcement 

from the Vatican that Hell lit up its “No Vacancy” sign, that the souls of 

sinners no longer have a place to go after death, continues to demand the 

attention of the nation, as numerous credible media outlets turn their 

attention to the issue, and to what experts, critics, and common Americans 

are saying about the Vatican’s announcement.  

     Here at Last Words, we have been following the story since Dr. Alderman, 

the once-anonymous researcher hired by the Vatican to assist in the 

investigation of the weeping statues in Brisbane, Athens, Salamanca, Milan, 

Tours, Phoenix and Santiago de Chile—to name a few—disclosed his identity 

and his role in the inquiry in a press conference held at the Our Lady of 

Angels cathedral in Los Angeles.  

     Take a look at these images from that press conference, where Dr. 

Alderman, standing next to the Vatican’s own investigator, Dr. Farelly. The 

conference was held almost a year after Dr. Farelly announced that the 



Vatican had confirmed the weeping statue in a small church in 

southwestern Australia, and that it would retain the services of a secular 

researcher to assist in the investigation.  

     Dr. Alderman has since accepted an interview offer made by the BBC, the 

date of which still remains unknown.

[commercial break]  

Andre Spooner, CNN host :  Welcome back.  Tonight we are talking about The 

Vatican’s announcement regarding the current state of Hell, and the 

mysterious man that has lent his scientific endorsement to the Catholic 

Church’s conclusions regarding the phenomena surrounding it.

     The Vatican has made no comment regarding the numerous offers for an 

interview made to Dr. Alderman by many networks, including CBS, FOX, and 

Spanish-language network Telemundo.  CNN learned that the BBC made the 

most lucrative offer, but none of Dr. Alderman’s spokespersons has 

confirmed this.

     His fame will likely be short-lived, given the announcement the Vatican 

made yesterday.

     Regarding this announcement, we go to Senior Religious Correspondent 

Tanya Hendricks:

Andre Spooner: Good evening, Tanya.



Tanya Hendricks:  Good evening, Andre.

AS:  What does this announcement mean, exactly, and will it have any long-

term consequences for the everyday person?

TH:  Although the Vatican hasn’t made any official comment as to how this 

discovery (as they are calling it) will be of consequence, they are treating 

it—and talking about it—as if it were of monumental importance.  The 

Vatican spokesperson described it as “a challenge that shakes the 

foundations of humanity,” and therefore we can assume that whatever the 

fall-out, Church officials expect it to be big.

AS:  Has there been any talk as to where these displaced souls are going? If 

not to Hell, Heaven?

TH:  The Vatican hasn’t disclosed the specifics as to where, if not Hell, 

sinners’ souls are going, but several clergy members I’ve spoken to seem to 

agree that they are not going to Heaven.

AS:  Purgatory, then?

TH:  Purgatory wouldn’t be an option either, even though the Church has 

described it as a transition-type place for souls.  According to Church 

dogma, Purgatory is reserved as “the final purification of the elect,” or in 

other words, as a place of final purification for those who have been 

assured of God’s salvation but still need to be purified.  Those souls who 

have been condemned to hell wouldn’t then fit the profile of those 

allowed to transition in Purgatory.  Furthermore the doctrine of 



Purgatory is currently under scrutiny by the Church, and therefore isn’t a 

viable option for that reason either.

AS:  Are these souls coming back to earth then? 

TH:  One Diocesan Bishop I spoke with has suggested that if they can’t go to 

either Hell or Heaven, that these displaced souls will emerge upon earth. 

But this theory has found little support among other Church leaders.

AS:  Thank you, Tanya.  That was Tanya Hendricks, Senior Religious 

Correspondent speaking to us from Boston. [end]

from FOXNews.com. July 24, 2004

Nebraska Plane Crash Kills All 50 on Board

Lincoln, NE—A commuter plane mistakenly tried to take off a runway that 

was too short and crashed into a field early Sunday morning, bursting into 

flames and killing all 50 on board.

     Federal investigators are not sure how Northwest Flight 214 got onto 

the 35,000-foot-long strip of runway.  A CRJ-100 regional jet needs at 

least 50,000 feet to take off.

     It’s possible that the pilot mistakenly tried to take off the short runway 

in the rainy pre-dawn, as visibility was minimal.  Investigators said that they 

will look into flight data that records speed, visibility, communications, and 

weather conditions to identify the exact cause of the crash.

     The Cleveland-bound flight was scheduled to take off at 4:27a.m., but 



instead plowed through a fence and crashed into a field about a mile from 

the end of the runway.  

     Emergency crews reached the plane minutes later, to find it mostly 

intact, but engulfed in flames.  The flames kept rescuers from reaching 

anyone inside.  

Aboard was a newly-wed couple on their way to visit the groom’s 

grandparents in Ohio, a businessman catching an early flight to see his 

daughter’s soccer game, and an off-duty pilot heading home to his wife.

     Lancaster County Coroner Paul Sharp said that “most deaths are going 

to be fire-related because the plane was just taking off and so was loaded 

with fuel.”4

from People en español—English site. September 12, 2005

Latest News

     Television actor and star of Univisión’s Amor fuerte, Narciso Baude, was 

released from the Clinica y centro de rehabilitación Fatima Pura on Friday 

morning.   He was admitted earlier in the week after calling family and 

friends to tell them that he had received a visit from the late director 

Lorenzo Bracho, who died on the set of Amor fuerte at the end of the 

telenovela’s last season.  
4 Many of the original reclaimants thought this section to be a clear case of contamination, either during 
the Gcrash or due to some field collector error.  Thompson (MS A1; postG 2544) published his reports 
without this section, and the numerous copies that were based on Thompson excluded it as well. It 
wasn’t until the New School acquired the original field collector document that the Beverly MS (MS 
C6; postG 2550) included this excerpt along with interlinear notes that established its relation to other 
passages of interest, such as the two letters that follow. 



      A friend of Baude’s arrived to find the actor in the middle of a 

telephone call with the soap opera’s new director, Sebastían Abello, whom 

allegedly told Baude “all the places where [Abello] had gone wrong since 

taking over.”  

     According to Baude, Bracho had been placed on a “waiting list” after 

dying. 

     A family member took Baude to Fatima Pura that same night.  

     Neither Baude nor his agent were available for comment.

from L.A. Weekly, September 15, 2005

     “The L.A. Sheriff’s office has reopened the Bonnie Lee Blakely murder 

trial of Robert Blake after a letter postmarked September 1, 2005 arrived 

at the L.A. Criminal Courts Building last week,” said Deputy Sherriff Art 

Medina.  The letter allegedly is written in Blakely’s hand, and it directly 

accuses Blake of murdering her.  

     Attorneys for Blake deny the authenticity of the letter, calling it “an 

elaborate hoax,” and have threatened to prosecute whoever is responsible.

     Blake was acquitted of murder charges on March 16, but was found 

liable for the wrongful death of his wife in a civil trial and ordered to pay 

$30 million.

from BBC News, Saturday 26 October 2005, 15:07 GMT 16:07 UK



     The Light Foot Circus and Variety Extravaganza has gained popularity in 

recent months for featuring the “Incredible, Indestructible Keeley Family” 

made up of father Lane, mother Shirley, sons Phillip and Marcus, and 

daughter Cassie.  The Keeleys joined Light Foot in June 2004, when Lane 

lost his job at Dublin Port.  

     Ring leader Lance “Wonder” Wilson says that it all began with a routine 

trapeze act during a show in June when Lane lost Phillip’s hand at a crucial 

moment in a launch, barreling the 13-year old lad into a support column 

with such force that it snapped his back.  

     Witnesses say that the boy was dead on impact, and the Sussex medical 

examiner’s report confirms this.

     The Light Foot Circus reopened its doors a mere two days later, and to 

the audience’s surprise the Keeley family—complete and intact—came out 

swinging.  

     Circus attendance nearly doubled—then tripled—as spectators came in 

for a closer look, trying to determine if Phillip had been replaced with an 

uncanny look-alike.  Some have concluded that it was all part of an act, 

and that Phillip never really died.  

     Neither Mr Wilson nor the Keeley parents have commented on the 

accident nor the reappearance of the young boy, though the family’s acts 

have become more daring, each ending with a would-be fatal “accident,” only 

to have the family reappear the very next night with new material, thus 



earning their new stage name. 

  

from Sojourners.com Daily Bread Blog; title, author unknown; date unknown

     The Vatican has asked for the help of the world community, and who are 

we to deny this help?  The Vatican has looked beyond race, color, and creed 

and identified an opportunity to act in the name of humanity:  “If we are to 

face this challenge,” a spokesperson for the Vatican said earlier this 

month, “then we need to enlist the help of every major power, and in fact 

every person on the planet.  This is no longer a debate on religion or a 

theological speculation; every single one of us is affected by Dr. Farelly’s 

troubling findings.”  It is in all our best interests to pressure our state-

heads and religious leaders to accept Pope Benedict’s invitation to “put 

petty differences aside and help him meet this difficult task.”  

     Leading by example, President George W. Bush has already accepted the 

challenge before a congregation of hundreds at the National Cathedral 

this morning, where he announced that his administration was committed to 

the Vatican in this matter:  “This is not a time for religious partisanship,” he 

told the congregation, “so we must all take the side of good to defeat evil 

and come to the aid of those whose task it is to save us from the dead.” 

from The Sun, Wednesday, December 28, 2005



Is it stress?  Is it loneliness?  Dr. Alderman’s Freudian slip 

Tina Slowen

December 28, 2005

     Gerry Alderman mistakenly called the woman with whom he has been 

seen in the past few weeks his wife, an impossible mix-up since the scholar-

turned-celebrity-holy-man had previously stated that his wife had died of 

breast cancer in 2003.  

     Alderman was seen walking out of the Black Rose in Boston, 

Massachusetts last Friday evening with the mysterious woman on his arm.  A 

group of photographers approached the couple.  Alderman ushered his 

companion into the waiting vehicle and then got in himself. 

     According to some of the photographers, Alderman then rolled down the 

window and shouted, “Please leave my wife and me alone” as the cab pulled 

away.

     In an interview given by Alderman earlier this year, where he discussed 

his involvement with the Catholic Church’s investigation, announcements 

about Hell, and how this new high-profile life was affecting his family, 

Alderman revealed that he was widowed—“my wife lost the battle to breast 

cancer one year, one month ago”—and that his two children were grown.

     It is uncertain who this new woman in Alderman’s life is, but we can be 

sure that he hasn’t fully forgotten his late wife.



from The New York Times Sunday Edition, Sunday, January 8, 2006

ROME, Italy, Jan. 8—A number of religious groups and their leaders have 

denounced the Catholic Church for announcements made earlier today 

regarding displaced souls who cannot enter Hell but are not allowed into 

Heaven, calling the Church’s decision a “scare tactic” and “for shock value 

only.”

     Dr. Farelly, Vicar and Special Council to the Pope, in a press conference 

today said that “a number of ‘sightings’ confirm that displaced souls are 

returning to earth.”  Dr. Farelly did not cite specific examples of when 

these sightings occurred, or who witnessed them, but he did warn that 

“given the nature of these beings before death, we could not be sure what 

their intentions, attitudes, or motivations will be post mortem.”  He urged 

everyone to take extra care when dealing with strangers and people 

claiming to be someone familiar.

     Because the Vatican has failed to give proof of such sightings, many 

religious leaders have vehemently denied the possibility of the dead 

returning to earth.

Personal correspondence dated January 22, 2006; sender unknown; 

addressee M.S., 

Hyatt Regency



Garden Grove, CA

January 22, 2006

Boogams,

     Please try and move on.  Charles has left us, and while I understand how 

much this reality is hurting you, I urge you to try and move on.  

     Charles cannot and will not return.  Those who claim—and I don’t care 

who they are—that people are coming back from Hell are out of their 

minds.  It’s probably an elaborate scam.  

     Your father and I love you, and we only want the best for you.  If you 

believe that then you will do what you can to move on.  You should have 

come on vacation with us.  Disneyland is just as magical as when we brought 

you here some ten years ago.  Do you remember the Electric Parade?  Well, 

it’s back.  You used to get so excited with the lady bugs.

     Father sends his love.  I do too.

Love,

Mom

Correspondence dated February 14, 2006; sender Northwest Airlines, 



addressee unknown

Northwest Airlines/KLM

7500 Airline Drive

Minneapolis, MN 55450-1101

February 14, 2006

Claim number 06-224558 a 

Dear Ms. D

     Please be advised that an indefinite stay has been applied to your claim 

benefits pursuant to an investigation into your husband’s death.  I am aware 

that our adjuster confirmed your husband’s passing at the time you filed a 

claim on September 8, 2005; however, the sudden reappearance of other 

casualties of the loss occurring on July 24, 2004 has caused us to further 

investigate each one of the claimants associated with that loss.

     While you are not under investigation for fraud at this point, we urge 

you to come forth with any information you may have about your husband at 

this time that might not have been disclosed in the initial investigation.  Be 

advised that you are legally bound to inform Northwest Airlines of any 

attempt made by the deceased to contact you.  



Sincerely,

Darryl Robbins

Fraud Unit Manager

from news.yahoo.com, date unknown

Alderman Confirms Wife’s Reappearance

By Pauline Janns, Associated Press Writer

33 Minutes ago

Los Angeles—Dr. Alderman, who seems to be in a publicity rivalry with the 

Vatican, confirmed that the woman he has been seen with is indeed his wife. 

In a news conference this morning, Dr. Alderman appeared next to his wife, 

telling reporters that he and his wife had “gotten a second chance, one 

they weren’t likely to waste,” before the famed scholar broke down in 

tears.  

     Alderman is the first high-profile person to publicly disclose that a 

recently-deceased loved one has returned from Hell to reside on Earth 

again per the Vatican’s announcement some months ago.

     The Vatican’s disclosure has been under attack by numerous religious, 

political, and academic organizations and groups who cite the implausibility 

of such an occurrence despite the increasing number of individuals and 

communities who have reported seeing or reconnecting with friends, family, 



and sometimes enemies that have passed on.

     Luisa Korzybski, Alderman’s wife, did not speak at the conference, but 

pictures taken before the death of the former neurologist are consistent 

with the woman Alderman re-introduced as his wife.  

     In a statement made by Alderman’s publicist, the celebrity scholar 

expressed his desire that “by virtue of [his] own announcement, other 

individuals with clout and influence who are in similar circumstances will 

feel moved to validate a reality that is known but not officially 

recognized.”

[pages missing]

from Good Day L.A. newscast transcript, February 28, 2006

Gina Turngood: Good morning, Mike and Julie.  That’s right:  cities 

throughout the Western World are being overrun with displaced deceased, 

as they are being called.  The displaced deceased have made their way into 

most European cities and reports of mass migrations have also been 

reported in most of the U.S., Canada, and Mexico.  South American reports 

have been slow in coming, but eye-witness accounts would indicate that this 

part of the world is also being affected.

Mike:  And what do these things look like?  Are they wispy ghosts?

GT:  Not at all.  From what I’ve been told the displaced look no different 

than you and me.



Julie:  So how can you tell if someone is deceased or not?

GT:  Apparently you can’t.  Most people just report seeing and talking to 

someone they’ve recently lost.  One man I talked to who lost his son in a 

car accident earlier this year said his son was sitting on the couch early 

Tuesday morning.  He said that he first thought he was losing his mind, but 

soon realized that this was, in fact, his deceased son “come back from the 

dead.”  

Mike:  So these deceased can talk and walk just like anyone else?

GT:  This same gentleman I spoke to said that his son could be affected by 

solid objects, but that he couldn’t exert any force or action against them. 

So his son could sit on a couch for example, but he couldn’t push it to a 

new location.  

Mike:  Did you speak to the son?

GT:  I didn’t Mike.  Reports indicate that the displaced deceased are very shy. 

They all seem to have a sense of impropriety, as if they know they don’t 

belong and so tread lightly.  They are very selective, it seems, as to who 

they contact and how.

Julie:  So it’s possible that we might be driving and the person in the car 

next to us is a ghost?

GT:  No, that’s not the case.  The displaced deceased are extremely shy and 

prefer to stay indoors.  Also, they can’t exert force on matter, so it would 

be impossible for one to drive a vehicle.



Mike:  It’s unlikely that we’ll bump in to one out on the street, then.

GT:  Precisely.  

Mike:  Thank you, Gina.   There you have it, folks.  The dead walk among us. 

And in vast numbers, it seems.  As of this morning the Vatican reported a 

total of 850 of them within its walls.  That’s one for at least every 

resident of the city.

Julie:  And that’s the ratio for Italy as a whole, it seems, according to a 

report we just got, in which Silvio Berlusconi, Italy’s newly-elected prime 

minister, states that the total number of reported sightings or contacts 

made is up to 55,000,000.

Mike:  It almost seems as if the Italians were expecting this, doesn’t it?  They 

have such exact counts.  

Julie:  Well, let’s remember that the Vatican made the announcement early 

on in the investigation, so it’s possible that the Italian government was 

convinced before the public had full knowledge.  They might have put an 

effort earlier than we imagine.

Mike:  Another country that has reported an onslaught of deceased 

refugees is Spain, with 36,000,000 confirmed displaced of their own.  Both 

Poland and Spain have begun a registration process for their displaced and 

so Poland is also reporting some 36,000,000 of them.  France and the 

Philippines are coming in with 50,000,000 each, and listen to this:  Ireland 

has just come in with its figure, 4,000,000, while the rest of Britain remains 



virtually displaced-free. 

[commercial break]

from news.yahoo.com, date unknown

Dwaine Rothenberg, Associated Press Writer

1 hour, 29 minutes ago

Boston—Providence County in Rhode Island has provided a model for other 

counties across the U.S. looking to do something with their displaced 

deceased problem.  County officials, in conjunction with the 102 parishes 

within the state’s borders, have set up “shelters” for their deceased 

displaced that resemble wagon carts made out of titanium rather than 

wood.  

     Each car can hold two dozen displaced deceased along with a ten gallon 

propane tank that is used to heat up the bottom of the wagon to a 

temperature of 800 degrees Fahrenheit. 

     Local parishes have also provided members of their congregations with 

pokers to torment the displaced deceased as these are paraded through 

towns and communities throughout the state.  

     Some residents have protested the treatment of the displaced deceased, 

calling it inhumane and archaic.  Several churches have coordinated 



efforts to protest the treatment of the displaced deceased in their 

communities, and at least two have taken credit for a number of incidents—

not all successful—to sabotage the cart parades.

     Many other areas in the U.S. have felt the effects of the high number of 

displaced deceased that have settled in already crowded cities.  New York 

and Los Angeles, for example, with their 7,142,067 and 7,280,488 displaced 

deceased respectively, find themselves in pedestrian dead-lock as large 

groups of displaced deceased take to the streets, parks, and common areas 

as their own loved ones continue with their diurnal routines.  

     This is different from other communities, such as those in Texas where 

counties like Kenedy, Reeves, La Salle, Star, Cameron, Hidalgo, Willacy, and 

Webb are offering the displaced deceased plots of land if they decide to 

make the state their permanent home.

     Laredo City Commissioner Larry Lopez calls this “the opportunity of the 

century for the state of Texas,” in a radio ad that has been airing since last 

month.  “One city’s nuisance is another’s future,” is the slogan adopted by 

the city’s development office.

from BOMB Spring 2006 issue no. 95; interview excerpt

Gerry Alderman by Todd DeCorna

Todd DeCorna: My first question, one that I’m sure you have asked yourself 



many times, is: Did you ever imagine your career in chemistry ever taking a 

turn such as this?

Gerry Alderman:  Never in my wildest dreams.  My therapist says that it’s a 

miracle I haven’t developed multiple-personality disorder.  Sometimes I think 

I have.  It’s something incommunicable, having memories like the ones I do, 

and not having them inform or correlate with what I see me as now.

TD: Do you have plans to return to chemistry?

GA:  I cannot say.  I don’t know, really, except that I know that whatever I’m 

meant to do now is not finished.  So for the time being I will continue to 

work in whatever capacity a higher power has laid out for me.  I’ve been 

fortunate enough to have been guided so strongly in my life.  I can’t imagine 

that everyone who is an instrument is led by the hand as I am, so to say.

TD:  You’ve taken a more spiritual—if not religious—role in recent days. 

Have you discarded your agnosticism for a more faith-based approach to 

your life?

GA:  Indeed I have.  And I suppose it’s no use trying to hide what I am working 

so hard to enact otherwise.  I have accepted God into my life.  My wife and I 



both have given ourselves and our work to Him.  We see ourselves as his PR 

agents.

TD:  Can you say a little more about how, exactly, you see yourself 

fulfilling a role in these interesting and bizarre times, especially since the 

Catholic Church has all but disavowed your awareness campaign.

GA:  I can’t fault the Church, and I have no ill will towards it since I am now 

a believer.  But I do understand that as an organization they have certain 

priorities and considerations that I don’t have as an individual.  I believe 

that they are in the service of God, but they also function on earth, a tie 

which isn’t easily ignored.  The Church has more masters than I have, and 

therefore I can understand why a petty crusader such as me is of little or 

no consequence to it.

TD:  You call yourself a crusader, an instrument of God, a tool in the plan 

of the Lord.  What exactly is your crusade, mission, or task?

GA:  In such a grave time I believe there is hope.  I am the face of that hope. 

For many, the grim reality that Hell is, in effect, overfilled and cannot 

take on any more sinners is a hard reality to accept, and in fact it is, but 

there is hope.  God is using this situation to win over souls to his side, and 



the truth is that we, as a society, needed something this sensational to win 

us over.  We with our big Hollywood movies, bigger-than-life celebrities, 

our super-destructive weapons—it’s easy to forget that there is an 

omnipotent, omnipresent being that deserves and requires our worship.  And 

so here I am, alongside my wife, and we are poster-people for God’s cause: 

turn around, look to Him.  It is here that the power and glory resides.

TD:  What results have you had in your work?

GA:  Many.  Just today I read a letter by a woman in the Pacific Northwest 

whose husband died in a horrible airplane crash last July.  She writes to 

say that seeing me next to my wife gives her hope that she will also be 

reunited with her husband.  She waits.  She prays.  And while many of the 

victims of that airplane crash have turned up and have been reunited, she 

doesn’t lose hope that her husband will too.  And she waits, and she prays.

TD:  Do you think that there can be instances of false hope?  These 

displaced deceased won’t be around forever—whether space clears up in 

Hell or they die or we die—separation will inevitably occur.

GA:  Yes, that’s all true.  And even now, in the present, just because a 

displaced deceased has returned to earth doesn’t mean that he or she will 



necessarily seek out his or her survivors.  The displaced deceased still 

exert an amount of agency, so in the case of this woman it’s possible that 

her husband—if he is returned—may not be looking for his wife.  That 

happens.  But how is that different than unions that happen between two 

living people?  The living still form unions based on a combination of hope 

and the far-fetched acceptance that the union won’t last forever.  That it 

will come to an end.  So this hope isn’t any different than any old hope. 

Hope is hope, and if hope leads people to God, then it’s useful.  

TD:  How do you think this migration and its reunions will end?  There is 

plenty of talk on both sides as to how long cities and communities can or 

will sustain the migration.  Some are calling for some sort of systematic 

relocation, others for assimilation.  Where do you find yourself in this 

debate?

GA: To answer your first question, I don’t know how this phenomenon will 

end.  Or that it will end.  As for me, well, I hope that I can live out a full 

life with my returned wife, and I hope that others in power to make 

decisions for millions consider cases like mine

TD:  You seem to be making good use of media outlets in accomplishing your 

mission.  Do you have any other plans to further your work?



GA:  I do.  As you know, my book How I Came to Believe: a Man’s Journey into Reason  

and Salvation, tops the best-seller lists both here and in Britain, which has 

forced me to finally accept an invitation to appear on Oprah later this 

month.  I have nothing but respect for Ms. Winfrey, and I appreciate the 

opportunity to speak to viewers.  As part of the book tour I have also 

agreed to be interviewed by Terry Gross on Fresh Air, and that will also help 

me spread the message.  I’ve been blessed to be given the opportunity to 

appear on these very respectable venues, and of course I credit God, for 

not only will my experience ensure my salvation, but that of the many who 

have a chance to hear it.  “One could never amass too many riches on 

Heaven,” we’re told. 

TD:  Or on earth.  

from Reuters.com; Wed June 7, 2007 1:46pm EDT

Bush prods Congress to pass transmigration legislation

By Tabitha Zachary

FORT MEADE, Maryland (Reuters) - President George W. Bush urged 

Congress on Wednesday to expand the government's powers to oversee and 

control the emergence of millions of displaced deceased, saying failure to 



do so would interfere with the nation’s efforts to fight terrorism, making 

the country vulnerable to another attack.

     Capitol Hill lawmakers have been reluctant to interfere with states in 

the handling of the hundreds of thousands of displaced deceased that have 

taken to various cities across the U.S. until recently, when White House 

attorneys reported last month that a credible threat exists if even one of 

the displaced deceased was a security threat before death. 

     Bush said that security and intelligence agencies must be able to 

monitor displaced deceased to rule out any possible threat here or abroad 

the.  

     Without proper legislation “it will be harder for the U.S. to find out 

how enemies might use displaced deceased to train, recruit, and infiltrate 

operatives into America” said Bush in a visit to the National Security 

Agency, which oversees electronic communications of targets all around 

the world. 

from chapter 2 of Asking Myself: A Memoir by Barbara Walters; excerpt

Many people have wondered (few have asked directly) why I didn’t take 

more interest in the displaced deceased and the personas that have 

populated these events since Dr. Farelly  and the then unknown Gerry 

Alderman investigated the weeping statues in Brisbane.  The truth is, I have 



taken a keen interest in these matters, albeit a personal one.  

The best possible way I can think of explaining why I chose not to 

interview Farelly or Alderman—or a displaced deceased, even—has less to 

do with my own interest in subjects or current events than they do with my 

own philosophy of reporting.  In fact I’ve become close friends with 

Alderman, and it could have been rather easily handled, an insider-

interview with him, but from the very beginning, even when I was writing 

small exposés for The Republican, I have been driven by a sense of duty to 

uncover the hidden, rather than to cover the popular.  That philosophy has 

served me well, and I’ve been fortunate enough to have producers who 

shared that sense of responsibility.  In the case of the displaced deceased, 

enough media coverage has been granted the events and characters of the 

phenomenon, and so instead of “going un-boldly where everyone else has 

gone,” I followed another story—or phenomenon rather—that has been all 

but lost in the commotion of5     

from The Orange County Register; Wednesday, September 5, 2007

5 This excerpt abruptly ends here, though not necessarily by accident or by digital erosion as is common 
in reclaimed documents.  I suggest that the collector of these excerpts discovered that this particular 
excerpt was not entirely related to whatever purpose s/he had  in collecting these snippets of media. 
Whether s/he meant for it to stay is unknown—it’s likely s/he didn’t and simply forgot to go back and 
“edit,” as it were.  Nonetheless the significance of the collector’s likely oversight does indicate that s/he 
was motivated in the collection of these documents, and it’s probable that Horatio Seasons considered 
this very motivation when he recommended reclamation of the “Hell on Earth” narrative.  His notes, 
along with a number of intriguing speculations regarding the documents reclaimed from the years 
leading up to the Google Server Crash is the topic of Soraya Quintrell’s The Voices We Don’t Hear: A 
Retrospective Glance at Women and Women Writers in the Final Period (New School, 2418).  For the 
purposes of my own inquiry, I have reclaimed and included the entire second chapter of Barbara 
Walter’s autobiography in this palimpsest.



Congress Matches Funding to Relocate Displaced Deceased

By Marcos Betancourt

Lawmakers in Washington have approved a 20 million dollar contribution 

towards the building of an alternate Hell just weeks after the U.N. Special 

Council on an Alternate Hell awarded the contract for the project to 

architect Frank Gehry, who beat out a dozen other architects also 

interested in the contract.  

     The contribution matches the funds raised by the other members of the 

Special Committee, which leaves many wondering where the additional 15 

million will come from if the Alternate Hell is to be built according to the 

specifications Frank Gehry and Associates presented to the Security 

Council.

     Mr. Gehry presented his plans during a special session of the U.N. 

Security Council on September 1 in which he revealed plans for an 

Alternate Hell consisting of a conical structure to be sunk nearly 30,000 

feet into the Earth’s crust.  Only a small portion—one of ten sections—

will be at ground level, while the remaining nine will burrow deep into the 

ground.  Frank Gehry has credited Dante’s Inferno with the structural idea 

for his Alternate Hell, stating that it will be “a predictable space for both 

the displaced deceased and their living survivors.”



     The location of Alternate Hell remains an international secret, which, 

according to the White House, is a necessary precaution in the face of 

terrorist threats.

from The Orange County Register “Life” section, Friday, September 7, 2007

Level Zero of Alternate Hell to be Named Alderman Hall

By Kyle Gibb

The Alternate Hell Board of Trustees announced on Thursday night that 

the ground level of Alternate Hell is to be named Alderman Hall, after the 

researcher-turned-crusader donated 15 million dollars to complete the 

projected budget set by Frank Gehry and Associates for the project.

     So far only Alderman Hall, which until now was simply known as “Level 

Zero” because Dante’s vision of Hell, Inferno, is only made up of nine levels, 

each one like a compartment for different types of sins, has been the only 

one fully described by Frank Gehry and Associates.  

     According to a spokesperson for the firm, only the ground level will be 

accessible by the living, and will include a library and research center, a 

museum and mausoleum, a 300-person theatre and lecture hall, and a multi-

media room built a rotating stage made out of see-through tempered glass 

that allows for an unobstructed view clear to the point of the Alternate 

Hell cone.  



     A Visitor Center and gift shop have also been planned for Alderman Hall.

     The diagram published by Frank Gehry and Associates (figure 1) also 

shows the entry point from which the displaced deceased are to enter their 

new home once it’s completed.  According to a spokesperson for the firm, 

world-class artist Beeth Cooper has designed a gate (figure 2) “just like 

the one that opens Dante’s poem so as to maintain the integrity of design 

that Mr. Gehry has envisioned from the very concept of the project.”

     In a joint statement with Frank Gehry and Associates, the Alternate Hell 

Board of Trustees also announced a timeline for the completion of 

Alternate Hell, stating that the first phase of the project, which includes 

Alderman Hall and the first three levels of Alternate Hell—Limbo, Lust, 

and Gluttony—is expected to be completed by Fall 2009.  

     The names Limbo, Lust, and Gluttony are consistent with the first three 

levels of Dante’s literary rendition of Hell, but they “don’t reflect 

thematic or segregate designations in Alternate Hell as they do in Dante,” 

said a spokesperson for the firm, who further explained that “as far as Mr. 

Gehry is concerned, each level of Hell will be suitable housing for any 

sinner, without regard to severity or type of sin.”  

from The New Republic online, Post date 11.8.07

But Why?

By The Editors



Nancy Pelosi is set to make a very inopportune decision next week if she 

goes through in naming Tom Ridge, the former and first head of the 

Department of Homeland Security, as the Head of the Hell-Earth Agency of 

Transmigration.  Ridge’s embattled career while with the Department of 

Homeland Security should be reason enough to look somewhere else when 

seeking leadership for what is set to be on of the most important agencies 

this decade.  

     Democratic leaders were full of praise for Mr. Ridge when he resigned 

from his post in 2004, despite the numerous complaints regarding the 

effectiveness of the biggest bureaucratic reorganization of the federal 

government since the National Security Act of 1947.  And even when 

friends of his defended the usefulness of color-coded terror alerts by 

blaming “federal bureaucracies and Congress” for the challenges the DHS 

and Ridge faced during the first two years of the department’s existence, it 

accomplished little for being in charge of 22 different agencies and over 

180,000 employees—all at the disposal of Ridge to make the nation safer, 

more effective in information management, and/or improve the response and 

recovery times in situations of National security.  Any number of reports 

released this year, as well as the real-time experiences of Hurricane 

Katrina, will indicate that the nation is not any safer than in the days 

before 9/11, nor is there much hope should a demographic of our nation 



need emergency assistance.

     But Nancy Pelosi is dead-set in making this man the head of HEAT, the 

newest and biggest agency in the DHS…

__________________________________________
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 from The Los Angeles Times,  January 2, 2008

HEAT arrests over 200 Displaced Deceased in Rose Parade Raid

by Samantha Waters, Los Angeles Times Staff Writer

A HEAT squad apprehended 232 Displaced Deceased Tuesday during the 

annual Rose Parade that takes place every New Year’s Day in Pasadena. 

     HEAT officers first raided the float entry point, where some 75 Displaced 



Deceased were being loaded onto a float designed by the People of Freedom 

in Life and Death, one of the most active groups in support of the Displaced 

Deceased.

     Another 157 were apprehended in random searches along the parade 

route.  One couple—a living and a Displaced Deceased—attempted to flee 

when HEAT officers approached their location, leading to a ten minute foot-

chase through the parade, where hundreds of media outlets were able to 

capture on camera the chase and eventual apprehension of the two 

individuals.  

     The raid comes as part of a crackdown on families and individuals who 

have refused to register their Displaced Deceased in preparation for the 

relocation to Alternate Hell in the Fall of 2009.  To date, HEAT has 

apprehended and registered nearly 30,000 Displaced Deceased since raids 

began six months ago.  

     In a raid last month HEAT arrested and charged Gloria Queen of Little 

Rock, Arkansas with aiding and abetting and obstruction of justice after 

repeated attempts to have Mrs. Queen register her two infants.  Both 

children died in a car accident in 2001.  They returned in April 2005.  

     Mrs. Queen’s suit is the first instance where HEAT has brought legal 

action against an individual, but “more legal action can be expected,” said 

District Attorney Mario Bates during Mrs. Queen’s arraignment last month.  

     A number of Displaced Deceased have been apprehended and registered at 



airports and the Canadian and Mexican borders, as the Displaced Deceased 

and sometimes loved ones attempt to flee to other countries to escape re-

separation.  Recently, HEAT units have been placed at border check points 

and air port checkpoints to ensure that individuals leaving the country are 

doing so legally.  

     Airport administrations and travelers alike have complained of the 

extended waiting periods at airports and U.S. borders, where random checks 

by U.S. Customs, ICE and ADI officers already slow down traffic 

significantly.6

from [from The Orange County Register “Life” section, Friday, September 25, 

2009

A Soft Opening for a Big Project

By Kendra Powell, special correspondent to The Orange County Register

Even before the Alternate Hell site was announced in January, the 

residents of Cotulla, Texas were aware that something massive was taking 

place miles from their small community.  As early as September 2007, when 

6 Before ICE, U.S. Customs and the INS were two separate entities until the formation of the DHS, 
which brought both agencies into one, ICE—U.S Immigration and Customs Enforcement.   A recovered 
electronic document (postG2241) described the ICE and U.S. Customs as such:  “U.S. Immigration and 
Customs Enforcement (ICE) strengthens national security and upholds public safety by closing down 
homeland security vulnerabilities. Created in March 20003, ICE was tasked with closing down our 
nation’s vulnerabilities by targeting the people, money and materials that support terrorism and other 
criminal activities. ICE prioritizes its immigration enforcement actions by targeting the greatest national 
security and public safety threats -- an approach not taken prior to 9/11.”For a few years the ADI, or 
American Dream Interpretation agency and HEAT were also separate from each other, at least until 
HEAT gained a significant presence at all U.S. points of entry and exit, at which point HEAT also 
enforced immigration rules for individuals looking to leave the U.S. to escape their American Dream 
Interpretation.  For a case study of the ADI, see Appendix B.



the announcement was first made that the U.N. Security Council had 

approved the building of an Alternate Hell, residents of Cotulla noticed a 

marked increase in the amount of traffic coming through town on 

Interstate 35, which runs right through the community of 3,600.  

     “At first we thought a new housing community was being built between 

here and George.  There had been some talk about developing the land 

there,” said David Sykes of Cotulla, who went on to say that it wasn’t long 

before the residents of Cotulla realized more than tract homes were going 

to be built: “we noticed the amount of heavy machinery making its way out 

that way.  They even built a private road—paved and everything—to 

transport the heavy trucks out there.  It was going to be big.”

     The residents of Cotulla soon realized that something bigger than a 

housing community was being built some 50 miles south-west of their town. 

In fact, a city meeting was held in the spring of 2008 to address the traffic 

and the shroud of mystery surrounding the commotion.  According to many 

residents and City Manager Carl Clarkson, numerous attempts to get 

information from the developers coming through town proved fruitless.  

     “Finally we got a letter answered, and in it they said that someone 

would come to the city meeting to introduce the company and the project,” 

says Carl Clarkson, “but when they came they only told us that it was a 

government contract and that beyond that they couldn’t say more, so 

really nothing was answered.  If anything, it made for more questions.”



     Cotulla residents learned to ignore the comings and goings of the 

construction crews, and four months after the meeting most of the traffic 

stopped anyway.  Residents credit the change to a system of private roads 

and a landing strip—“it had to be,” says John Lester, the Cotulla Regional 

Airport manager, “because I started picking up the transmissions from the 

pilots.  The first time I heard one I answered it, only to be told to stand 

down.  I heard the pilot ask for permission to land, and I heard someone 

grant it.  When I saw the plane fly over the landing strip here I was sure it 

was going to crash land.  But it didn’t.  As more planes came and went I 

realized that they had built their own landing strip.”

     It wasn’t until the spring of 2009 that residents of Cotulla once again 

took an interest in the goings-on 45 minutes down the road when residents 

noticed what many described as “blades of glass or steel” rising in the 

horizon.  

     “They were especially noticeable in the morning or evening, just as the 

sun was rising or falling, and the structures caught the light,” says Meg 

Pfarr, whose bay window faces precisely in the direction of Alternate Hell.

     Another Cotulla resident, Samuel Cantor, says that he “thought a whole 

new city was being built.  I thought it was a skyline like the one in Dallas.”  

     Soon after, local and then national media outlets made their way to 

Cotulla to cover the story.  One month later the U.N. Security Council and 

the Alternate Hell Board of Trustees made the announcement that the 



first phase of Alternate Hell was nearing completion, and that the site of 

Alternate Hell was exactly halfway between Interstates 35 and 37, and 

state highways 97 and 624 in Southwest Texas.  

     And that’s how Cotulla, Texas became the gateway to Alternate Hell, a 

distinction they don’t take lightly.

     All 3, 600 residents of Cotulla were distinguished guests at the soft 

opening of Alternate Hell on Saturday, September 12, where heads-of-

state, celebrities, and religious leaders gathered for an ongoing fireworks 

spectacular, lavish garden party, and ribbon-cutting ceremony.

     Guests arrived to Alternate Hell via a spacious avenue lined with 

Japanese Maples, the leaves of which were already an un-real red. 

According to the press package, the leaves on the Maples, as well as the 

1,000 other trees in the 125-acre gardens surrounding Alternate Hell are 

genetically modified to bear their fall colors.  

     At the end of an avenue stands a forecourt covered in beautiful red 

poison ivy, from which the faces of tiny angels, their eyes encrusted with 

diamond-shaped rubies, peek through.

     At the foot of the forecourt are two symmetrically-arranged yards 

covered in orange poppies, each like a fire-bed for gigantic topiary statues 

of Cerberus, and his siblings Chimera and Hydra.  

     Just beyond the two horticulture yards is an amphitheatre with an aviary 

at its center.  An information placard states that the aviary regularly 



houses about a dozen vultures and other ravenous birds.  The carcass of a 

cow had been dumped into the aviary just before the guests arrived so that 

the birds tore and fought over the flesh throughout the celebration.  A 

wall of flames reaching 15 feet into the air separates the amphitheatre 

from a magnificent courtyard that is outlined by alternating Firebushes and 

Sugar Maples, about 100 of each.  At the center of the courtyard are two 

reflective pools—about 30 feet long and five feet wide each—filled with 

burning oil.  In the middle of each pool a platform sustaining ice sculptures 

of Sisyphus rolling his ball; the other pool displayed Prometheus and an 

eagle tearing through his innards.

     The courtyard stands at the foot of the stairs that lead to the front 

doors of Alternate Hell, which are really two slits in the façade of the 

building, a chaotic arrangement of stainless and corrugated steel blades 

arranged to resemble rising flames reaching anywhere from five stories to 

55 stories into the air.  During sunrise and sunset, the blades reflect the 

sunlight to take on a natural glow like that of hot embers; however, fiber 

optics implanted in the steel and shotcrete used to support the structures 

give the façade its fiery glow during the night.  On especially hot days the 

blades reflect heat onto the surrounding grounds, which could reach 

temperatures up to 140 degrees Fahrenheit.     

     Gary Alderman, first president of Alternate Hell, cut the red ribbon at 

exactly 7:06pm, to a simultaneous fanfare of trumpets, a dissonant 



bellowing from a pipe organ deep inside Alternate Hell, a hundred-voice 

mixed choir singing Dale Jergenson’s Lament of Job, and a flurry of fireworks 

circling the perimeter of the Alternate Hell compound.

     To date no one but Gary Alderman, members of the Board of Trustees and 

essential personnel have been allowed through the door of Alternate 

Hell, which acts as the center focal point inside Alderman Hall.  Like a 

vacuum for light, the doorway, whose arches are made out of bone, hair, 

marble, rotted wood, and other organic matter which has undergone 

plastination—a process patented by Gunther von Hagen—doesn’t seem to 

allow for more than dim lighting inside Alderman Hall.  An occasional rogue 

reflection will catch the metal of the turnstile under the doorway and 

cast an eerie light in a far corner of the hall.  

     And really there isn’t much to illuminate, as all the surfaces in 

Alderman Hall are made up of stainless steel—from the walls to the 

counter and table surfaces—no variation of color or mode exists inside the 

Hall or its components.  With the exception of the foyer, a chapel-like 

space warmed by a terra-cotta tile floor and rays of light that emanate 

from shoebox-shaped openings that round the ceiling, creating a cris-cross 

of beams just underneath the four ceiling paintings depicting the horsemen 

of the apocalypse.  The rest of Alderman hall is sparsely adorned, almost 

clinical.  

     If this is any indication of what awaits the Displaced Deceased once they 



pass through Beeth Cooper’s door into Alternate Hell, then the press 

package materials’ description of the interior as “many austere spaces 

leading to other equally austere places, all of which give the perception 

that the next room will be more welcoming than the current one, when in 

fact it is as desolate as any that which came before,” most among the living 

will have their curiosity satisfied by spending any amount of time in 

Alderman Hall.

     No actual torments are described—it isn’t even clear if Alternate Hell 

is a place of torment and torture—except that certain spaces are said to be 

lined with plasma screens that randomly play archival footage of wars, 

pestilence, famine, disease, hunger, suffering, and isolation.  The footage, 

once it starts, may go for days on end, and finish just as abruptly.  As many 

days of deafening silence are likely to follow. 

Correspondence, dated October 8, 2009; sender HEAT; addressee M.S.,

Dear Mrs. D ,

We regret to inform you that your application to attend the official 

opening of Alternate Hell has been denied as we were unable to confirm 

your husband’s return as a Displaced Deceased.

Sincerely,



Hell-Earth Agency of Transmigration

from USA Today, usatoday.com; Updated 42 mins. ago

The Opening of Alternate Hell an Emotional Event

By Dirk Capone, USA Today

There was an outpouring of emotion today at Alternate Hell as thousands 

of families and loved ones came to say goodbye to their Displaced Deceased 

as a tapestry of cultures, languages, and colors gathered for both the 

official opening and the last goodbye.  

     A woman named Maritza refused to see it as a final goodbye, saying that 

“if my Julian came back to me once he can come back again,” a sentiment 

expressed by many as people hugged, kissed, smiled and cried in preparation 

of walking through the Gates of Hell.  

     In places like Barcelona and Guadalajara, city-wide festivals were held 

in honor of the Displaced Deceased, much to the benefit of family and 

friends who couldn’t travel to America for the official celebration.

     But not all was merrymaking, as HEAT squads found themselves busy 

raiding individual residences throughout the U.S. in search of Displaced 

Deceased who refused to go back to Hell.  In many cases, Displaced 

Deceased were found under beds, in closets, car trunks, and even the 

occasional Dempsey Dumpster.  “The work we have to do doesn’t end today,” 



said a HEAT official present at the opening.  The work is just begging for us 

and agencies like HEAT around the world.”  

     Not present at the opening was Gary Alderman, who remains in critical 

condition after an automobile accident on October 13.

□□

My colleagues in Classics tell me that one of the most enjoyable 

aspects of their reclamation projects is seeing how pre-moderns interpreted 

the approach certain civilizations took to the natural world, to the 

unexplainable.  The “mythologies,” or conceptual technologies that many of 

these civilizations developed were both elaborate and sophisticated; what 

interests many of the reclaimants that work with those texts is how pre-

moderns approached those conceptual technologies (they sometimes 

ridiculed them), while failing to see how similar they were to their own.  I 

didn’t believe that happened until I read “Mother and Me,” the narrative 

commonly referred to as “Mr. Mother Nature.”  In this narrative, Barbara 



Walters, whom we’ve figured to be a very public figure in the late 20th and 

early 21st centuries (though mostly through her association with other 

public figures) interviews Mother Nature.  In and-of-itself this doesn’t seem 

to be altogether significant, but in a culture touting itself to be 

progressive and hyper-technological, the creation and existence of myths 

seems foreign.  That is, at least, what many of the other narratives we’ve 

reclaimed from that era indicate, that the people living in the Late Period 

considered themselves too sophisticated and advance to have any use for 

mythologies.  I’ve discovered that the opposite is true, and that a lack of 

understanding of the natural world can be easily replaced with a lack of 

understanding of the technologies that allow us to navigate that natural 

world.  Any sense of the modern is tightly bound to a mythology and a leap 

in technology that doesn’t coincide with a leap in consciousness.  The gap 

created between the two will call up a mythology to explain it.  This 

explanation is not unlike that which my colleagues in Classics offer, and 

it’s one that makes sense of “Mother and Me” nicely.

As to what particular technologies the Mother Nature myth covers, I 

couldn’t say.  But I am certain that the late 20th and early 21st centuries had 

a great many leaps in reason to atone for, of which digital technologies, 

such as the ones that gave rise to, and then were sustained by Google, can’t 

be excluded.  But there were other, less traditionally-viewed technologies, 

which were new and rampant during this era, including an increased 



longevity, a global awareness, and in America especially, an increased 

literacy among a wider range of demographics.  It is this paradoxical 

relationship between progress and technology and the mythological which 

continues to attract me to these pre-modern narratives.  It is another way 

to understand what we have by what we lost.

Chapter 2

Mother and Me

It’s hard to imagine how Mother Nature would prepare for a 

nationally-syndicated interview, who she might let do her hair, for example, 

or if she would use the studio’s make-up artists or bring her own.  Who 

would she let do her wardrobe?  I was more than surprised, then, when 



Mother gave no consideration to any of these things when we met the half-

dozen times to talk about the seminal interview I did with her prior to her 

sex change.  

I’ve known Mother for a number of years—dare I say decades—so 

when she failed to orchestrate every eyebrow pluck, mascara application, 

and nose powdering—when she told me that “she trusted whatever [I] 

wanted to do,” I knew that this interview would be both infinitely more 

significant and more difficult than any other interview I’ve ever done. 

Because Mother is no stranger to being seen, and because her PR 

department is perhaps even more competent and dedicated than mine is, I had 

difficulty grappling with the sudden disinterest.  She called it trust, but I 

called it disinterest.

In an off-the-record lunch Mother and I had two weeks before the 

interview was conducted I begged her to be candid with me, to tell me the 

things she wouldn’t on national television.  I wanted the real motivations 

for her sex change, and for to her lackluster approach to our interview. 

And what she told me I’ve dutifully communicated back to my audiences, but 

there was no way of knowing that day, and at that moment, that Mother’s 

dramatic actions would be of so little consequence once completed that 

her subsequent breakdown would lead to such a tremendous natural loss 

to humanity.  It’s nothing less than tragic that such a significant personal 

life-choice, the decision to change one’s sex, could be so inconsequential, 



but that one’s mental and emotional breakdown could have such unexpected 

and profound meaning for these new generations.  Father Nature has never 

enjoyed so much celebrity—has never been so closely watched—as he does 

now, when his actions amount to little more than a new DUI charge and 

arrest, another extended stay at a rehab clinic, another battery of 

psychological evaluations.

Many professional acquaintances have wondered (some publicly) why I 

didn’t take more of an interest in the displaced deceased since Dr. Farelly 

and the then unknown Gerry Alderman investigated the weeping statues in 

Brisbane.  The truth is that I did and continue to take a keen interest in 

these matters.  The reasons why I didn’t decide to conduct an interview with 

either a displaced deceased or with my dear friend Gerry are both personal 

and no doubt revelatory to those that have followed my journalistic 

career for however long they might have.

I should begin by saying that at the same time that these phenomenal 

events were beginning to take place in Catholic states around the world, 

including our very own communities here in America, another, more 

personal, situation was beginning to unfold for me:  Mother Nature’s sex 

change.  This is not to say that I didn’t have any interest in the thousands, 

then millions of deceased finding their way back into the world and into the 

lives of their still-living.  I myself had a number of unexpected “guests” visit 

before the opening of Alternate Hell, and yet none of the key players in 



the displaced deceased saga were as personally significant to me then as 

was Mother Nature, which brings us to the first reason why I pursued 

Mother Nature’s sex change over the displaced deceased: I am always 

personally invested in the subjects I report on when I report on them. 

Aside from my personal investment, I also admit a certain predilection for 

uncovering the hidden in my interviews.  Some might object to this, pointing 

to the long list of high profile, A-list celebrities and world persons I have 

interviewed during my career, but anyone who looks closely enough will 

realize that even in these instances I’ve shown a penchant for uncovering 

those deep, psychological moments in which a conversation moves the guest 

to reveal something meaningful to the audience (and often times him or 

herself)—like when Stephen Colbert, front-man of Comedy Central’s Colbert  

Report, disclosed that he actually voted Republican, and that his staunch 

conservatism was what had driven him and Jon Stewart of The Daily Show 

apart.  “I pushed for a show of my own at the network when Jon fired me,” 

Colbert announced.  “The Report is the most natural thing in the world for 

me.  It was the network’s idea to market it as a parody of other conservative 

pundits.”  I can’t say that the potential for meaningful disclosure doesn’t 

drive the choices I make when deciding to interview someone.  My producers 

and I call it “high-stakes” reportage, so in the case of the displaced 

deceased, who were already commanding most of the media, offered little in 

the way of “new” news.  Plus, Gary Alderman was already giving up his life 



story in numerous interviews, exposes, a book, and a made-for-TV-movie.  

 Even now I feel a bit betrayed by how I came to know about Mother 

Nature’s sex change.  Mother and I have enjoyed a close friendship since the 

early days of my journalistic career, though I admit that we’ve had a bit of a 

cooling-off period staring in the late 1990s and into the 2000s as her 

public persona has taken on a much more international appeal so that it’s 

nearly impossible to schedule something so little as a lunch at Barney’s 

mid-week without having to call her ambulant day-keeper, Brenda, at least 

three months in advance.  That’s why when Tom Snook popped his ruddy face 

into my office one morning to ask me if I knew anything about Mother 

Nature’s “switch,” I really had no idea what he was talking about.  As I later 

learned, NOAA was the first to notice.  NOAA, the National Oceanic and 

Atmospheric Administration’s sensory devices, which are distributed in 

significant geographic and geologic locations around the globe, and that 

constantly relay information regarding floods, storms, and seismic and 

volcanic activity—these devices picked up irregular and significant tectonic 

movement along the eastern coast of the United States on October 9, 2004. 

Curtis Holland, the NOAA Event Imagery Team Leader for the response 

center on the eastern board, called it “a series of significant seismic 

events.”  

“I was pretty flippant about it at first,” he told me over the phone 

during our initial call two weeks after the tremors were first reported, 



“telling my staff that ‘it was probably nothing more than cramps,’ because 

you know Mother Nature’s on a cycle too you know.”  

I would become accustomed to Curtis Holland’s proclivity for 

comparing any number of natural occurrences to human symptoms, an odd 

way to talk about an entity that you don’t have a personal relationship 

with like I do.  I was humored at first by Curtis Holland’s remarks, and then I 

was intrigued when I realized just how right he was: Mother Nature was 

really symptomatic, we just didn’t know of what right then.  In a few week’s 

time, the world over would be talking about Mother as if she were some 

ailing person.  I still don’t know just how I feel about that.  

During my first visit to the regional eastern board office to talk with 

Curtis Holland in person he even suggested “putting that bisexual, 

inbreeding, species-crossing, horny, heated headmistress on birth control.” 

His reasoning?  “We’re overpopulated, her barren wastelands are showing, 

the Alps are sagging, and her polar ice caps are melting.”  For a brief 

moment I thought that Curtis really might have knowledge of Mother 

Nature, not necessarily in the way I did, but intimately nonetheless. 

Really, it was nothing more than the countless years Curtis spent in 

university as a geology student, and what do geology students do if not 

drill into the Earth, poking around places most of us never would.  His was 

solely textbook knowledge.

By the time I paid my second visit to Curtis Holland, his regional office 



had already become the unofficial center of the numerous physical 

anomalies occurring all along the Atlantic coasts.  Within 48 hours from 

my first visit Curtis’ team had logged hundreds of hours and data downloads 

from geologists in Ireland, Brazil, Lisbon, Fortaleza and numerous other 

cities along the Atlantic coasts, all of them reporting abnormal significant 

events.   In each case Curtis tried to assure his international colleagues 

that these were “no more significant than any of the other events that 

were already being monitored.”  Half jokingly, Curtis managed to fit in his 

proposed solution to the unexplained seismic activity in each phone call 

when he told the reporting party that all Mother Nature needed was “100, 

000 tons of Midol down the Niagara Falls.  The Canadian side,” Curtis would 

add, “because anything going down the U.S. side will probably make her 

sicker.”

          

Mother and I often used to joke about how she and I were mostly 

impervious to the effects of time.  Good genes and conservation efforts, we 

used to say.  And aside from the occasional influenza epidemic or small pox 

outbreak, Mother managed to remain relatively healthy too, so I was 

initially resistant to the sudden realization that these increasing 

“significant events” really might be symptoms of an affliction Mother might 

have been suffering directly.  “But she would have told me,” I assured 

myself.  “Of course she would have told me.”  And Curtis Holland was 



joking.  He couldn’t be serious.  And even if he wasn’t joking, what good 

could an impossible amount of Midol do for Mother?  Nothing.  

The irony of my momentary lapse into “what-if” is that in every 

possible way it was all true—Curtis’ assessment, his near-diagnosis, and 

most shocking of all, Mother’s failure to share a most important decision 

with me.  I can’t imagine any amount of Midol was going to fix any of that.  By 

my third visit with Curtis at the NOAA Imaging Center, he could barely spare 

five minutes to talk with me, as phone calls were coming in about every 15 

minutes to report a cascade of seismic activity up and down both sides of the 

Atlantic.  From Boston to Fort Lauderdale, in San Juan and Cartagena de 

Andes, Rio de Janeiro and down to the tip of Argentina, then up again from 

Cape Verde all the way up to the Norwegian fjords, the low Richter 

tremors seemed to indicate that something systematic and very real was 

happening in the Atlantic Ocean.  

And just as the geological story began to unfold, my own seemed to 

be ending.  Curtis Holland was suddenly too busy, and Mother remained 

incommuniqué.  

As the largest divergent-plate boundary, the Mid-Atlantic Ridge is the 

Earth’s most productive—most fruitful—region (in terms of earth-crust at 

least).  Mother Nature spreads herself open here, at a rate of about 2.5 



centimeters per year, her plates moving apart to simultaneously swallow 

molten crust and push up new crust straight from the mantle.  For the past 

600 million years the Mid-Atlantic Ridge has been Mother Nature’s sweet 

spot.  “Suddenly she stopped putting out,” Curtis would explain to me later. 

I remember telling him that he was joking, that there’s no way the Mother I 

knew would ever “stop putting out,” to use Curtis’ phrasing.  No one else I 

knew so thoroughly thrived on her own fertility.  There was no way the 

Mother I knew, the Mother who on a South American rainforest excursion 

we took in 1991 led me off the tour path countless times to show me a 

group of bare-breasted native women washing in a murky basin, or a pack of 

howling monkeys engaged in a frantic sexual tryst, was about to deny 

herself any amount of carnal pleasure.  And had Mother taken or returned 

one of my phone calls that week she would have said as much.  She would 

have denied Curtis’ claim.

Regardless of my incredulity, something significant was happening in 

the middle of the Atlantic.  Remote-controlled expeditions indicated it, 

manned missions confirmed it:  the Mid-Atlantic Ridge had sealed up.  In its 

place grew a mound that seemed to be expanding on all sides.  And the girth 

of the mound had nearly doubled in the six or seven months since geologists 

first took notice of the activity along and around the Atlantic.

The phenomenon was followed by a series of strange occurrences 



that began shortly after the quakes on the edges of the Atlantic.  In one 

instance, the aviary at the San Diego Zoo became a chorus of deep grunts 

and chortles; even the prized Cuako, a 12 year-old scarlet macaw took to 

whistling at young women, calling them mamasita, and other such 

improprieties.  This may not seem extraordinary to you, plenty of insensitive 

pet owners transfer their bigotry to their imitative mascots, but not Cuako. 

Cuako was raised by an English professor at the University of San Diego 

whose specialization was the 19th Century novel.  In fact, Cuako didn’t 

become Cuako until his adoption; to Dr. Castrajon, Cuako was none other 

than Vautrin.  Part of the draw for visitors to the aviary was Cuako’s 

sudden quoting of entire sections of Balzac, Baudelaire, Bronte, and 

Fowles.  Until then, Cuako had always displayed the proper behavior for a 

bird of his class and standing, his handlers reported.  

But the bird’s sudden change was not an isolated incident.  People 

everywhere took notice that cats now chased dogs, chickens took to cock-a-

doodle-doodling in the mornings, roosters sat on eggs.  Cherry trees 

throughout Japan blossomed in mid-fall, setting off a riot of untimely 

Haiku; some people stopped mid-dinner—mid-coitus even—to capture in 17 

syllables the one time that nature had preceded poet.  These were but a 

few examples:  Mother Nature’s sex change made no small display the world 

over.

Of course I didn’t recognize any of these occurrences as indicators of 



Mother’s switch.  On the contrary, I refused to correlate any of the 

infamous natural phenomenon with Mother.  It wasn’t until The Wall Street  

Journal and The Financial Times (which for this issue ran its pages blue, with a 

bold headline reading across the top:  It’s a Boy:  Mother Nature Grows 

Some Balls) yes, it was these unlikely sources that pounced on the story 

first.  Of course, most media organizations had tied up their resources 

following the displaced deceased, and Gerry Alderman’s campaign was also 

in high gear.  But a few entertainment outlets did see an opportunity to 

boost their fall lineups.  That’s how The Wall Street Journal got word of the 

Mother Nature story: tipped off by someone at either Bravo or The 

Discovery Channel, the two networks competing for the exclusive rights to 

document and air the transformation in a syndicated reality TV show—once 

the Wall Street Journal and The Financial Times had brought a modicum of 

international attention to Mother Nature’s decision.  Ironically, it wasn’t 

until these unlikely sources broke the story that neither Star Magazine nor 

The Mirror printed something about it.  And The Onion and the producers of The 

Daily Show thought the idea of Mother Nature “going in for the change” 

was too improbable—too unlikely—too “tabloid,” when their writers first 

heard of it.  Not even Stephen Colbert did anything with the story until 

after my interview with Mother Nature, though Jay Leno and Dave 

Letterman had a field day with the news, her symptoms making it onto almost 

every top-ten lists for months.



Finally a call from Mother.  An apology.  Plans for lunch.  I was a 

little less than pleased about the deal, but very much looking forward to 

an exclusive interview, which Mother graciously accepted.

I don’t need to remind anyone of the interview; it was one of the most 

moving moments in TV history.  For me it was the moment that Mother 

apologized in which I felt the most saddened.  Holding back the tears she 

apologized for the confusion she had caused with the hormone therapy.

M: I thought I had a right to privacy.  The medical team never warned me of 

the most drastic side effects of the testosterone.  I was confused myself, 

so I could only imagine what it was like for all of you, for all of you who 

had no idea of the environmental changes my decision would cause.

B:  But your new medical team, they are much more helpful as you go 

through this process.

M: Yes, Barbara.  Thank you.  I should have come to you from the very 

beginning.  If only to get a trustworthy referral to a surgeon.

B: It is the case that throughout the years I’ve developed some wonderful 

relationships with a number of medical professionals who have been nearly 

as responsible for my journalistic career as my mentors and producers.  I 

was only glad to help.

M: The new medical team, with whom I’m very happy, has given the council 

and guidance that’s so needed during this time.  They have also published in 

all major journals and periodicals, as well as on the web, a disclosure for 



all humanity of what things can be expected as I undergo this process.  This 

should make it easier on everyone.

In post-production I sat with the editor and asked to cut to a break 

here.  It was a touching moment: the shot came into soft focus, a pink hue 

colored the edges, there was a rise in the piano theme we had recorded for 

the interview, and the camera panned out just as I reached out to lay my 

hand on top of Mother’s.  In the next segment I felt I needed to lighten the 

mood, because no matter how moving a story can be, sobbing and heaving can 

weigh down an otherwise entertaining interview.  A flood of emotion—be it 

sorrow or joy—can overwhelm an interview, can make it unwatchable.  So 

we talked about our years at University, of love affairs, marriages, and 

separations.  Mother even asked about my “falling out with Father Time.” 

We laughed about it then, I admonished her about it later.

The second installment of the interview, which aired the following 

week, focused on the reasons behind Mother’s sex change.  

B: Who do you hope to be—what do you see yourself as—once it’s all said 

and done?

M: It’s very simply, really.  A Protestant White Male.

B: A protestant white male.  Really?  That’s rather specific.

M: Yes, that’s exactly the point: a specific image for a specific purpose.  I’m 



tired, Barbara—

B: Well of course you are, we aren’t the young—

M: No, that’s not what I mean.  Let me finish.  I’m tired of being stepped on, 

trampled over, dug out, bored through, bombed on.  I mean, have you seen 

what they’ve done to me in the Middle East?  I have pores there the size of 

city blocks.  I tried a chemical peel but I hit the wrong region.  Everyone 

saw that.  How embarrassing.  Then I tried a macro-abrasion treatment in 

the Gulf—what pain!

B: But there’s more awareness about all those things now, isn’t there?  And 

everyone—mostly everyone—is starting to do their part.  I know I am.  

M: ... and then I see how much power the protestant white male has, how 

powerful and seductive he is—and I realize that that’s what I need to be if 

I’m going to stop this pillaging.  I thought about the Catholic white male, but 

he’s too old and his power too limited.  Plus I could never really hope to 

regain control of myself—to change anything—just by leading mass every 

Sunday.  

[Pause]

M: I’m out to be an American president.

I often forget how quickly things happened in the first decade of the 

21st Century.  And in some instances, how slowly.  In 2003, Mother Nature, 

one of the most attended-to women of the 21st Century as a result of the 



world-wide effort to slow the effects of global warming (or to 

“counteract Mother Nature’s hot flashes,” according to Curtis Holland), 

couldn’t conceive a role for herself in which she would be able to exert 

some agency over her own body, over the self, outside of being an American 

president.  Not five years later, a woman—Hilary Clinton—ran an 

unsuccessful campaign for the office, as a woman no less, but she ran again 

in 2012, when she was finally elected as the first female American 

president.  That a whole culture’s sentiment and political climate can 

change so drastically from one such extreme to another in such a 

relatively short amount of time is both exhilarating and frightening.  For 

Mother it was a costly and very public embarrassment.  At the time of the 

interview, however, Mother’s activism was sincere.  A little drastic, yes, but 

she really did mean to move things forward, both socially and politically. 

And she really did mean to stop the physical abuses she was experiencing.  

In the end Mother had her surgery.  Bravo and The Discovery Channel 

came to an agreement in which both shared exclusive rights to separate and 

particular moments of Mother Nature’s sex change.  Her recovery has been 

a lengthy one, but in my recent visit to Father Nature, he shared that she 

still plans to run for the presidency.  

Of women in power, the weeks I spent with Hilary Clinton leading up 

to the exclusive interview I conducted with her two months after she 



received the Democratic nomination were equally memorable.  I detail those 

conversations in the next chapter.

□□□

Because time is the essential and inescapable problem of every 

narrative, and because enough narratives have been reclaimed to show that 

pre-modern generations leading all the way up to the Google crash were 

preoccupied with time, the following narrative—a transcript of a television 

program in which the host introduces a film about time travel in the 

context of an alleged calling-off of time—screams of a less-than-healthy 

relationship with time.  But what is, and how does one go about, 

experiencing, respecting, and representing time?  Aren’t all realized 

relationships with time, those that happen in the real arenas of culture, 

history, and politics, just as constructed as are the narratives that play 

out in narratives, television or movies?  No matter where the narrative is 

constructed or how it is experienced (as a real event or its 

representation), time remains that essential and inescapable problem for 

the writer, film maker, and living being.  

For our pre-modern counterparts, it seems that pre-existing, and in 

many cases mythologies helped sort out the complicated relationships they 

had with time.  There were the Mayan and Gregorian calendars, the Hindu 



cycles, and the Biblical/Apocalyptic time that characterized so much of 

Western Culture in the Late Period.  And it made little difference whether 

these ancient mythologies were plausible or not, it seems, so long as they 

gave both a practical and supernal way to relate to time.  

This narrative in transcript form is one of the best examples we have 

of how pre-moderns related and attempted to solve their problems with 

time, even though are our understating and relationship to time and remains 

problematic, the essential problem of our existence.  In this way we are not 

at all unlike our pre-modern counterparts in that we wish we had a time 

machine, but we don’t.



At the End of Time

THIS IS A RUSH TRANSCRIPT.  THIS COPY MAY NOT BE IN ITS FINAL FORM AND 

MAY BE UPDATED

Turner Classic Movies 

Hosted by Robert Osborne

Aired February 25, 2003

Robert Osborne, Turner Classic Movies host:  And so it came to pass—time did

—on July 30, 2009.  But we were ready for it.  The first steps towards 

NoChrono were taken at the 30th G8 summit, where the leaders of the free 

world announced a joint effort to research the growing worldwide 

interest in all things Apocalyptic.  Of course, not everyone was expecting 

the Apocalypse, at least not outside the U.S., but there was a significant 

amount of hustle and bustle around the end of the world.  The G8 summit 



thus established a multi-lateral committee to conduct an exhaustive study 

in the rise in interest in everything eschatological.  On December 21, 2007 

the committee revealed that the Mayan calendar, which by then had become 

the centerpiece of Time’s untimely death, was correct: Time would end on 

December 21, 2012. 

Ironically, this confirmation of public opinion did little to assuage 

the all-consuming obsession with what was quickly interpreted to be the 

end of the world, and quite unexpectedly whole constituencies began to 

demand that their state heads prevent whatever catastrophic chain of 

events “the end of the world” their particular spirituality or philosophy 

had prognosticated.  In the U.S., the Department of Homeland Security 

appended a threat-level to the National Threat Advisory System—black—to 

alert Americans of a “high likelihood of the Apocalypse.”  

Not long after the committee’s announcement, a leading eastern 

philosopher, Dr. Karan Nath, gave a series of lectures in which he 

correlated the Mayan calendar’s fourth sun (with its end on December 21, 

2012), with the Hindu timeline’s Fourth Age, a period characterized by 

strife, anger and wars—and most noticeably—a period that would end 

abruptly to give way to a new order.  Dr. Nath suggested that it was 

possible that the Hindu calendar had projected this cosmic end too far in 

the future, and that it was likely that its actual occurrence would line up 

with the Mayan calendar deadline.  Dr. Nath’s endorsement thus united east 



and west towards one goal: the prevention of the end of time.

As if by clockwork, the planet also began to show signs of distress by 

reversing its weather patterns, increasing its seismic activity, and 

evidencing a momentary but substantial role reversal in hundreds of animal 

species around the world which, in the case of the rare snake-necked 

turtle, resulted in a missed mating cycle, which ultimately led to its 

extinction.  Add to these extraordinary events the phenomenal emergence 

of the Displaced Deceased that overran the Christian-populated world, and 

you get the precise combination of events that made the preemptive strike 

against Time a top priority for world leaders come the end of the first 

decade in the 21st century.

A number of research and policy institutes and teams were formed and 

subsidized by various world governments, each comprised of the leading 

philosophical and scientific elite, and charged with addressing the various 

challenges the End of Time would pose.  There were larger think tanks—

one such example is RAND, which adopted a more global perspective on the 

imminent effects of the End of Time.  It was Phyllis Sarconni’s leadership 

that made RAND into a world player during this time, bringing the otherwise 

vestigial research and development arm of the Cold War era Air Force into 

the foreground of world affairs.  In an address to the more than 1, 600 

staff members made on October 11, 2006, Sarconni charged RAND with the 

“difficult—some might say impossible—task of preventing The End of Time, 



and if it really can’t be prevented, then the successful transition to 

whatever comes after.  There’s no room for the catastrophic end some fear 

in the planning and execution RAND has undertaken, will undertake.  And if 

neither prevention nor transition is possible, then I charge you with 

showing humanity how to survive.”  

The resounding final strike against Time came with the publication of 

RAND’s The History of Time: a Timeline, a fully comprehensive study of Time, its 

passage, and the inevitable end it would meet in 2012.  Even renowned 

skeptic Michael Shermer was compelled to make a statement after the 

report was published in which he conceded that the End of Time neared, 

that there was no denying it.  The report, written by RAND anthropologists 

Donna Fossum and Steven Popper, posited that the sudden end of the Mayan 

civilization was no less than a systematic communal cultural suicide, and 

not simply a lackadaisical “letting go,” as Michael Shermer had recently 

suggested in an interview on Coast-to-Coast:  “The Mayan’s eventual 

boredom with the plotting of every hour of every day for an entire cycle 

lasting 5,000 is what finally led to their demise.”  If one thing was true, it 

was that the Mayans really had plotted out every minute of the 5,000 years 

that led up to and ended on the Winter solstice of 2012, or so explained 

The History of Time: a Timeline.  The Mayans had been so detailed in their 

recording of time that they even marked major celestial events, such as 

eclipses and equinoxes, so why didn’t the Mayans specify was what was to 



happen on December 21, 2012, or after, for that matter?  What Fossum and 

Popper concluded was that it was what the Mayans knew exactly what 

would happen on December 21, 2012, and that they didn’t want to be around 

when it happened.  So, he concluded, they planned and executed the finality 

of their own culture by 1100 A.D.  

As informative as RAND’s report was, people were most interested in 

what would happen after December 21, 2012.  Public opinion broke down into 

two camps:  there were those that saw December 21, 2012 as the Day of 

Reckoning, Judgment Day, the End of the World, Doomsday, Armageddon.  The 

other contingent expected December 21, 2012 to be just like any other day: 

“If the sun will rise on the 20th it will also rise on the 22nd.  And if it rises 

on the 22nd, then it will also rise on the 23rd.  Business as usual, that’s 

what we can expect.  Time, no Time—life will go on,” said NYSE Chairman 

Marsh Carter just before ringing the opening bell on May 17, 2008.  

As the days and months passed, it was the first opinion that won the 

popular vote and sooner than later hundreds, then thousands of state 

agencies and private groups began offering crash-courses in living without 

Time.  With the help of certified counselors (usually a person who had been 

both trained and who had demonstrated a complete disregard for time for 

most of their life) people were stripped of watches, schedules, and to-do 

lists.  For many, the to-do lists were the hardest to leave behind. 

Housekeepers often hid these in their shoes or between their waist and 



elastic band, until NoChrono enforcers discovered even these hiding places 

and confiscated every last scrap of paper.  There were camps, spas, 

workshops—each one guaranteeing to make you time-less.

The U.S. was the first of the developed nations to do a mock switch-

over to NoChrono.  The deadline for both the public and private sectors to 

make preperations was December 31st, and all public infrastructures, 

systems, and services were expected to observe the faux-End of Time when 

the cesium clock and both WWVB and the NIST website would go offline.  In 

preparation for the switch, numerous American cities held mandatory 

NoChrono drills, most of which resulted in utter widespread chaos as most 

people forgot to set their watches for the switch.  In some cases people 

refused to set their watches, as was the case with Mary Cloak, the 

Williamsburg, NY resident who led one of the most successful grass-roots 

anti-NoChrono campaigns.  She succeeded in convincing a great many New 

Yorkers to resist “the arbitrary [expletive] with peoples’ lives” that 

NoChrono represented [to her].  And had it not been for the 15-foot digital 

clock on top of the Eagle Storage and Manufacturing building at the base 

of the Brooklyn Bridge, which, just as the air raid sirens wailed throughout 

the city to signal the mock switch over, remained lit, everything would have 

gone according to plan.  All public clocks and timepieces would have 

switched off.  Time would have stopped.  But the bright red digital display 

remained lit, and as the city of New York stood still, the entirety of the 



city turned to look at the Eagle Clock when it switched from 8:00 a.m. to 

8:01 a.m.  Mary Cloak had maintained the clock since the city government 

had subsidized it when the Eagle property owner threatened to shut down 

the clock because it became too expensive a public service.  Mary Cloak was 

arrested and subsequently fired.

The End of Time caused a number of legal problems too, and an on 

onslaught of court cases were heard throughout the nation when 

thousands upon thousands of people who had taken a vow to love each 

other “until the end of time” saw an opportunity to annul their 

arrangements, or in other instances, re-vow to love each other, this time 

“until the end of NoChrono.”  The courts had no choice but to honor both 

requests.  The legal loop presented an almost too-good niche market for 

Match.com, which, within days of the first court decision honoring marriage 

annulments based on The End of Time, secured the Rebound.com domain 

name.  Within a month, the site had sold nearly one million memberships.

Other cultural icons were more hesitant to change, and in the case 

of Time Magazine, its reluctance to acknowledge the End of Time, though 

understandable, and its replacement by NoChrono, resulted in the 

magazine’s demise.  The glossy ran its last issue on December 12, 2012, 

brandishing the headline “The End of Time,” which was neither impacting nor 

ironic.  By that date, Time had stopped being noteworthy.

The final mock-switchover on January 1, 2009 at 12:01am proved to 



be a major success.  The first of January was free of the chaos and disorder 

that had characterized the mock switchovers of the years before; in fact, 

switching back to Time on January 2 proved to be more of a task than it had 

been to switch to NoChrono in the first place so that the End of Time 

committee recommended that the official switch-over to NoChrono be moved 

up.  It was decided that July 30, 2009 would mark the official End of Time. 

Everyone hoped that the preemptive strike would also spare humanity from 

the myriad catastrophes associated with its natural demise.

This fear was also manifest in the willingness and eagerness people 

showed in ridding themselves of anything associated with Time—from 

thousand dollar Rolexes, to sentimentally valuable heirlooms.  This one 

here, which I’m wearing now, is from the most expensive of the Tag Heuer 

line.  It’s worth nothing now, which is why I can have one.  In a world with 

Time, rare was the man that could wear such an expensive timepiece. 

Thankfully, NoChrono is the great equalizer, and everyone can be included 

in its ordered progression.  Understandably, people were generally afraid 

to leave on any vestige of time that might grow and multiply a force of pre-

NoChrono proportions.  This was a force that could again lay claim to 

people’s lives to speed them toward some cataclysmic end like it had 

intended to do in December 2012.   So Torneau, like Big Ben, were gutted of 

their larger-than-life time pieces and replaced with NoChrono ones.  Watch 

and clockmakers shut down to produce NoChrono keepers, so that by July 



31, 2009 everyone was wearing or hanging one.  Everyone, it seemed, had 

fully accepted the switch, and if not for a small group of malcontents that 

called themselves the “Time Keepers,” who for eighteen months lived in a 

community in Eastern Oregon using contraband watched and clocks, kept 

schedules and observed time, until they were infiltrated and disbanded by 

the authorities, the switch to NoChrono would have happened without a 

glitch.

There were, of course, sovereign states that were less than excited 

about the switch, namely Russia, whose Prime Minister Vladimir Putin 

refused to conform to what he called “an unabashed invasion of private life 

by the United States,” but after nearly a year of economic sanctions by the 

U.N. and the European Union, Russia also made the switch to NoChrono.

Today the western world flourishes under the auspices of NoChrono, 

and Time exists only in past memories maintained by films such as tonight’s 

The Time Machine starring Guy Pearce as Alexander Hardegen, a man obsessed 

with a moment in time that’s passed and cannot be repeated—surely a 

foreign concept to those of us accustomed to NoChrono, this obsession 

with things past and things coming.  Not so for the many generations that 

lived with Time.  Here then is The Time Machine.  Released in 2002, adapted 

from the novel by H.G. Wells, a remake of the 1960s film by the same title, 

and a curious reminder of what it was without NoChrono.  



□□□□

There are virtually no remaining narratives pre-Google which offer 

both a uniquely regional portrait of a specific pre-modern community, while 

simultaneously depicting a pervasive national preoccupation.  Certainly the 

“At End of Time” narrative offers us a glimpse of what an international 

obsession with eschatology might have looked like in the early part of the 

21st century, but it comes nowhere near the specificity of the “Reasonable’ 

Randal Smrz ‘Society Notes,’” especially when it comes to the reoccurring 

characters, their personal dramas, and how these are inflated by the 

intrusion of the state.  

Randal Smrz’s “Society Notes” is also unique because it shows us the 

delicate interplay between the public and the private, which in this case, 

quickly evolves into an encroachment rather than a public service.  Randal 

Smrz, over the course of two months, let’s us see how this interplay breaks 

down in his society, and though perhaps unintentionally, he let’s us see how 

it brakes down an individual, himself.



“Reasonable” Randal Smrz’s Society Notes

A sticky situation at the Y…

The benefit success…

A reasonable recognition…

Saturday’s American Dream Interpretation Alternative benefit dinner was a 

success, perfect in every way, starting with the tables:  the crisp linen with 

its creases all pointing north, the silverware laid out exactly one inch 

from the edge of the table.  And the regal Azalea arrangements as tall as a 

grown man.  There was the very tender pulled pork, so tender it spread like 

butter on the toasted rolls.  Oh, but we also raised $2, 500 over the $10, 

000 goal we set.  Ludmilla also made a very special announcement, despite 

my pre-benefit pleadings to keep mum (how embarrassing), by raising her 

champagne fluke and toasting my American Dream Certification!  Yes, it’s 

true—I walked up to my brownstone on Cherry St. to see an oversized 

envelope protruding from my mailbox, a large Department of Homeland 

Security seal emblazoned on its right side; in it, my letter of 

congratulations and the ADI certificate.  Finally, the recognition and 

endorsement to continue being your “Reasonable” Randal Smrz, purveyor of 



your Society Notes, of everything that’s good to know here in the Heights. 

You’ll remember that I’ve written about the future of Society Notes had I 

not been ADI Recognized, or had ADI recognized me as something other than 

your “Reasonable” Randal Smrz, as was the case with our beloved Philip 

Seneca, whose ADI Certification called for him to step down as my long time 

editor here at The Eagle and take a position in the classifieds.  

But back to the benefit.  I thanked Ludmilla with a kiss on each cheek, 

gracefully bowed to the crowd, and then helped Ludmilla off the stage by 

holding onto her arm as she balanced herself on the railing.  It should have 

been her steadying me as I nearly tripped and fell by the incredible tug a 

piece of gum gave my wing tip.  The pink tar nearly made me make a complete 

fool of myself, and what a disaster that would have been for your very 

“reasonable,” ADI Certified Society Notes writer.

*

Follow-up on some fodder…

Lucinda’s knowing ways…

An ADI Certified guarantee…

This week’s lunch of haddock and chips at The Chip Shop on Atlantic with 

Lucinda was a bore, for the most part, as we discussed the “anonymous” 



contribution made at last week’s ADI Alternative benefit dinner to match 

the nice sum we collected.  Our “secret” benefactor of three years likes a 

receipt—for tax purposes, no doubt—though Lucinda and I can’t figure out 

how he is able to claim an exemption to an organization not recognized by 

the ADI.  Sure, our secret co-conspirator is high-ranking, but not so high-

ranking that he could brazenly donate to what ADI has deemed a “subversive 

organization” and still expect to get money back for his generosity.  Lucinda 

thinks he’s sleeping with someone higher-ranking than himself.  I agree, and I 

also think I know who it is.  

Lucinda also tells me that, given my new ADI status, Warner Media 

Holdings might once again move to acquire the humble Eagle.  If that 

happens, dear reader, do not fret.  “Reasonable” Randal Smrz will not 

forget you, and I’ll continue providing you with all the news that’s good to 

hear.  Yes, Lucinda jokes that if Warner Media does act I’m in line for a posh 

editorial position, but what would a humble writer such as me do with such 

influence.  I’m a reasonable man, you don’t have to worry.  Or a position 

with NYNoChronos.com.  Lucinda thinks that I’ll finally make that happen. 

Only if they want Society Notes too!  That Lucinda, always looking out for 

your “Reasonable” Randal Smrz and his place in fully-ADI-compliant 

journalism.  For that I’m thankful.  

But I do confess a certain bit of anxiety in regards to your reception of my 



meager scribbling now that I’m ADI Certified.  Will you still grant me that 

generous portion of your attention, and will you entertain my 

informational whims and posturing?  I know you will.  And for that I promise 

to continue being your very “Reasonable” Randal, and that Society Notes 

will come to you every Friday as they have been uninterrupted for 12 years 

since our first run in 2010.

*

Diego’s new help…

Hats off to you, Miles…

Birds of a feather gather on 122nd…

Diego Lamphear and I met at Connecticut Muffin on Atlantic for the 

donation receipt hand-off on Tuesday, and I was right: at his arm was the 

very beautiful Kelly Kroger, who, just on first appearances, seemed to be a 

great improvement over the tragic nymph Diego brought to the New Year’s 

Gala.  I’m not certain he’s lived down the embarrassment her drunken 

presumptiveness caused him that night when she relieved the emcee of this 

duties and started to count down to the New Year two seconds too early. 

She succeeded in getting half of the room to follow her lead, and before 

the Times Square ball made it to the bottom, half of the party had already 

kissed and toasted and all that...just as the rest of us yelled “Happy New 



Year.”  But Kelly can count.  And as her father is the Secretary of the 

Treasury, she can probably count to very high numbers.  “If they are going 

to spend your money,” remarked Diego, “then they might as well itemize their 

expenses on your tax forms themselves.”  And then he asked me about my ADI 

process (I guess he didn’t hear at the benefit), wanting to know if it was as 

much of a nightmare as he heard it was.  I told him that it hadn’t been,  that I 

got my certification, and that I must have been exaggerating when I called it 

a nightmare.  I had the most wonderful ADI counselor—Miles—you all know 

him.  And he was really the best anyone could have hoped for.  I’m really 

going to miss him.  Oh, and Miles—there’s one little thing I didn’t put on the 

occupation(s) form:  my taxidermy mobiles.  You can see my recent Birds-of-

the-Savannah at the 122nd street community garden.  

*

From the editor…

The editorial staff at The Eagle would like to offer a sincere apology to Mr. 

Diego Lamphear for the less-than tactful suggestions made by last week’s 

Society Notes.  Neither the editorial board nor the management of this 

publication has any proof or indication that Mr. Lamphear is any way 

associated with ADI Alternative, much less a supporter.  Furthermore, this 

publication would like to retract any and all comments about Mr. Lamphear 



and his associates in the last and any previous installments of Society 

Notes.

*

A reasonable addition…

Family values…

Colder weather sets in mid-Summer

Could you imagine my excitement when the voice on the line—Elaine’s, my 

sister—called me “Uncle Randal”?  Three weeks ago this Sunday Elaine gave 

birth to my beautiful (I’m assuming) baby niece.  Here I was, enjoying a cup of 

Koji Chai Green tea when the phone rings.  The lady on the other side 

wanted to know if I would accept a collect call from Mexico.  Mexico?  Who 

was in Mexico, I wondered.  And then Eli’s far-off voice: “Randal?  Randal, 

are you there?  It’s Eli.  I had a baby, Randal.  You’re “Uncle Randal.  You’re 

an uncle.  Can you hear me?”  Well, of course I could hear her.  Truthfully, 

I was expecting it to be Eloise or Bernard, who were then on a cruise on the 

Mexican Riviera.  I was going to give them an earful for calling me on 

Sunday morning, at a time when I could have been very possibly sleeping in 

or still entertaining overnight company.  Very possibly, yes.  But it was Eli’s 

voice. 

Now my dear and intelligent reader, just as I didn’t need to ask why 



Eli was in Mexico, and why she had gone there to have her baby, I’m sure I 

don’t need to tell you either.  But really it’s something I should have 

expected, given the unfavorable experience both Eli and Drew had with 

their ADI pre-nuptial certification process.  Poor Eli (and Drew)—had it not 

been for the accident they would have been approved to be parents.  How 

ironic, don’t you think, that Eli, the first member of the Smrz family to seek 

out ADI recognition, as well as the strongest support of the Agency in an 

otherwise indifferent family, would end up in Mexico because her very 

American Dream Interpretation denied her a baby?  So with no paternity 

clause there had been no wedding, but there had been feelings, and feelings 

turned to love, and love produced a pregnancy, and the pregnancy provoked 

the separation and no doubt the border-crossing.  What’s going to become 

of my Eli and her baby?

I would ask Diego for help, but judging by the frigid air I felt coming from 

him on Wednesday when we crossed paths at the Key Foods, I don’t anticipate 

much help from him.  And anyway I happen to know that he’s spending little 

time at City Hall now that his love-bunny has moved into the Breukelen. 

Honestly, someone witnessing our “exchange” would have sworn that he 

ignored me altogether.

*



An ADI Alternative alternative…

What ADI can’t do for you…

Walk, roll, or bake for the Cobble Hill Senior Center…

Another collect call later, Uncle “Reasonable” Randal was informed that 

Eli and baby Miranda are fine but still in Mexico.  And that’s not all: 

apparently, Eli and Miranda are not the only Americans in Mexico.  No—

there’s a whole community from the sounds of it.  All Americans who were 

either denied ADI certification or, who like Eli, didn’t totally agree with the 

ADI certification they did get.  But how unreasonable, don’t you agree? 

Who doesn’t want a two-story home with a green lawn, a smiling spouse, a 

Miranda-and-a-half, and a shaggy Labrador retriever? And because Eli is as 

reasonable as your “Reasonable” Randal, I’m sure she will realize that the 

provisions the ADI made for her and her family are much better than 

whatever jerry-rigged camp she’s living in now.  I have someone at ADI 

Alternative looking into it now, so I’m sure within a couple of weeks’ time 

you will all join me in giving Eli and Miranda a proper American welcome. 

This same contact seems to be fond of pickled tomatoes, because in 

exchange for another serving from Heights Kneads, he agreed to bring me 

more information about the shanty-towns the ADI denied have set up in 

Mexico.  According to my source (whose own source is credible—his son 

works for the State Department), the ADI-denied count in the thousands, 



and the Mexican government continues to bill our own government for 

services rendered.  The State Department won’t foot the bill, however, 

claiming that the ADI-denied and non-ADI certified Americans who fail to 

uphold their American Dream either here or abroad effectively relinquish 

all privileges available to ADI recognized Americans, including diplomatic 

representation or mediation.  This is certainly not a place for Eli or 

Miranda.  I’m certain that my contact and his source are reasonable people, 

and that Eli and Miranda will be stateside soon—on condition of anonymity 

and with a plate of pickled tomatoes, of course.  

Let me also remind you of the Cobble Hill Senior Center’s walk-and-

roll-a-thon.  Bring your trainers and your walkers to the Promenade next 

Sunday, or come and have a cupcake at Tuesday’s bake sale at Heights 

Kneads.  The goal is to put every single able-body senior into Dr. Scholl’s 

gel inserts by  next Sunday.

*

Miles of Change…

The ADI A-list…

It couldn’t hurt to put in a call to Miles to see what his opinion was on the 

Eli/Miranda saga, right?  Wrong.  Miles is smitten over a new love in his life 

so that he has little to say about mine.  All business, I suppose, this ADI 



counseling thing.  Her name is Chitra, and he sounds excited about her. 

Good for him.  Every ramen-eating, short-sleeve-shirt-and-clip-on-tie-

wearing hermit with a bowl cut and oversized wire-rimmed glasses deserves 

an interesting lady by his side.  And with a name like Chitra, how could she 

not be exciting?  Maybe even a little exotic too?  This one might make a man 

out of Miles yet.  Well I didn’t tell him that, but I did ask him a great many 

questions to which I got very few answers:  Where is she from?  How did you 

meet? What does she do? She’s Indian.  She’s an ADI-certified digital text 

archivist.  He was her original ADI Counselor before she was reassigned (I 

know, I thought you weren’t supposed to date current or former 

counselees).  They’re getting married.  So Miles has put in for an early 

retirement.  And he said he loved his job…

About Eli and Miranda, Miles said: “I won’t give you any false hope.” 

But he did promise to mention it to a friend he had in Marriage and 

Paternity.  I won’t tell Eli about that since she’s had her share of troubles 

with MaP.  

Congratulations are in order to some dear friends of us here at 

Society Notes for their recent ADI certification:  Stuart Ruvalcaba, the 

star of the steamy day-time soap “Second Chances,” was recognized by Rolling  

Stone as the most “influential musician of the year” a week after ADI 

certified his multiple celebrity roles.  Actress Julie Singbiel, star of the 

forthcoming biopic of the first woman American president, was also 



recognized by the Screen Actors’ Guild as the “brightest upcoming star” in a 

press release the day after her ADI Certification confirmed everyone of her 

current acting roles and any future studio contracts.  Kudos to you!

*

Faring well elsewhere…

Perchance to Dream to stop in Camden Plaza…

I apologize for starting on a sad note, but recognition and teary goodbyes 

are first order for Society Notes today as we wish a fond farewell to 

Wilma Ballard, a long-time contributor to The Eagle.  Wilma leaves us for an 

editorial position abroad with Il Tempo.  You’ll agree that Wilma’s semi-

regular travel writings, which have appeared next to Society Notes, have 

been a pleasure to read, and in my case at least, responsible for quite a few 

vacations I couldn’t really afford but took anyway.  One of my own 

favorites was a story The Eagle ran in 2008 in which she traveled to Panama 

with the Palacios of Park Slope.  Of course the detailed account of the 

criminal conditions in which the Palacios’ relatives live was eye-opening, 

but weren’t you mostly engrossed with the occurrence of the extra little 

toe on every single one of the women’s right feet in the Palacios’ family?  I 

was.  Reporting like this hasn’t gone unnoticed, and Wilma deserves both 

the Pulitzer and the Peabody she’s received.  Unfortunately, Wilma’s 



attempts at ADI Certification have not been as productive as mine, and in a 

personal but hard choice she’s decided to take her talent to Rome, and 

leave The Eagle to Time Warner.  

And now you too can fast-track your ADI Certification.  The ADI 

travelling clinic, “Perchance to Dream,” has announced a stop here in 

Brooklyn.  The ADI tents will be set up in Camden Plaza from September 16 

through November 20.  Make your appointment today!

*

Lou Green on the run…

The Eli debate…

Miles apart…

Society Notes recognizes Lou Green, a very reasonable man, who has served 

as the head of ACLU for almost four years.  Lou has announced his early 

retirement when he failed to receive ADI Certification to continue as the 

ACLU front-man.  His position was never fully endorsed, but due to the 

lengthy appeals process, he’s been able to lead the ACLU into a very 

influential position during his tenure.  And despite the incremental support 

he received during his presidency, the force of people was not strong 

enough to stand against the “Cease and Desist” letter he received last 

week.  



His announcement was both emotional and inspirational, given at the 

steps of the Lincoln Memorial (which is now a breathtaking work of public 

art with the completion of Beeth Coopers massive mosaic spanning the 

entire wall behind President Lincoln), in which he urged all Americans “to 

protect and promote the work done in assuring the civil liberties of all 

Americans in the face of new and seemingly-legitimate threats.”  Well, here 

in Brooklyn we are certainly doing that.  At most count, 67% of the 

borough has signed up to have their American Dream interpreted by 

“Perchance to Dream.”  Of the most recent interpretations and 

certifications, we hear of Leslie Hamilton, who for 45 years has managed 

the Great Eastern Cannery Company in Sheepshead Bay.  His ADI Certification 

actually shows that he is supposed to be a building supervisor, so now he’s 

waiting to hear from the Breukelen to see if they will give him a late-in-

life-chance to live out his American Dream.  “It’s a relief,” he told me on 

Wednesday.  “All my life I knew I was supposed to be doing something else. 

And now I know.”  Similarly, ADI certified 98-year-old Chelsea McCormick, 

who has been selling and buying our wares for 15 years on eBay. 

Congratulations are in order, then, for Mrs. McCormick, New York’s oldest 

online-auctioneer.

On the home front Eli and Miranda remain in Mexico.  I can’t help but 

think that Eli doesn’t want to come back to America as much I want her to. 

Miles has been no help in the matter either; too busy planning his wedding 



and a trip to South America.  I offered to purchase his honeymoon package, 

but he refused, saying that he wasn’t sure how much time he’d spend “down 

south.”  No one at ADI MaP will return my calls, and Heights Kneads has 

stopped carrying pickled tomatoes.    



Thesis Defense Introduction
Presented 2 May 2008

I would first like to thank and acknowledge everyone here for their time, expertise, 

support, and willingness to help me along in this project.  Tracy, especially, for taking the time 

out of his busy schedule, to focus solely on whatever work I gave him the week before.  I never 

once felt that rushed in neither our conversations, nor that he was eager to get to whatever else 

was on his agenda.  And the copies of work I gave him always demonstrated the time and 

patience he took to read carefully, line edit, and otherwise point out the wordage to so often 

keep me from “getting to the punch line.”  Thank you.

My purpose in the next few minutes is to tell you how Modern Apostles came to be, 

what I intend for it to do, who it does and doesn’t do these things, where I see Modern Apostles 

fitting in a greater literary tradition, and what happens next with these narratives.

In order of importance, my purpose in writing the narratives that comprise this project 

was to (1) make people laugh, (2) challenge certain conventions of storytelling, and, (3) make 

people think.  I admit that for the first and last of these there are more literary acceptable terms 

by which to call them, but for the sake of simplicity—which is something I will try uphold in 

this conversation (especially since Tracy has time and again reminded the workshop that while 

it is worth talking about humor in writing, you effectively kill the humor by doing just that). 

And regardless of how I talk about these three purposes, I take them very seriously.



Regarding the first of these—to make people laugh—I credit my family’s influence. 

My father’s death, for example, which in many family’s (and this is an assumption) might have 

been transformed into a tragic situation, has always been looked at and talked about in 

humorous terms.  If you asked anyone of my brother or sisters about it, or my mother even, they 

would say something like this:  “On the night my dad died everyone was already in bed.  My 

mom says that my dad started grabbing at his right arm, rolling his eyes back.  He was shaking 

on the bed next to my mother.  She told him to stop.  My dad was always trying to scare us by 

pretending he was dying, faking seizures, heart attacks…continuing the charade until he saw 

actual fear creep into our faces, and then he would bellow out in laughter, pointing at us for 

being so gullible.  So my mom thought he was kidding.  “Not tonight, Rigoberto,” she probably 

said.  “Deja de fregar,” she would have said.  When he didn’t stop, when she lifted her head off 

the pillow and saw a look in his face that translated into real panic and fear, she asked him what 

was wrong with him.  She yelled out for Mario, Leonor.  We all heard, got up, ran into their 

bedroom.  Sergio started laughing.  We all thought it was a game.  My dad was such a joker. 

My mom yelled to call 911.  When the paramedics arrived and tore off his shirt to jump start his 

heart we were still in the room.  I think that if we would have called a minute earlier they might 

have been able to revive him.  My dad was such a joker.”  And they whomever was telling the 

story will give a chuckle and tell you another story about how funny my dad was.  But by now 

they would have revealed that secret regret, their culpability.   Nonetheless, this is the general 

formula for dealing with the serious, the sad, the unfacable, the skeletons.  We laugh.

I can’t deny that the targets of the narratives that comprise Modern Apostles are serious, 

maybe even a sad feature of our contemporary culture, but before all of that, I do want to make 

people laugh.  In my experience, at least, it makes these realities that much more palpable.



But there’s a danger to this masking I’ve come to realize, in both my personal life and in 

the way I represent experience in my writing.  Conversations with Marjorie and Tracy alike 

have brought me closer to interrogating the motivations behind the masks my stories wear; here 

are characters thinking about death and absence, sexuality, what it is to exist in two cultures, the 

merits and foils of being raised in a conservative environment in an otherwise non-traditional 

family—these are the very things that I think about, struggle with.  It wasn’t until I got to OSU 

and worked with the creative writing faculty here that I was encouraged to find people behind 

the masks I had elaborately created, where not surprisingly, I also found myself.  This continues 

to be a challenge, but as Marjorie told me in her office a few months ago, “when I do this, when 

I’ve uncovered every little rock that before now I was reluctant to turn over, when I write the 

things I would have previously glossed over, that’s when I’ll have written stories that want to be 

read, that reveal their humanity.”  Or something like that: sorry if I misquoted you, Marjorie!

Regarding the second of my purposes in writing Modern Apostles, I have to go back to 

the writers that effectively raised me, in a literary sense.  It wasn’t until college, when one of 

my professors, in a sincerely incredulous tone, asked me how I, who was Mexican, had never 

read Borges or Márquez.  The postmodern—specifically the Latin American variety—with a 

particular focus on Magical Realism and its antecedents and not-too-distant cousins, the 

Russian Surrealist, Kafka, Calvino, Cortazar, the poststructuralists, et. al. What then happened 

would, for better or worse, show me that I could write a story—even if it didn’t look, read, or 

feel like one—because these writers had or were already doing it.  This is not to say that I didn’t 

enjoy traditionally crafted stories, with ample character development, a defined narrative arch, 

all wrapped up in the neat assumption that language was both stable and an adequate vehicle of 

representation.  I did enjoy reading these, I simply wasn’t all that interested in writing them.  



So what happened when I read about the yellow butterflies that flutter all around 

Mauricio Babilonia, or Borges at 65 having a conversation with Borges at 19, or about a nose, 

which because it has acquired a higher rank in city government than Kovalyov, refuses to 

reattach itself?  I realized that I could write a story which simultaneously represented 

experience and called attention to itself, and how limited it was given the elements it had to 

work with.

But before I go any further, let me admit how ridiculous a notion this is, that a kid in the 

2000s had suddenly “discovered” how liberating a certain mode of literary theory could be, 

when a whole generation of aging, probably bearded white men had been working with and 

talking about for nearly 50 years.  Still, I wrote on, conducting my own experiments that 

focused on the elements I was so sure couldn’t even begin to relate experience, while 

continuing to be mesmerized by the writers who were actually doing it.

It is out of these experiments from which “Hell on Earth” arose.  My Oulipian constraint 

was to write a story without a central character.  The literary model I adopted was Dante’s 

Inferno, except that I removed both Dante and Virgil from its plot, which left me with the 

problem of who was going to tell the story.  As I mentioned a minute ago, just because I saw 

both language and narrative conventions as incapable of relating experience, it didn’t mean that 

I thought that writing was impossible, or that a story couldn’t be written.  I had a menagerie of 

writers to prove that notion wrong.  Rather, like Borges, I saw the realization as liberating:  if I 

didn’t have to adhere to the strict notions that had characterized genre before Wiggenstien, then 

I had so much more material to draw from, work with.  I mention Borges because his writing, in 

particular, demonstrates a willingness to hybridize, incorporate, out-right plagiarize texts that 

are otherwise not available to a factionalist.  Letters, treatise, historical accounts, journalistic 



writing, scholarship—the world, in effect, was a text, and if one accepts that it is impossible to 

represent it through language, then why not just have fun?  Here is an example:

(Reading from “The Sect of the Thirty” in The Book of Sand)

Borges’ willingness to emulate and at times copy from the world-text allowed him to 

paradoxically highlight the gap between language and representation at the same time that 

bridged it.  This is in contrast to another writer, Beckett, whose works and characters betray the 

own writer’s anxiety that arises from the realizations the tools you’ve been given to make things 

are ineffective.  Unlike the Borgesian character, the Beckett hero is paralyzed, captured by the 

moment in which he realizes that there is nowhere to go, nothing to do.  His landmark trilogy, 

"Molloy", "Malone Dies", "The Unnamable," all give us pictures of precisely this:  there’s the 

bedridden Molloy, the bedridden Malone, and then the punctuating end piece, which moves, 

almost impossibly, into further despair and panic.  One might say that each of these is a study in 

the impossibility of writing in the first person.  Beckett has given Molloy the language 

necessary to write about his experience, but the character is only aggravated by his inability to 

make meaning of it.  Finally, as his thesis, Beckett offers: “The expression that there is nothing 

to express, nothing with which to express, no power to express, no desire to express, together 

with the obligation to express,” and “it will be the silence, where I am, I don't know, I'll never 

know, in the silence you don't know, you must go on, I can't go on, I'll go on.”

In contrast, and this is the space I inhabited when I began writing the narratives that 

form Modern Apostles, both allows for the creation of texts where others can’t seem to, and it 

shares that burden with the world—that is Borges sees the act of writing as a co-authorship and 

co-subjective.  We’re in this together, let’s help each other out.

It is this joyous sensibility that helped me solve the problem of “who is going to tell the 



‘Hell on Earth’ story.”  Like Borges, I could (1) copy and incorporate texts already in existence 

through the acceptance that (2) both the world is co-authored, and therefore so are the texts a 

writer produces.  I didn’t have to have a character tell “Hell on Earth,” I could transparently 

have multiple authors do it.  This is how “Hell on Earth” became a pastiche of popular texts. 

Some are emulated, others are more directly copied, all of them work in cohort to satirize this 

contemporary moment, to tell a very serious story in a very funny way.

I can’t deny the Bakhtinian influence on these ideas, both on the “Hell on Earth” 

narrative and on the entire project.  Bakhtin’s notions of dialogism, heteroglossia, and the 

chronotope were further license for me to appropriate the voices in American and western 

culture that rang loudest in my attempts to defy character and traditional narrative structure, at 

the same time that I called attention to the voices that aren’t heard in American and western 

culture.  In “Mr. Mother Nature,” for example, I decided against satirizing the myth of Mother 

Nature, the fad of conservation, the business of spectacle, and the invasion of the self by the 

state (a common theme for me) by creating original voices; our current culture has done such a 

fantastic job of giving us the precise voices needed to peel back the layers of these otherwise 

obfuscated targets.  And because I recognize my own complicity as part of this culture, the 

narrative choice in “Mr. Mother Nature” represents that which Bakhtin describes when he 

writes “For the prose writer, the object is a focal point for heteroglot voices among which his 

won voice must also sound; these voices create the background necessary for his own voice, 

outside of which his artistic prose nuances cannot be perceived, and without which they "do not 

sound.’”  And regarding dialogism, because the utterances of these, some might argue, super-

mythologized voices—Mother Nature’s and Barbara Walters—are used against themselves and 

what they represent, the narrative makes transparent how it is entering into a “constant, endless 



state of intentional and value-laden dialogue” currently taking place all around us.  The same is 

true for “Hell on Earth,” “At the End of Time,” and “’Reasonable’ Randal Smrz’ Society 

Notes,” where the appropriated voices sound like the official voices of culture—the church, the 

state, the media—while revealing, much like satire does, the multiple layers of rhetoric that 

silence certain voices.  In my opinion, there is no better place where these voices meet than in 

the official sphere of culture—it happens on T.V., the movies, the newspapers, in Academia, at 

the pulpit—here is the chronotope.  This is how Modern Apostles function, by “Forming itself 

in an atmosphere of the already spoken, the word is at the same time determined by that which 

has not yet been said but which is needed and in fact anticipated.”

It is in this way that thinking about my writing not as purely fictional, or as purely 

prose, has helped me reach these targets better.  I admit that the challenge to my own writing 

conventions in my time at OSU has made me think about my writing in different ways, and has, 

in fact made me a better writer (if only by not over-determining my stories, by leaving 

something to be discovered), but so has the instruction and writing I’ve done in the writ/comp 

courses here.  And teaching WR121 has similarly made me think about my writing in terms of 

the choices I make.  The idea of being deliberate when I write isn’t a new one for me, but 

between the workshop, one-on-one help with any member of the faculty, and the thinking and 

teaching of first-year writing I’ve gotten an invaluable amount of practice in thinking about 

process and rhetorical choice.

I have to step back here because I think that this recent vein risks me overemphasizing the 

political in Modern Apostles.  Like I stated at the beginning, making people think comes third in 

the hierarchy of purpose for this project, therefore the political targets in these narratives present 

themselves to me more than I look for them, and they are only valuable to me insofar as I hear a 



voice that wants to peel them apart, and then the structure that wants to hold it all together.  All 

for the purpose of making you laugh, of course.  In different degrees I think I’ve done that, and 

if I have discovered anything in writing these narratives, it is that culture is all too ready to offer 

suitable targets to satirize.  So if my work is political, it is first interested in the politics of style, 

and then in the politics of society.  Although I’m quick to qualify this statement, because really 

both form of politics are more closely related than one might think:  Bakhtin writes:  “Form and 

content in discourse are one, once we understand that verbal discourse is a social phenomenon - 

social throughout its entire range and in each and every of its factors, from the sound image to 

the furthest reaches of abstract meaning.”  And yet, for my purposes, they can be one, in so far 

as they come together to entertain.

A few things, then, on what Modern Apostles is and is not, does and doesn’t do:  this 

project is unequivocally postmodern, if we still call things by that name.  It seems that in recent 

years those who engage in the sort of writing that I’ve described here have been reluctant tag 

their work as such, though no new “buzz word” seems to have been offered to replace it. 

Maybe it’s because it is generally accepted that postmodernism wasn’t unique to the 60s and 

70s, though certain political conditions—the cold war mainly—certainly created an 

environment in which many of its tenants where accentuated.  It seems that most people (who 

care) agree that the literary thing we started calling postmodern during this era had and has been 

happening all along—from Chaucer, to Cervantes, Sterne to Machado de Asis.  But it isn’t 

postmodern in the way that Beckett is postmodern, or in the way Pynchon is postmodern, whose 

writing, according to Louis Menand, “ought to be read in some sense as a lamentation at the 

horrors of colonialism.”  No, these narratives, because of the reasons I’ve stated above, are 

more in the line of Calvino and his characteristic levity, whose writing, though often aware of 



the forces of colonialism and the homogenization of cultures—in Invisible Cities for example—

never betrayed any discomfort with their fallout.  Rather, when Marco Polo describes the 

“caravans of slaves shifting mountains of serpentine marble across the continent” in one of the 

far reaches of Khan’s empire, neither of the characters react in discomfort to the image. 

Calvino described, it did not pass judgment, just as thee narratives describe, as accurately as 

possible, the moment we live in.  They don’t necessarily mean to pass judgment.  Though they 

are completely at ease with you reading them that way.

Along these lines, these narratives weren’t meant to be dystopian in the way Brave New 

World or 1984 are dystopian—they aren’t hyperbolizing or projecting any current paradigm to 

its logical or horrifying end…this is the moment we live in, and therefore I’ve tried, very hard, 

to root each of these narratives in the reality we all know.  This is an absurd world we live in, 

and one would be a time-waster if she spent too much time imagining a world more absurd than 

this one.  Regarding this, García Márquez, in The Fragrance of Guava, writes:

(read 35-36).

And what about the reality of living in the United States of America at this particular moment? 

Does it not also prove that “everyday life is full of the most extraordinary things?”  So many are 

quick to criticize the simulacrum of this reality, but isn’t simulacrum just as real and doesn’t 

hold the same very serious implications than the “reality” some yearn form?  It wasn’t that long 

ago that we saw the published photographs of the Abu Gharib prison guards posing—making a 

spectacle—of their prisoners.  Does the fact that the prisoners where photographed in all-too 

familiar American poses, thus making a spectacle of these non-beings, and their inability to be 

part of our reality so many thousands of miles away make it less real?  A dystopia in literature 

wants to act as a warning of how things are likely to become if certain trends aren’t reversed, 



addressed.  Modern Apostles doesn’t look into the future for the purpose of warning any of us of 

how things might become.  They already are.  And to see, this world—our world—is of first 

order.  

What Modern Apostles does look into the future for, however, is to comment on the 

human cost of culture, specifically of the conjecture one culture employs on another.  In 100, 

200 years, how will we be read?  Never mind the texts we produce, the movies we make, the 

speeches we deliver, how will the beings alive today be read and interpreted in a way that best 

suits those cultures?  Will we even be read?  What cause will our discourses hold up or tear 

down?  That all literature is anthropological, and that we, like them, appropriate, interpret, and 

use past cultures selfishly and at their cost, is the controlling idea in Modern Apostles.  If we see 

all these things, both in and of these texts, then I will have done something, for Borges writes: 

(read 58).

Now I would like to read two sections of Modern Apostles, one which is I think doesn’t 

do all these things, one that does.


	Modern Apostles actively attempts to blur the line between academic scholarship and narrative fiction for the purpose of satirizing the social and the political assumptions of its contemporary moment.  By appropriating the loudest voices in dominant American culture, the inter-textual narratives (1) call attention to the voices that go unheard, ignored, while (2) recognizing that there is an abundance of absurdity in what contemporary culture simultaneously produces and consumes; there is no need to create make more absurdity, and finally (3) are transparent about their dialogic nature—how they instantly are added to the cacophony of voices they mock.  
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