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ENTERTAINMENT ISSUES

down until we come to a stop about 100
yards to the left of the main entrance.
We sidle our way out, move into the
slipstream and break off at the VIP
entrance. Feel security staff glaring,
flash the pass and walk through. So
far, we’re not doing anything we’re
not allowed to so no reason to break a
sweat just yet, apart from the broiling
temperatures around the track. A clock
to the side of one the wooden betting
shacks says 14:58. Time to dig.

to reach the same level of metaphysi-
cal peace every weekday at 8PM sim-|
ply by indulging their minds with a
repetitive, utterly predictable yet al-
ways cosmetically changing tragedy to|
watch from a safe distance. Life can in-|
deed be beautifully simple sometimes.

and general jadedness to be a more
likely cause of social inertia than the
conspiracy story (the one with the
room full of faceless men in black suits
pulling the strings of the world while
barbecuing a human baby and snort-
ing uncut cocaine off of underage la-
dyboys imported from Thailand). | will
concede that such a room may exist,
but even if it does then | still sincerely
doubt the competence and reaching
power of the men occupying this al-
leged den of World Domination. We all
know that evil & stupidity go hand in
hand, especially when there’s money
involved.

'e now return to Operation Dark
Horsey.

Entertainment has been around fo
ages. It’s a concept that’s easy to
take lightly and very hard to define,|
It knows no boundaries and it’s also
pretty damn inherently subjective,
because we all know that what some
people find entertaining will make oth-
er people tear out their own eyeball
and throw them at their television set]
while howling in despair. It’s all vel
confusing and vague, a murky blu
that spans a few millennia of distrac
tion for the masses; from ancient Chi-
nese shadow play and travelling car-
nivals to Hollywood’s hit formula and
26 seasons of Friends that seem to be
forever repeating themselves like Fi
bonacci numbers. But what exactly i
it? Why do we crave it? What is about]
other people’s trials and tribulation
that we find so appealing? Why did|
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the Romans enjoy the sight of weak-
ened, malnourished Christians being n?ake your Sh’tty A STEED AMONGST
fed to lions or slaughtered by gladia- l,fe take a turn for MULES

tors? On a more personal note, why do
| enjoy the mindless action flick eve
now and then? Is it some sort of mali-
cious delight we find in seeing other:
suffer gruesome deaths at the hand
of acid-drooling aliens and gun-sling-
ing roid monkeys with tacky one-lin-
ers? Is it some primal mechanism thaf]
draws thousands to sports stadium
and pop concerts every weekend? Is it}
our dark side that craves these tales off
wonder and blood, of passion and de-|
ceit, to make up for the lack of excite-
ment in our own lives? Is it a vital form
pd an inspiring source
that leads to ne
and creativity ori
cape hatch from
of our own lives?

the better.

‘We’ve been waiting here for twenty
minutes, where the fuck is this ass-
hole?” The wooden panels and steel
bars above us are rumbling and clang-
ing under the weight of a drunken
crowd that is fuelled by minimum bets
and cheap alcohol. My shirt’s stick-
ing to my back and the air under the
bleachers is thick with dirt, piss and
sweat. We’re still bogged down in the
lower echelons of Waregem Koerse.
This is where the worker class ant scur-
ries about under the bemused eyes of

PART I:
NOT SO EXACT SCIENCE

hat's out there in the open when
ou step out the door on a two-month-|
mission to escape the daily grind? We
mercilessly sent out our man into the
seemingly enjoyable fields of mass en-|
tertainment to investigate the exces
of what everybody should be reall
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pick me up. My owner had haggled and
bargained but ended up selling me to
them at the price of one school semes-|
ter. He cut his losses and went looking
for the next best thing. Looking back,)
| can’t say whether or not I’'m happ
they discovered me.”

YO
~LO
ACHIN
b . JR.?
Call YOUMAKEACA:IC

FE B

& the)
r car;
as al
into a
glaring
btinas. |

The air cond
smell of fresh
we’re stuck i
ready turned
90 minute jg
sun is slowl

look to my lef 5 angril

pounding the el. ‘God
fucking damn. It piece off
bourgeois trash decided ow up at

ou're sharin
rageous party-
fi can be tearing
en point or place.
decades, we will all
e same situation to-
De very dead, everyone
and drink with, everybody
OYE and hate, everybody you fear

/¥

If you yell at some-
thing long enough,
eventually it will

the same time.” | do not offer a repl and challenge. At least, this agonizing o
PH SE OUT OF DOMESTIC since there is ‘nothing constructive tol 0 mental analysis often made me feel L’quor.
. h t' t’ awfully comfortable during this skull- 9
Pay = be said anyway. We were.s’upposed 1 ynt etic meat: fucking research expedition. What else G’"b S -
VIOLEMTE? e o o o Ihave n mi sicas? 11l o yyhomever you
ago to say he had to ‘deliver a packd ried the powerful weapon of fantasy. y
- - | =k o age’. | didn’t press for a further ex- The mighty gift that would turn the need to ’ower
YOU J TO M lan:'a\tion since | figured | didn’t reall small space between my ears into an
P 18 extended, vivid and safe world when your already
want to know either. _ necessary. So what could probably go 2
D II' » l ‘ , , rong? non-existent
» ) / We're heading for Waregem Koerse,Bilrhat when you watch television, you standards.

the bigwig horse-racing event where)
fat rich dudes come to show off thei
latest trophy wives and get shitfaced
on champagne and finger food, which
are also the main reasons we’re go-|
ing. Not to snarf free delicatessen,
but to document said snarfing by pre-
iously mentioned bourgeois trash,
We’re probably the only two reporters

brain switches gears and goes into 3
state of (for lack of a better word) apa-
thy? This means that television does
not technically kill your brain, it jus
hands it its daily fix of sedation. A psy-
cho-physiologist named Thomas Mul-
holland found that after 30 seconds of]
watching television, the human brain

Let me ask that again to Daniel Biech-
ele - former tour manager of the hard
rock band Great White - who showed
just a tad too much showmanship
and managerial enthusiasm when
the band was headlining at a concert
night in Rhode Island. On February 20,
2003 at around 11 PM, none of the ap-
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, . . ; starts to produce alpha waves, whichiilloroximately 450 spectators at night-
2 who aren't enduring this hell-ride tofillhy piain English means that the upperlillclub The Station could have expected o 1T1E- MIND CONTROL
go snap pictures of the Steeple Chasellll,ocions of your brain shut down lea THEORY

that ten minutes later, their night out
would abruptly end in complete disas-
ter. More specific when the uncurbed
enthusiasm of Biechele left almost a
quarter of the crowd somewhere scat-
tered across the small venue smolder-
ing to death. That means one out of
four or five people didn't operate fast
enough in reply to front man Jack Rus-
sel's epic warning words 'wow... this
@in't good' after Biechele's pyrotech-
nics set the stage on fire. The times-
pan between the ignition of the flam-
mable sound insulation foam and the
flash fire that entirely engulfed the
club was so extremely short that any-
one hanging somewhere pissed at the
bar, banging their head in front of the
stage or puking his or her guts out in
the restroom was basically doomed.
ust take a look at the sickening, nine-
minute-video that is circulating the in-
ternets to start off next Saturday night
out and tell us on Sunday how much
fun you had. The Station nightclub fire
is considered to be one of the deadli-
est nightclub fires in history, killing
go-peaple and injuring another 230.
out there, it's gmia matter
void it.

2010, which is today’s main event.
We’re not here for the horses, we’re]
here for the pigs. Police checkpoints
and signs indicating VIP and press
areas are increasing. | flick a burning
roach out the window and hold up
our parking pass. The guard squints,
blinks and waves us towards a big
patch of fenced off grass that’s packed
with Porsche Cayenne’s, BMW jeeps|
and cow dung. Phase 1 is complete.

ving only the lower regions active. This|
part of the brain is called the lizard
brain and it is not the smartest brain in
class as it cannot discern reality from
fiction. This doesn’t mean that you will
automatically believe that everything
you see on the screen is the truth; i
does however mean that your brain is
functioning on a different level, one]
that is a great deal more receptive and
easily swayed by sensory impulses. In
truth, the alpha waves that Mulholland|
refers are the same ones that hypno-
therapists try to induce in suggestion
therapy. It needs no further explana-|
tion that Mulholland’s research ins-
tantly had the entire commercial world|
scrambling for a bigger communica-
tions budget: they now had proof tha
television could baby their target au-
dience into a highly receptive state of]
semi-consciousness and for the righ
amount of cash, it could be yours to
use or abuse as you saw fit. Remem-
ber, it’s a free market which means
that anybody who has the money can
start a television network if they so
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keep the public at peace while brain-
washing them with subliminal mes-
sages. TV is said to plant the seed o
fear by giving you nothing but the bad
news interspersed with commercial
breaks and soap operas. It has been
accused of turning everyday kids into
machinegun-toting maniacs with its
unique Hollywood-brand of screen-
play-edited violence. It is said to be
the mind control device of some sec-
tarian band of robber barons who rule
and rape the world from inside their
supersecret clubhouse like the 2k ver-
sion of the Legion Of Doom. | disagree,
because that’s basically the same
mechanism that allows fat people to
say that McDonalds turned them into
grossly obese monstrosities barely
deserving of the name human. This
kind of logic eliminates the need for
personal responsibility and supplants
common sense by giving everybody an
anonymous and unchallengeable force
of all-powerful evil to blame for the FU-
BAR state of g dern society and
the individual

io with cracks in the walls and
half my size. The only reason | was|
re was because market research
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and sometimes he even brough
me leftovers from lunch meetings.

e were rehearsing for a few months
when the owner of the company de-
cided to bring in a puppeteer. | had
trouble remembering the script; | had
learned how to talk b h
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The entertainment industry represents|
the industrialized supply of divertisse-
ment to a mass psychological demand,
Every one of us needs some level off
entertainment to take our minds offf
our consciousness. This is the natura
order of things that is beyond any con-|
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CHAPTER I:
THROUGH THE BARN

He shivers at these last words. | thin
| hear a tiny yelp coming from some-
where beneath the fur like an echo of]
old hurt. It doesn’t take a lot of imagi-
g to sense a dark secret lurking|
eath the surface here. | hesi-

It might mean that a lot of us are tired

3 ead from havipg|
on-stimula
onstantly
that the

t if you

spiracy.

.1
,

t of that academy burned
’t done anything but obe
over two years. | was talk-
ade school level and bound
asket. My talent scout owne
o sell me to a supermarket]
a mascot to attract families|
ists so he trotted me out to|
of the smaller chains but with-
cess. None of the managers
im seriously and even if they
pne of them was willing to rent
\ paraplegic dog at the price he
ffering, regardless of whether if]
P | At talk or not. After about 6 months,
ea 5 living in Hell: | was not a pet, |
s @ an expensive investment turning
of th a living expense bill. My owne
noug never loved me, but now he had
ings ca ally begun to hate me. He still had
ecific e lean up after me every day: since &=
en a prd ld no longer walk, | just went where .
r domesti as lying. Sometimes I’d spend the oy
d enough ptter half of a week encrusted with 4 £
5 and goldfi y own filth before he couldn’t stand
shred of a pé e stink anymore and hosed me off
othing there bn his back porch. I’'m sure he would
outines and act ave had me put to sleep if it hadn’t
e and feel sup been for the studio people: a young
eht us a lot, but production company was looking for a5
ned was that if yo child-friendly, non-menacing dog fora™ >
g long enough, eve new television pilot. A records checkat
ar a hat and ride a tricycl€} the academy had led them back to mel"
shut you up.” and one day, an intern was sent over to

aniacal
going on

s in the cham-
parently the

decided nof
n’t get rid ¢
asons or se
it remindg

despicable thing$
use we’re all too
entertained to do
| find human sloth

into a wide ro8
A shower of sun
fy shadow flecks pours

WALL & WINDOW STICKERS

REYIN\D) Y& -

o

www.frederickmichielsen.be

WWW.UPPERCUTS.BE

‘www.originaleskimo.com Quality basics since 1906

Some claim that entertainment is ai" "
tool used by shadowy men in power toi-

make a street hooker blush, enough
prick-faced executives and managers
and directors wearing expensive hair-
cuts and tailor-made suits gobbling
oysters. I’'ve seen all | needed to see.
Pete’s still snapping shots but I’'ve had
it with this place plus I’'m starting to
develop a skull-splitting headache.

‘Looks like you’re as excited to be here
as | am.’ | look up to see one of the
hostesses hovering beside me with
a tray full of empty and half-empty
glasses. ‘Don’t even ask. Watching
these people make asses out of them-
selves was fun the first half hour but
now it’s just getting pathetic and awk-
ward.” On stage, some hump and his
wife are gracelessly demonstrating the
new moves they learned in last week’s
ballroom dance class. Emily (as her
nametag reads) follows my look and
snickers. ‘What exactly did you expect
to find here?’” ‘'m not sure anymore.
| guess pretty much this, only a lot
worse. | mean, this is disgraceful but
it’s not really degrading stuff. We were
supposed to get some VIP passes to
get into the lounges but the guy who
was supposed to get us in chickened
out. So now we’re stuck here.” Emily
looks at me and shoots me a smile that
says she’s just decided to do some-
thing she’s not allowed to. ‘I can get
you into the lounges if you put on one
of the catering uniforms. But no longer
than fifteen minutes, our supervisor is
on his break and he’ll be back after the
next race and he will pick you out of a
crowd.” Yes. Professional persistency
and personal participation are paying
off once more. ‘Stay here. I’'m going to

’
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o there | was, on my bare own and
on the lookout for some outmost, un-
adulterated entertainment. Unknow-
ing whether or not this mental escape
to alleviate the horror of being and to
avoid the unbearable presence of con-
sciousness would be successful or not.
One thing's for sure, entertainment
can cost you a lot of money. | decided
that the easiest way to meet the most
‘ecstatic feeling would be by doing the

@athings I like to do the most. Of course |
WYL

scould've stepped into the closest trav-

el agency and get that ticket to Hawaii
Sabut considering the absolute lack of

—_any decent personal or editorial bud-
P #get, | took a one week trip to Europe's
L party mecca called Berlin. | arrived in a

«city where | didn't know anyone or any-

thing and went for five, crowd mingling.- A7
;}nights straight of exhaustive boozing, ™

partying and bullshit. Of course it's
not a hard job to have an enlightening
blast in a town that has over 700 night-
clubs - bars excluded - gathering peo-
ple from all over the world. The search
for entertainment only started to be-
come interesting as soon as | got back
home and couldn't turn off the part
mood | got into. For the next few weeks
| spontaneously went out every night,
only to see the amount of both cash

“and fun decrease by the day. | endedf "

up this murderous lifestyle on a rain
Tuesday night in the most sleazy bar

weekend is less rewarding if you're on
welfare. | was having serious doubts
about enduring the festival season
that would soon kick off.

Armed with a shitload of backstage
passes | was ready to discover the fun
of skimming the beer drown grounds
of a land that has more music festi-
vals than incompetent politicians. And
there's a lot of them in Belgium, so |
can sincerely say | have gone through
a couple of dozens of festival and party
nights straight. Time enough to realize
that today's pop and alternative mu-
sic scene is wrapped up in a too noisy
and overpriced skein of expensive
booze, musical overkill and overrated
junk food wherein everybody seems to
settle for less way too easy. Especially
after weeks of doing the same thing all
over again, it's really hard to find any-
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set you back roughly 2,5 million US
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CHAPTER IV:
‘I FEAR GREEKS, EVEN
THOSE BEARING GIFTS’

‘You look like an idiot.” We’re walk-
ing straight for a security checkpoint
carrying two plates full of oysters and
champagne glasses. Both of us have
squeezed into vests that are at least
4 sizes small. ‘So do you. Let’s cut the
bullshit for two seconds and try to get
in here okay?’ Two dressed up gorilla’s
standing on muddied red carpet cast
indifferent looks as we approach. I'm
trying to focus on keeping this damn
plate straight while my heart rate is
climbing in anticipation of being un-
masked. Walking closer, I’'m tuning
into a fleeting shard of vintage bounc-
er’s dialogue. ‘...wouldn’t mind rolling
in the dirt with some of these chicks
myself. Hold it, buddy.’ Shit. | look up
at a face that reminds me of a bad guy
in an Eric Roberts film. Looks like this
is our final stop for today. Colonel San-
chez’ bodyguard smiles a rapists’ grin
and makes two glasses and one oyster
disappear with one hand. ‘Let me get
that for you.” Before | even fully realise
I’m not about to get my ass kicked and
permanently banned off the premis-
es, Pete pokes me in the ribs to push
me out of my blank stare and through
the connecting corridor into the ING-
lounge. We’re in.

‘Allright, let’s find this asshole.’ This is
the bloated inner sanctum of today’s
ritual of decadence. Standing on the
red carpet that covers the wooden pre-
fab floors, we’re looking at what’s un-
der the mask of money and mascara;
the real face of Waregem Koerse is not
a pretty sight. Tailor-made suits strain-
ing to hold in swollen guts, inch-thick
layers of make-up smudgy with sweat
and white wine, glazed eyes glancing
around furtively for flesh and liquor.
‘There. Between the fake flowers and
the mini-fountain.” | follow Pete’s look
and lock in on a male in his early thir-
ties wearing a light grey suit -clearly
of the arrogant assdouche windbag
type - talking to a bored waitress. Legs
weaving, mouth twisting and eyes
darting all over catering assets; Lau-
rent. ‘He’s drunk. Not stupid drunk yet,
but he won’t need a lot of convincing to
start shooting his mouth off and talk-
ing shit. He loves to talk shit.’ It is at
this point that Laurent sees the two of
us seeing him. It’s pretty obvious he
has not counted on us getting in with-
out his help and | can see him regain-
ing composure before he swigs down
the remainder of his drink and sways
his own dragging, drunken weight
away from a relieved waitress and to-
wards where we’re standing. ‘Let’s
play nice. If he makes an ass out of
himself it saves us the trouble of mak-
ing him look like the scumbag he is.’ |
can tell Laurent feels pretty confident
about facing us here. We’re outsiders,
he feels right at home. ‘Don’t worry,
I’'ve got something perfect for just this
occasion.’

FAIL FOR LIFE

| must have been trying to get severely
drunk at one festival or another to an-
ticipate the fun, when the city of Duis-
burg expected 800,000 people in their
town. Allegedly 1.4 million people
showed up to celebrate the 2010 edi-
tion of the Love Parade although police
authorities believed around 400,000
people were present. Anyway the enor-
mous lineup of distraction and amuse-
ment was too big while the tunnel it
had to pass appeared to be too small.
Near the overcrowded tunnel leading
into the festival, 21 party people lost
their lives resulted from suffocation
by crowd pressure. More than 5oo got
injured. The party wasn't shut down
on that terrible day in July but the leg-
event that originated in 1989 in

g stayed there until 2003, will
er see the heat of night

absent state of mind for
e of days and my mind
ay to the day | watched
& footage of the Heyzel
ch 39 people died by en-
ple soccer game. Nobody
and age will forget the day
pstival-goers were crushed
and suffocated to death in
while watching a Pearl Jam

Roskilde. Let's not even
e dance floor that collapsed
sh wedding a few years ago.
n on, | started seriously trip-
s at every event | attended,
bdy around me didn't seem to
ve a damn because everybody
busy having too much fun. Lit-
hese doll party monsters know
| what's left when the fun van-
is nothing but pure panic. And
in will vanish as well as it has
wrong more than a few times in
ourse of entertainment history.
oughts went out to all those of
the fun abruptly ended on their
to, when enjoying or while head-
back from entertainment. | real-
d that in this life, you'd better stay
ed and try to live with it. Do not try
crush the big walls of the grey cas-
. Just stay inside and fight the men-
| demons who are trying to conquer
your mind with sick thoughts. That
would be probably the safest thing to
do. May the fun be with you.

'e now bring you the thrilling
conclusion to Operation Dark Horsey!|

L CHAPTER:
HINA - THE
DF ROLLING

the UK once told
ops (the common,
e that some people
eir pocket in case
ses go dry) can have
e effects if accidentally
Bpice up someone’s drink
particular sort of eye drop
you are very likely to cause that
Erson sudden bursts of violent and
explosive intestinal distress. He told
me all this while rummaging through
my backpack looking for the source of
the scent of narcotics his dog thought
to have smelled on me. He never did
find anything and | walked out of Man-
chester Central Station a free man.
While I’'m remembering this, I’'m stand-
ing to the side of a prefab separation
wall, smiling and nodding at Laurent
who is now nearing the end of his sec-
ond glass of spiked Chardonnay.

‘These people are all retarded. | mean,
I’m here to do business you know? But
most these fat pigs have no...intel-
ligence. You know, like we do, right?
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Shit, ’'m hooking up with one of these
aspiring beauty queens behind one of
the barns later on.” He grins. His face
twitches slightly. He shuffles his feet.
| think | hear a bubbling sound. Pete
smiles and nods. ‘You said it. Well,
we’ve almost got to get going. How
about one more drink bottoms up?’
Look at his face and recognize his ea-
gerness to get rid of us. ‘Sure, what
the hell. A quick one!” | hand him his
third glass and lift mine in the air.
‘Here’s to supreme intellect!” Out the
corner of my eye | can see Laurent’s
features contort in desperate agony as
the final double dose hits home. This
is our cue to walk; | disappear around
the corner and double-quick my way to
the two bouncers at the door. Colonel
Sanchez’ bodyguard looks up. | point
at Laurent who just made it around the
corner and is now awkwardly trying to
make his way towards the restroom
area. ‘This drunk asshole just asked
me if | could help him get some coke.
You might want to tell him to be a bit
more discreet.” The goon follows my
look and takes off on an interceptive
trajectory. | join Pete at his vantage
point between the fake rose bushes.
‘Ok. Stand back and let’s hope this
plays out.’

Laurent bumps into 175 lbs of pure
purpose and looks up. Our agent of
humiliation seizes him gently by the
shoulder and gestures him into tak-
ing a few steps back and out of sight.
Laurent shakes his head, squirms
and pleads. He tries to slip loose. The
bouncer tightens his one-handed hold
and holds up a warning finger, indicat-
ing that he is notin the mood for jokes.
Laurent shivers. He squirms harder.
He panics. Alcohol and the power of
accelerated peristalsis suddenly give
him wings as he swings himself free,
shoves off the bouncer and breaks
past him towards the restroom door.
Surprisingly nimble, the bouncer
shifts his weight, swivels around and
catches Laurent square in the gut with
left hook before he grabs him by the
neck with his right hand. Time stands
still. Laurent looks up and straight into
my eyes looking back at him. In a split
second | see helpless incomprehen-
sion turn into incredulous understand-
ing and rise into hopeless desperation
before finally surrendering to inevita-
bility. Even with all the drunken chatter
and lounge music in the air, the sound
is the first thing to make heads turn:
it is a mix between a deflating balloon
and the sound of wet mud sucking at
plastic boots. A duet between a muf-
fled car exhaust and a broken espres-
so machine. A concerto of boiling tar
and old people making out. The bounc-
er gags and steps back, releasing his
neck-hold on Laurent who drops limply
to the ground, grey suit and red carpet
around him now turning to shades of
brown. People are standing up, look-
ing, pointing and turning away in dis-
gust. The smell of fresh sewage wafts
loose and mixes with Hugo Boss and
Chanel n°s. An old woman wearing a
white mink feints face-first into a plate
of paté. A waitress vomits into a cham-
pagne bucket. Pete nudges me. ‘We
need to go. Our work here is done.” As
we walk out, | look back and see Lau-

" rent attempting to crawl up in soggy
...shame, still twitching and convulsing

as he leaks out completely. There is

& no sympathy, not one helping hand.

INever before have | seen a man so
=lonely and abandoned by his peers. It

1iis at this exact moment that the lounge
‘jdoors swing open and the entire line-
Z.up of Miss West Flanders contestants
‘& walks into this slaughterhouse of hu-

man excrement and awkward silence.
As their giggles die down and turn into

- shocked ‘Oh my God’s’, Pete and | are
~ “walking out the service entrance. ‘Too

bad the journalistic value of this story
is non-existent, otherwise we’d have

“Ssome great dirt to print.’
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BRING THE NOISE

Hollywood movies are edited to follow
a mathematical pattern known as pink
noise or 1/f fluctuation. This means
that different scenes are cut to similar
lengths in order to resonate with the
rhythm of the human attention span,
thus making a film more gripping by
sheer subliminal force. Your mind is
guided, gently babied into a higher
state of empathy by a mathematical
algorithm that is rigidly followed by
let’s say 99,9% of Hollywood produc-
tions. We’re not judging anyone or
trying to play Captain Buzzkill (Lord
knows we enjoy the cinematic master-
piece that is Universal Soldier 3 - star-
ring Jean Claude & Dolph - as much as
the next hard-working man), we just
thought you might want to be aware
of the fact that mainstream entertain-
ment rocks your world the way a lul-
laby rocks you to sleep. It’s not great
cinema, it’s psychophysiology. Repeti-
tion. Indoctrination. Hypnosis. Either
way, this sort of entertainment pro-
vides no sustenance, no diversity and
as such no mental stimulation of any
kind. It has the nutritional value of a
three-day old jelly donut. It might even
start to atrophy your neurological sys-
tem if you keep your mind switched off
and your TV tuned to sitcoms and real-
ity shows. Point in case: mainstream
media (might) turn your brain into the
cognitive/emotional equivalent of that
woman who had to get craned out of
her house after three years of gorging
herself on buckets of lard and watch-
ing the Home Exercise Channel. Fat,
slow and lazy.

So in conclusion; we have no conclu-
sive answers for you and as usual, it all
comes down to the choices you make
as either a conscious individual or an
empty shell on auto-pilot. Do | watch a
documentary on colonial history in the
Middle East and gain valuable insights
into the current state of affairs or do |
just really need to see what the latest
STD on Jersey Shore is? It’s a matter of
personal responsibility and determin-
ing what you’re looking for when you
turn on your television (excuse our per-
haps biased focus on television, but
we have limited printing space and as
itis, it’s the biggest passive entertain-
ment-platform known to man, which is
why it merits our unrelenting scrutiny).

Entertainment is necessary because
your life is boring and fiction makes
more sense than reality. In what we
call a good movie, every line, shot
and scene makes a point. So in that
sense, your life is like a bad movie: it
does not have a gripping plotline and
it does not star carefully casted peo-
ple as your friends and foes; Morgan
Freeman does not offer little tidbits of
metaphysical insight to soothe your
psychological discomfort and there
is no official theme music when your
girlfriend breaks up with you. The bad
guys win and there is no redemption
or retribution. Oh and spoiler alert:
the main character in your movie dies,
unlike Jean Claude Van Damme who is
actually a real hero and will live forev-
er on VHS. What to do? | don’t know.
Try to have an interesting and fulfill-
ing life or get some digital television, |
hear HBO is running some good shows
these days.



