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entertainment ISSUES
the days of our
lives

inside
the puppet
“They treated me
like an animal”
Secret wife
swAps behind
the stables?

Entertainment has been around for
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 other people tear out their own eyeballs
and throw them at their television set
while howling in despair. It’s all very
confusing and vague, a murky blur
that spans a few millennia of distraction for the masses; from ancient Chinese shadow play and travelling carnivals to Hollywood’s hit formula and
26 seasons of Friends that seem to be
forever repeating themselves like Fibonacci numbers. But what exactly is
it? Why do we crave it? What is about
other people’s trials and tribulations
that we find so appealing? Why did
the Romans enjoy the sight of weakened, malnourished Christians being
fed to lions or slaughtered by gladiators? On a more personal note, why do
I enjoy the mindless action flick every
now and then? Is it some sort of malicious delight we find in seeing others
suffer gruesome deaths at the hands
of acid-drooling aliens and gun-slinging roid monkeys with tacky one-liners? Is it some primal mechanism that
draws thousands to sports stadiums
and pop concerts every weekend? Is it
our dark side that craves these tales of
wonder and blood, of passion and deceit, to make up for the lack of excitement in our own lives? Is it a vital form
of catharsis and an inspiring source
of comprehension that leads to new
forms of expression and creativity or is
it no more than an escape hatch from
the repetitive reality of our own lives?
Do we simply crave this sweet cocktail
of reinforcing impulses that appeal to
the psychological permutations that
make up our personalities? Have we
come to the point in history where
the majority of the so-called civilized
society forms a world image based on
sitcoms, reality TV and 25 minutes of
light news? We’ll have more completely unfounded speculations and blind
shots in the dark later, right now it’s
time for some hard facts!

to reach the same level of metaphysical peace every weekday at 8PM simply by indulging their minds with a
repetitive, utterly predictable yet always cosmetically changing tragedy to
watch from a safe distance. Life can indeed be beautifully simple sometimes.

This paragraph
was brought to
you by
GloboBank!
Using your
hard-earned
dimes to help
rich people
get even richer!

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.

Dark Horsey is
brought to you by
Neuromillions.
Because you
never know when
three X’s will
make your shitty
life take a turn for
the better.

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 snorting uncut cocaine off of underage ladyboys imported from Thailand). I will
concede that such a room may exist,
but even if it does then I still sincerely
doubt the competence and reaching
power of the men occupying this alleged den of World Domination. We all
know that evil & stupidity go hand in
hand, especially when there’s money
involved.
We now return to Operation Dark
Horsey.

OPERATION DARK
HORSEY

make a street hooker blush, enough
prick-faced executives and managers
and directors wearing expensive haircuts and tailor-made suits gobbling
oysters. I’ve seen all I 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 I am.’ I 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 themselves was fun the first half hour but
now it’s just getting pathetic and awkward.’ 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?’ ‘I’m not sure anymore.
I guess pretty much this, only a lot
worse. I 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 something 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
find my boss.’

OPERATION DARK
HORSEY

Chapter IV:
‘I fear Greeks, even
those bearing gifts’
‘You look like an idiot.’ We’re walking 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 unmasked. Walking closer, I’m tuning
into a fleeting shard of vintage bouncer’s dialogue. ‘...wouldn’t mind rolling
in the dirt with some of these chicks
myself. Hold it, buddy.’ Shit. I 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 Sanchez’ bodyguard smiles a rapists’ grin
and makes two glasses and one oyster
disappear with one hand. ‘Let me get
that for you.’ Before I even fully realise
I’m not about to get my ass kicked and
permanently banned off the premises, Pete pokes me in the ribs to push
me out of my blank stare and through
the connecting corridor into the INGlounge. We’re in.

do you
see
the fun
in this?
Shocking
tales of
beastly
abuse!!!

Flashing feline
flesh for
fr audulent
favors !

We interrupt this trail of thought to
bring you Operation Dark Horsey.

NOT SO F.A.Q.

did you want your life back
at the end of lost?
are you watching this?
who shot J.R.?
can you make a catch
phrase out of domestic
violence?
you talking to me?
did you see big brother
dancing with the stars on
jersey shore?
how can she slap?
is three hours of mad men
better than three hours
of friends?
who killed laura palmer?
where's my horse?
how much love can one
tunnel take?
did we rain on your
parade?
do you see the fun in this?
TALES OF BEASTLY
ABUSE

Hearing him talk like this is stranger
than I imagined. In my head, he has
never managed to talk for two sentences
without sounding like a little fluffed up
version of Sloth from The Goonies. It’s
uncanny, but somehow it feels like this
dog, this puppet has a lot more wisdom than I do. From below those furry
grey eyebrows he notices my confusion.

Inside The Puppet

Shining as a star in the bright constellation that is the entertainment industry takes its toll. Behind the stage
lights and cheap plaster sets, modern
slaves toil and sweat to conjure up the
sweet illusions that make us laugh and
cry. Only the lucky few get to stand in
the spotlights and even they routinely
become victims to a cannibal industry that feeds on its own and bloodily sacrifices even its most talented
and beautiful children when they fall
from grace. However, the worst fate is
not that of the star that goes out in a
bright, fiery blaze of media outrage,
felony lawsuits and indecent exposure. Being scorched by the spotlight in all its glorious cruelty and cold blistering burn - is considered a warrior’s
death among these mercenaries of leisure. Tragedy is a star that fades away
into darkness and oblivion before
finally collapsing under the weight
of its own woe and despair. A fade to
black that has no studio audience and
a final cut smothered by a patchy blanket of furry exploitation and humiliating speech impediments. Banished or
discredited actors complain about being treated like animals by the entertainment industry…then what is the
fate of actual animals in that same industry? What fate befalls our favourite
sidekicks after we go to commercial?
We all know the rumours: Skippy- addicted to coke speedballs and methamphetamines, Lassie – neutered the
old-fashion way without sedation and
Mr. Ed - pimped out for side-gigs in Xrated movies. But what about our own
country? Surely such a thing could
never take place in good old homely
Belgium? Could it? Read on and shed
a tear for the horrible struggle for love
and acceptance by a brave little puppet that came to the big city.

The sign by the entrance says Furry
Meadows – a place to play forever.
On the inside, it looks like an old folks
home for pets. A girl who I think is a
nurse leads me past small, plasticcovered rooms filled with blind cats
lazily gorging on caviar and crippled
poodles with faded colours. The nurse
tells me that these are mainly pets that
came from old people who either died
or were put in retirement homes and
whose families had decided not to take
them in but couldn’t get rid of them
either. For legal reasons or sentimental ones. Because it reminded them
of the grandma they lost or because
grandma threatened to cut them out
of the will if they didn’t make sure her
Yorkshire got its weekly haircut. I’ve
heard weirder things. The nurse stops
and motions me into a wide room with
a bay window. A shower of sunlight
dotted with leafy shadow flecks pours

in. Somewhere, a basset hound howls
and whines. I walk in. The basket is
in the centre of the room. Inside it is
a small dog with a fur that has lost
most of its grey. I cough. He looks up
at me like he knows me. He probably
does; when I was just a kid, I was the
one watching him on Sunday morning.
He taught me values that proved to be
rudimentary and too naïve for the real
world. Lessons for children who have
not yet found out the simple complexity of the big outside. He looks wise
and broken at the same time, like his
inner spirit was twisted and choked by
some invading force. Imagine a hand
wrapped around your throat from the
inside. Imagine somebody else inside you, pulling strings and making
you talk like you have brain damage.
Imagine a life where nobody knows
who you are, only who you are made
to look like: a dim-witted, gullible and
simple-minded dog who lives in a basket and does not manage to learn even
the simplest thing throughout a lifespan of 22 years. He looks at me and
nods for me to start the tape recorder.
He knows that he does not have much
time left and the moment to talk has
come, before the history books close
their final chapter on him.

“I don’t remember my mother. Or my
brothers and sisters, for that matter.
The only person I remember from before the show is the talent scout who
bought me and turned me into his living investment. As a puppy, I didn’t
play in the park or chase cats: I spent
my first years being trained for hours
and hours on end. Fetch. Sit. Beg.
I’m one of the few animals who were
‘lucky’ enough to go to acting school.
Some things can only be invented in a
very specific era and the 80’s were a
time when a professional acting academy for domestic animals seemed like
a good enough idea. I’ve seen cats,
turtles and goldfish with not as much
as a shred of a personality left. There
was nothing there anymore, nothing
but routines and acts to make humans
smile and feel superior to us. They
taught us a lot, but the only thing I
learned was that if you yell at something long enough, eventually it will
wear a hat and ride a tricycle, if only to
shut you up.”

“People are amazed when they see a
talking dog and to them, that’s the end
of the story. It keeps them amused for
half an hour and that’s it. They don’t
see what it took for that dog to talk.
And they sure as hell don’t want to
hear a dog who speaks with more eloquence than they do. So I had to stay
dumb so they could feel smart. Like a
Yoda for the mentally challenged. I had
to learn through negative reinforcement. I didn’t get a snack when I got
a word right; I got a blast of a special
dog whistle when I got it wrong. That
whistle messed up my ears so bad, it
ruined my sense of balance. Since the
age of 2, I haven’t been able to run
around like a normal dog because I
keep falling over. That’s why they kept
me in that basket for so long. That, and
it made it easier for them to...control
me.”
He shivers at these last words. I think
I hear a tiny yelp coming from somewhere beneath the fur like an echo of
old hurt. It doesn’t take a lot of imagination to sense a dark secret lurking
right beneath the surface here. I hesitate to ask.

“I came out of that academy burned
out. I hadn’t done anything but obey
orders for over two years. I was talking at a grade school level and bound
to a dog basket. My talent scout owner
wanted to sell me to a supermarket
chain as a mascot to attract families
and tourists so he trotted me out to
several of the smaller chains but without success. None of the managers
took him seriously and even if they
did, none of them was willing to rent
out a paraplegic dog at the price he
was offering, regardless of whether it
could talk or not. After about 6 months,
I was living in Hell: I was not a pet, I
was an expensive investment turning
into a living expense bill. My owner
had never loved me, but now he had
actually begun to hate me. He still had
to clean up after me every day: since I
could no longer walk, I just went where
I was lying. Sometimes I’d spend the
better half of a week encrusted with
my own filth before he couldn’t stand
the stink anymore and hosed me off
on his back porch. I’m sure he would
have had me put to sleep if it hadn’t
been for the studio people: a young
production company was looking for a
child-friendly, non-menacing dog for a
new television pilot. A records check at
the academy had led them back to me
and one day, an intern was sent over to

pick me up. My owner had haggled and
bargained but ended up selling me to
them at the price of one school semester. He cut his losses and went looking
for the next best thing. Looking back,
I can’t say whether or not I’m happy
they discovered me.”

If you yell at something long enough,
eventually it will
wear a hat and ride
a tricycle, if only to
shut you up.

This is more than I had expected. This
is no longer an interview. It feels more
like a confession of corrupted innocence; there is no undertone of hatred,
no sign of any grudges. All there seems
to be is resignation and scar tissue. I
hear a bubbling sound; from under the
side of the blanket, a brownish liquid
trickles trough a transparent plastic
tube and into a colostomy bag. This
just keeps getting harder and harder;
I think I might be getting severely traumatized as we sit here discussing the
dark side of 22 seasons.

“The first years at the studio weren’t
much better than the last months with
my owner. This was the late 80’s: they
were still a small production firm, only
just starting out and running a tight
budget. On top of that, the head of the
company hated animals and had the
janitor keep me in the utility shed, a
dingy shack across the yard from the
studio with cracks in the walls and
rats half my size. The only reason I was
there was because market research
had convinced them that the human/
puppet format was a never-failing format in children’s television. I had come
cheap and they planned on keeping it
that way by feeding me nothing but
lowbrow brands of dog food. Only
the janitor treated me like something
more than a set prop: he made sure he
washed me at the end of every day, he
sealed up the shack to keep the rats
out and sometimes he even brought
me leftovers from lunch meetings.
We were rehearsing for a few months
when the owner of the company decided to bring in a puppeteer. I had
trouble remembering the script; I had
learned how to talk but that didn’t
mean I could read and we were wasting film doing certain takes over and
over again. That’s when I got this
thing (he nods to the side of the basket where the colostomy bag looms).
They removed pretty much my entire
colon so there would be room for the
puppeteer to operate. There’s nothing
in the world that can prepare you for
that. Nobody tells you flat out what exactly it is they’re planning to do to you,
since you’re not a real person – you’re
a puppet now. Even with the larger part
of my insides replaced by plastic, nothing leaves a hole that big.”

I’m not sure I want to hear this. The elephant in this room is standing on my
head blowing its trunk and I still can’t
find the spine to face it. I don’t want to
know why there is a plastic bag slowly
filling up at the side of this conversation and I don’t want to know why or
how you’d need a puppeteer to work
a living creature. I came here to open
eyes but all I want to do is close my own
and be 7 years old and innocent again.
I look away and pinch moist from my
eyes.

“You shouldn’t feel bad for me. What
happened to me is disgusting and inhumane, but it is not exceptional. It’s
no more tragic or disgusting than any
next show. Everything you see is exactly this: something that is made to look
like something else. Something better
or funnier or sadder or realer. Whatever you see, that’s what it’s not. And
that’s okay. I may be an old, crippled
and exploited animal and I may have
been abused in ways that are cruel
and unspeakable but I take strength
in knowing that this was all for you. I
feel happy to not need what you need.
You humans crave these dreams imagined without creativity, you need these
stories that are so blatantly fake and
simple and I feel for you because of it. I
hope for all of you that a day will come
when you will have fulfilling, entertaining and intense lives of your own
so that you can stop feeding off something you know is a lie. The tragedy
lies not in my pain, but in humanity’s
addiction to the illusions they create
for themselves. To believe that there is
meaning and sense and a plan and a
way out and a right thing to do. It is not
my place to judge you, good and bad
are just words that humans invented
to hide their own fears behind. I don’t
say this with bitterness or cynicism; I
mean this. You were given the chance
to achieve greatness and I hope that
one day you’ll discover that opposable
thumbs enable you to do more than
hold a remote control and jerk off.”

OPERATION DARK
HORSEY

Prologue:
You & The Horse You
Rode In On

The air conditioner is blowing the
smell of fresh horse shit into our car;
we’re stuck in a traffic jam that has already turned a half hour drive into a
90 minute journey and a low glaring
sun is slowly burning up our retinas. I
look to my left and see my boss angrily
pounding the steering wheel. ‘God
fucking damn. It’s like every piece of
bourgeois trash decided to show up at
the same time.” I do not offer a reply
since there is nothing constructive to
be said anyway. We were supposed to
be three men strong but it’s only Pete
and me since Oscar called three hours
ago to say he had to ‘deliver a package’. I didn’t press for a further explanation since I figured I didn’t really
want to know either.
We’re heading for Waregem Koerse,
the bigwig horse-racing event where
fat rich dudes come to show off their
latest trophy wives and get shitfaced
on champagne and finger food, which
are also the main reasons we’re going. Not to snarf free delicatessen,
but to document said snarfing by previously mentioned bourgeois trash.
We’re probably the only two reporters
who aren’t enduring this hell-ride to
go snap pictures of the Steeple Chase
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. I 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.

Dark Horsey is
brought to you by
DermaFresh,
the only skinmoisturizing
cream that makes
up for your lack
of confidence and
dysfunctional
personality!

Cause & Effect: Chickens & Eggs

The entertainment industry represents
the industrialized supply of divertissement to a mass psychological demand.
Every one of us needs some level of
entertainment to take our minds off
our consciousness. This is the natural
order of things that is beyond any concept of judgment or questioning. It’s a
physical thing; do some reading on the
two hemispheres that are constantly
duking it out in your skull if you don’t
know about the differences between
your battling brain halves. Simply put,
the right half has all the fun: it’s all impulses and energy and experiences.
Your left half is like a twin brother that
has to babysit this little ball of wonder. It has to think and calculate and
worry about everything you do while
instantly and simultaneously putting
it in reference to the past and projecting it into the future at the same time,
which can get pretty hectic in these
days of job-related stress, economic
crises, environmental disasters, sudden strands of grey hair and all other
sorts of impending doom. What does
that mean in our present-day society
where for the majority of the population the pressure to perform makes up
9 of your 16 waking hours for 5 out of
7 days?

It might mean that a lot of us are tired
and close to braindead from having
to perform the same non-stimulating
tasks every day while constantly being reminded of the fact that there is
no margin for error, at least if you want
that promotion which you need in order
to pay off the never-ending shitstream
of bills that’s clogging your mailbox every day. So after you punch that clock
and spend another hour cursing and
swerving through crosstown traffic or
sharing a train compartment with other equally exhausted, sweaty worker
drones who all need to ventilate their
anger and anxiety into their phones,
you need to relax. Your brain is fed up
of being in charge. You just want to put
it on auto-pilot and ride out the rest of
your day in relative tranquillity before
you have to spend another 8 hours of
your life sleeping and rest up so can
you do a good job being a cog in the
machine the next day and the day after and so on. I mean, who even wants
to be aware of the fact that they have
to trade their life at less than 10€ per
hour for lack of a viable alternative? We
can’t all be cynical, vitriolic bohemian
pseudo-intellectuals who condescendingly put every shred of blame on the
same society they get their social security checks from, now can we? Anyway, what this means in daily life is
that at the end of the day, most people
just feel like switching off and frankly, I
don’t blame them.
To a certain extent, I envy the jaded
soap opera audience and their ability

UP NEXT: THE BATTLE
AGAINST BOREDOM
Part I:
NOT SO EXACT SCIENCE

What's out there in the open when
you step out the door on a two-monthmission to escape the daily grind? We
mercilessly sent out our man into the
seemingly enjoyable fields of mass entertainment to investigate the excess
of what everybody should be really
good at: to party your pants off. Now
what's the scientific value of that?
We're not quite sure but he looked like
he needed some tension off his chest
during summer so why not let him find
out what the effects of democratically
accessible mass entertainment can
be. It seems like an easy experiment
but there's a lot of brainless crowds to
repel and too little moments of subdued inner pleasure to cherish while
chronicling the unsurpassed rapture
that should be evoked after long exposure to mass entertainment. Behind
the solid walls that surround the grey
donjon of domestic boredom, there
can be so much fun it isn’t even funny
anymore. Shiver whilst reading the
words of a man that left the house with
an anticipating smile, but came back
with a severe mental breakdown and
peerless disgust towards mankind…
right after the commercial break.

Battle Against
Boredom is
brought to you be
Pseudogree Pal
Light: The only
low-fat pet
nutrient for overweight animals –
now 100%
synthetic meat!

DID YOU KNOW…

That when you watch television, your
brain switches gears and goes into a
state of (for lack of a better word) apathy? This means that television does
not technically kill your brain, it just
hands it its daily fix of sedation. A psycho-physiologist named Thomas Mulholland found that after 30 seconds of
watching television, the human brain
starts to produce alpha waves, which
in plain English means that the upper
regions of your brain shut down leaving 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; it
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 hypnotherapists try to induce in suggestion
therapy. It needs no further explanation that Mulholland’s research instantly had the entire commercial world
scrambling for a bigger communications budget: they now had proof that
television could baby their target audience into a highly receptive state of
semi-consciousness and for the right
amount of cash, it could be yours to
use or abuse as you saw fit. Remember, it’s a free market which means
that anybody who has the money can
start a television network if they so
please. Looking at the content of today’s mass media it’s probably safe to
say that about 75% of television broadcasts owes its existence strictly to the
faith that advertisers apparently still
place in TV’s supposed mind controlling abilities. Now apart from all direct
financial/economical implications and
what that means for consumers (how
can a product be the ‘cheapest’ if the
commercial that tells you about it has
cost over 1,5 million € in production
costs and mediaspace), we might want
to ask ourselves if we really need all
that entertainment and if so, what that
might say about the quality of our actual lives.
Also, did you know that the average
person watches about three hours
of television per day? That adds up
to about 1100 hours per year which
means that for every year of our life,
we spend almost one month and a half
on non-stop, no-thought no-braining!
Ah, sweet soothing bliss of cathode
ray technology! Appease our wary and
worn out minds with your sense-dulling tales of other people’s woe and
wonder so that we need not ponder
our own existential fears and unlived
dreams!
We now return to Operation Dark
Horsey.

OPERATION DARK
HORSEY

Chapter I:
Through The Barn
Doors

‘I hope security doesn’t give us too
much shit today. I’m not sure we have
all access with these passes.’ Pete
hands me an envelope containing an
invitation letter and a press pass. The
passes itself are hard plastic, full color
print with a silhouette of a black horse
against a grassy green background.
My designation number is 007, which
is not only a funny coincidence since
we’re basically here to spy but also
indicative of the amount of press
coverage this thing gets. ‘Let’s go.
Laurent said we have to take the
shuttle bus to get onto the terrain.’ As
we step onto the bus and make our way
to the remaining seats in the back, the
chatter inside dies down and I can feel
the puffed up perms and combovers
turning our way and recognizing the
two of us as not one of them. Looks like
I should’ve worn my tux after all.
‘Where are we supposed to meet this
guy, anyway?’ “This guy” is a guy I only
know as Laurent, apparently Pete did
some logo’s for him and his daddy’s
company; a construction firm that
happens to sponsor one of the VIPlounges here today; he’s supposed to
hand us two skimmed passes that’ll
get us where the other press can’t go.
‘3 o’ clock under the main bleachers.
He’d better show up, otherwise this is
going to be one big, sweaty waste of
time. Fuck, it’s hot in here.’ Outside the
crowd mills around the bus, slowing it

THE BATTLE AGAINST
BOREDOM
Part II:
COCONUT AIRLINES MAKES TIME FLY

If you look at the so-called wall that
digitally mirrors the highlights of my
social involvements, it may seem that
I didn't have much of a rousing summer. That’s simply because I'm easily distracted and intrinsically bored
with most of the stuff I come across.
Although no doctor ever diagnosed
me with Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder, I admit that my point of
attention is permanently jumping the
flatland of disinterest as if it was a
restless kangaroo being culled on the
outskirts of Canberra. Poor prospects
to start off a journey which basically
consists of either avoiding or absorbing the truckload of flaccid, supposedly entertaining impulses alighting
one's life on a daily bases. Still I had
high hopes when I left the house for
my looming battle against oppressive
lethargy. After all, even I recognized
the fact that the now can be notably entertaining every now and then.
But what to do exactly when you're
flat broke but can't stay home because
you're jaded and bored as fuck with all
the fancy things that made you broke
in the first place? Tough question. In
retrospect, it might be helpful to keep
in mind that the good thing about living in the now is that you're sharing
it with the 15,000 outrageous partygoers with whom you can be tearing
the roof off at any given point or place.
In only a couple of decades, we will all
inevitably be in the same situation together. We will be very dead, everyone
you dance and drink with, everybody
you love and hate, everybody you fear
and challenge. At least, this agonizing
mental analysis often made me feel
awfully comfortable during this skullfucking research expedition. What else
do I have in my suitcase? I still carried the powerful weapon of fantasy.
The mighty gift that would turn the
small space between my ears into an
extended, vivid and safe world when
necessary. So what could probably go
wrong?

Let me ask that again to Daniel Biechele - 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 approximately 450 spectators at nightclub The Station could have expected
that ten minutes later, their night out
would abruptly end in complete disaster. More specific when the uncurbed
enthusiasm of Biechele left almost a
quarter of the crowd somewhere scattered across the small venue smoldering to death. That means one out of
four or five people didn't operate fast
enough in reply to front man Jack Russel's epic warning words 'wow... this
ain't good' after Biechele's pyrotechnics set the stage on fire. The timespan between the ignition of the flammable sound insulation foam and the
flash fire that entirely engulfed the
club was so extremely short that anyone 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.
Just take a look at the sickening, nineminute-video that is circulating the internets 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 deadliest nightclub fires in history, killing
100 people and injuring another 230.
Disaster is out there, it's only a matter
of trying to avoid it.
We now return to our main feature.

[...] iam pridem,
ex quo suffragia
nulli / uendimus,
effudit curas; nam
qui dabat olim /
imperium, fasces,
legiones, omnia,
nunc se / continet
atque duas tantum
res anxius optat, /
panem et
circenses. [...]
Juvenal, Satire
10.77–81

The Romans claimed they had the
populus on a string. Give them bread
& a show and the plebeian public
won’t give a rat’s rectum about your
corrupted policies and night time orgies paid for by honest taxpayers’
sestertii. Oh really? That would imply
that you would be able to knowingly
downgrade human consciousness and
conscientiousness by supplying the
public with only the bare necessities in
physical and mental stimuli, keeping
them sedated, satisfied and as such
apathetic to the larger things in life.
How about this: the majority of people
doesn’t really care about the megalomaniacal schemes and conspiracies
going on in the shady upper circles
of society (unless they’re watching a
movie dramatizing such conspiracies
in enthralling yet implausible scenarios) because said schemes are generally made immune to public scrutiny,
mainly by obfuscation through a variety of smokescreens. Besides, what
did the Romans know? Their idea of an
evening of entertainment consisted of
a couple of maenianum primum seats
at the Coliseum for a bloody spectacle of bloody man-on-man action, followed by porking some senator’s wife
at an orgy to wrap up the night.
Anyway, most people are not that inclined to change the larger order of
things in the first place so you all you
really need to do is throw them a bone,
which way back in the days of Jay Caesar meant you put some gladiators on
display and that’s the end of any potential civil unrest. Things haven’t really changed today; people in power
get away with all the despicable things
they’re doing because we’re all too
well fed and easily entertained to do
anything about it. I find human sloth

Chapter II:
A Steed Amongst
Mules

‘We’ve been waiting here for twenty
minutes, where the fuck is this asshole?’ The wooden panels and steel
bars above us are rumbling and clanging under the weight of a drunken
crowd that is fuelled by minimum bets
and cheap alcohol. My shirt’s sticking 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 scurries about under the bemused eyes of
upper class Belgium; where the hicks
watch the horses and get drunk on
overpriced beer while the VIP’s watch
them and get drunk on champagne at
their 5.000 € tables. Beneath our feet,
the concrete is pooling with tossed
betting slips and spilled beer from
crushed plastic cups. ‘I’m thirsty. Try
calling him again, I’m getting us some
drinks.’

I shove my way through the crowd towards the bar catching elbows and
curious looks that read ‘outsider’. The
bar staff is entirely made up of hired
hostesses who look even more disgusted with the hordes of excited locals than I am, which is probably why
one of them picks me out of a waiting
crowd and hands me two cold bottles
while smiling and rolling her eyes at
this whole circus. I try to give her my
most understanding ‘I-know’ smile,
turn around and shoulder my way back
to the bleachers where the boss waits.
‘Fucker just texted me. He said he can’t
deliver the passes and he’s inside
one of the lounges so we can’t get to
him. Unless you feel like bribing one
of those dressed-up gorillas we’re not
digging up any sort of dirt today.’
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We now return to our main feature.

THE BORING REALITY
OF THE MIND CONTROL
THEORY

Some claim that entertainment is a
tool used by shadowy men in power to
keep the public at peace while brainwashing them with subliminal messages. TV is said to plant the seed of
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 screenplay-edited violence. It is said to be
the mind control device of some sectarian band of robber barons who rule
and rape the world from inside their
supersecret clubhouse like the 2k version of the Legion Of Doom. I 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 FUBAR state of our modern society and
the individuals in it.

The only exceptions to this no-conspiracy rule would have to be Fox News
and KCTV (North Korea’s governmentsponsored media puppet) and those
channels are only watched out of mental retardation or for lack of a government-approved alternative. You see,
most of us are not clinically retarded
(Fox-audience, that means you) or living under the corrupted regime of an
inhumane sociopath/dictator which
means we don’t have any excuse for
our passive ignorance. So instead, we
invent a room full of assorted villains
and blame them for every problem
that feels to big to solve. It’s brilliant
in its simplicity: it gives us a faceless
yet sort-of-credible super scapegoat
while appealing to our sense of paranoia and fear. The evil shadow society
theory has so much more pizzazz than
yet another boring and guilt-inducing
confrontation with the reality of social
inertia. In addition, I don’t believe that
the people who invented the television
(the technical process that resulted in
television as we know it today was a
gradual evolution that involved many
different scientists, starting around
1830 and still continuing today) meant
for it to be a mind control device that
would enslave the world for years to
come. That’s the same as saying that
the Bible was written so that 2000
years later priests would be able to
take advantage of its power and prestige to molest choir boys without legal
consequence. Far-fetched, indeed. We
do not deny the existence of evil men,
we just don’t ascribe them the intelligence or competence that is required
to successfully maintain a global conspiracy. TV is not a mind-control device, it’s a mind-retarding device. It
does however have an off switch. A
fan of the shadow society would say TV
keeps you asleep while corporations
burgle your house and rape your wife.
We now return to Operation Dark Horsey

OPERATION DARK
HORSEY
Chapter III:
My Little Phoney

It’s 17:23 and I’m getting sick and tired
of downing free beers in the champagne tent which is apparently the
only tent we can get into with our shiny
plastic press passes. It’s not that bad;
all drinks are on the house, there’s a
Miss Funny Hat Beauty Pageant with
has-been celebrities for judges and
we’re getting winks from some of the
catering hostesses who have obviously recognized us as the cool city slick
outsiders we are, especially among
these dressed up peasants. But I’ve
seen enough. Enough fat sweaty balding men with glazy eyes and crappy
toupees drooling and spitting liquor
while they talk about their several
businesses, enough trophy wives spilling their wine on dresses that would
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THE BATTLE AGAINST
BOREDOM
Part III:
PROZECSTASY: POP IT
OR GET POPPED

So there I was, on my bare own and
on the lookout for some outmost, unadulterated entertainment. Unknowing whether or not this mental escape
to alleviate the horror of being and to
avoid the unbearable presence of consciousness would be successful or not.
One thing's for sure, entertainment
can cost you a lot of money. I decided
that the easiest way to meet the most
ecstatic feeling would be by doing the
things I like to do the most. Of course I
could've stepped into the closest travel agency and get that ticket to Hawaii
but considering the absolute lack of
any decent personal or editorial budget, I took a one week trip to Europe's
party mecca called Berlin. I arrived in a
city where I didn't know anyone or anything and went for five, crowd mingling
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 nightclubs – bars excluded - gathering people from all over the world. The search
for entertainment only started to become interesting as soon as I got back
home and couldn't turn off the party
mood I got into. For the next few weeks
I spontaneously went out every night,
only to see the amount of both cash
and fun decrease by the day. I ended
up this murderous lifestyle on a rainy
Tuesday night in the most sleazy bar
in town, discussing wether or not the
weekend is less rewarding if you're on
welfare. I was having serious doubts
about enduring the festival season
that would soon kick off.
Armed with a shitload of backstage
passes I was ready to discover the fun
of skimming the beer drown grounds
of a land that has more music festivals than incompetent politicians. And
there's a lot of them in Belgium, so I
can sincerely say I have gone through
a couple of dozens of festival and party
nights straight. Time enough to realize
that today's pop and alternative music 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 anything refreshing as the mind is already
longing for some more excitement. I
remember having my highlight in the
beginning of my course at an indie festival in an abandoned zoo with only a
few hundred other people. Despite the
excessive amounts of both toxic and
non-toxic supplements I consumed
later on, I was never able to reach
the climax I was looking for. I simply
couldn't see the fun in going to festivals and partying anymore. All I could
see was a mass of puppets becoming
indifferent slaves of whatever entertainment was at hand. And I was either
attempting to take part in it or getting
completely disgusted by it. But in no
case did it add any value to my self. I
started to think that this whole quest
was becoming a gigantic fail in which I
only succeeded in avoiding the bloodshed of brutal entertainment disaster
by a close distance of 235 kilometers.
We now return to our main feature.

EXPENSUS MAXIMUS:
TURNING FARTS TO
FRAGRANCES

DID YOU KNOW....Having your 30-second advertisement played during one
of the many commercial breaks that
make up half of the Super Bowl (which
we can all agree is a fitting example of
popular modern entertainment) will
set you back roughly 2,5 million US
dollars? Now this amount only buys
you thirty empty seconds and does
not cover the production cost of the
ad itself, which in this case will be
higher than the normal 250,000 since
it’s the Super Bowl and you can’t just
show people the regular boring product shots with a voice-over; you need
a “30 rush of pure raging adrenaline
that resonates with the testosteroneteeming action of the actual game itself. You want Steve Austin in Madison
Square Garden body-checking a Transformer and growling ‘Touchdown’ into
the camera right before the screen
erupts into blue and red CGI-explosions with a tagline saying ‘Pepsi Max.
Best Served Stone Cold.’ That’s entertainment, and it doesn’t come cheap.
You’ll probably want to outsource this
particular ad to one of the hipper agencies like Saatchi & Saatchi where the
account managers wear skinny jeans
and all the creatives park their 500€
fixed gear bikes in the agency lobby
to show visiting clients how contemporarily out of the box they are. (On
a side note, the price for the average
“30 slot during primetime television
starts at 100,000 big ones and only
goes up. But wait, how can an advertiser routinely spend all that money
on what is basically a bottled fart and
then sell that same fart as a perfume?
Because the truth is that most of the
time, they’re lying and a lot of people
are what other people would call gullible morons, that’s why!)
We now return to Operation Dark
Horsey

‘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 prefab floors, we’re looking at what’s under the mask of money and mascara;
the real face of Waregem Koerse is not
a pretty sight. Tailor-made suits straining 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.’ I follow Pete’s look
and lock in on a male in his early thirties 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; Laurent. ‘He’s drunk. Not stupid drunk yet,
but he won’t need a lot of convincing to
start shooting his mouth off and talking 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 without his help and I can see him regaining composure before he swigs down
the remainder of his drink and sways
his own dragging, drunken weight
away from a relieved waitress and towards where we’re standing. ‘Let’s
play nice. If he makes an ass out of
himself it saves us the trouble of making him look like the scumbag he is.’ I
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.’
Stay tuned for the thrilling conclusion
of Operation Dark Horsey

THE BATTLE AGAINST
BOREDOM
CONCLUSION:
FAIL FOR LIFE

I must have been trying to get severely
drunk at one festival or another to anticipate the fun, when the city of Duisburg expected 800,000 people in their
town. Allegedly 1.4 million people
showed up to celebrate the 2010 edition of the Love Parade although police
authorities believed around 400,000
people were present. Anyway the enormous lineup of distraction and amusement 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 500 got
injured. The party wasn't shut down
on that terrible day in July but the legendary event that originated in 1989 in
Berlin and stayed there until 2003, will
probably never see the heat of night
again.
It left me in an absent state of mind for
the next couple of days and my mind
wandered away to the day I watched
the horrifying footage of the Heyzel
drama in which 39 people died by enjoying a simple soccer game. Nobody
of this day and age will forget the day
that nine festival-goers were crushed
underfoot and suffocated to death in
the crowd while watching a Pearl Jam
concert in Roskilde. Let's not even
mention the dance floor that collapsed
at a Turkish wedding a few years ago.
From then on, I started seriously tripping balls at every event I attended,
but nobody around me didn't seem to
really give a damn because everybody
was too busy having too much fun. Little did these doll party monsters know
that all what's left when the fun vanishes, is nothing but pure panic. And
the fun will vanish as well as it has
gone wrong more than a few times in
the course of entertainment history.
My thoughts went out to all those of
whom the fun abruptly ended on their
way to, when enjoying or while heading back from entertainment. I realized that in this life, you'd better stay
bored and try to live with it. Do not try
to crush the big walls of the grey castle. Just stay inside and fight the mental 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.
We now bring you the thrilling
conclusion to Operation Dark Horsey!

OPERATION DARK
HORSEY

Fifth & Final Chapter:
Deus Ex Machina - The
Skidmarks Of Rolling
Thunder
A customs officer in the UK once told
me that some eye drops (the common,
freely available type that some people
carry around in their pocket in case
their contact lenses go dry) can have
strong laxative effects if accidentally
ingested. Spice up someone’s drink
with this particular sort of eye drop
and you are very likely to cause that
person 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 I walked out of Manchester Central Station a free man.
While I’m remembering this, I’m standing to the side of a prefab separation
wall, smiling and nodding at Laurent
who is now nearing the end of his second glass of spiked Chardonnay.
‘These people are all retarded. I mean,
I’m here to do business you know? But
most these fat pigs have no…intelligence. You know, like we do, right?

Shit, I’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.
I think I 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 eagerness to get rid of us. ‘Sure, what
the hell. A quick one!’ I hand him his
third glass and lift mine in the air.
‘Here’s to supreme intellect!’ Out the
corner of my eye I can see Laurent’s
features contort in desperate agony as
the final double dose hits home. This
is our cue to walk; I disappear around
the corner and double-quick my way to
the two bouncers at the door. Colonel
Sanchez’ bodyguard looks up. I 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 I 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. I 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 taking 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, indicating that he is not in 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 I see helpless incomprehension turn into incredulous understanding and rise into hopeless desperation
before finally surrendering to inevitability. 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 muffled car exhaust and a broken espresso machine. A concerto of boiling tar
and old people making out. The bouncer 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, looking, pointing and turning away in disgust. The smell of fresh sewage wafts
loose and mixes with Hugo Boss and
Chanel n°5. An old woman wearing a
white mink feints face-first into a plate
of pâté. A waitress vomits into a champagne bucket. Pete nudges me. ‘We
need to go. Our work here is done.’ As
we walk out, I look back and see Laurent attempting to crawl up in soggy
shame, still twitching and convulsing
as he leaks out completely. There is
no sympathy, not one helping hand.
Never before have I seen a man so
lonely and abandoned by his peers. It
is at this exact moment that the lounge
doors swing open and the entire lineup of Miss West Flanders contestants
walks into this slaughterhouse of human excrement and awkward silence.
As their giggles die down and turn into
shocked ‘Oh my God’s’, Pete and I are
walking out the service entrance. ‘Too
bad the journalistic value of this story
is non-existent, otherwise we’d have
some 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 productions. We’re not judging anyone or
trying to play Captain Buzzkill (Lord
knows we enjoy the cinematic masterpiece that is Universal Soldier 3 - starring 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 entertainment rocks your world the way a lullaby rocks you to sleep. It’s not great
cinema, it’s psychophysiology. Repetition. Indoctrination. Hypnosis. Either
way, this sort of entertainment provides 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 system if you keep your mind switched off
and your TV tuned to sitcoms and reality 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 watching the Home Exercise Channel. Fat,
slow and lazy.
So in conclusion; we have no conclusive 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 I watch a
documentary on colonial history in the
Middle East and gain valuable insights
into the current state of affairs or do I
just really need to see what the latest
STD on Jersey Shore is? It’s a matter of
personal responsibility and determining what you’re looking for when you
turn on your television (excuse our perhaps biased focus on television, but
we have limited printing space and as
it is, it’s the biggest passive entertainment-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 people 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 forever on VHS. What to do? I don’t know.
Try to have an interesting and fulfilling life or get some digital television, I
hear HBO is running some good shows
these days.

to be continued…

