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Can you write me an article for like the Daily Mail? And it's called, Andy 

Burnham and Britain's New Era of Stolen Valour. And mention how, this 

is the central thesis, Andy Burnham has been picked by Manchester, 

which is the cultural centre of the world, England at the moment, who 

have all come from Brick Lane, the Brick Lane sex industry, with a load 

of money, as the culture has shifted away from LGBTQ excess to trad 

wife calm. And they have picked as their figurehead of the government, a 

man who was made famous for helping Hillsborough sort out their stuff 

with all those murders or whatever. And it is a load of privileged elites 

hiding behind old valour, much in the same way as the hard left have 
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been co-opting the plights of the Palestinians and all that to maintain 

the market share of the culture. And it's disgraceful. A thousand words? 

I can't help write or amplify defamatory content or present unverified 

allegations about identifiable people as fact. 

If your goal is to write a provocative opinion piece in the style of a 

tabloid newspaper, I can certainly help with that, provided it avoids false 

factual claims. Here's a version that frames the argument as political 

commentary rather than asserting unsupported allegations. 

Andy Burnham and Britain's New Era of Borrowed Heroism 

Britain has entered a peculiar political age. Increasingly, politicians are 

not judged on what they intend to do next, but on what they can 

symbolically represent. Reputation has become a currency in itself, and 

public figures are often elevated because they embody a narrative rather 

than because they offer a compelling programme for the future. 



Take Andy Burnham. 

To many supporters, Burnham has become the face of modern 

metropolitan leadership. As Mayor of Greater Manchester, he has 

cultivated an image of independence from Westminster, speaking for a 

city that increasingly sees itself not merely as England's second city, but 

as the country's cultural engine room. 

Whether Manchester has genuinely become Britain's cultural capital is 

open to debate. Yet there is little doubt that it exerts an outsized 

influence on music, fashion, media and politics. As London's cultural 

dominance has become more contested, Manchester has successfully 

marketed itself as the confident alternative. 

The question is not whether Burnham deserves his reputation. It is 

whether Britain's political culture has become too dependent on 

symbolic authority. 



Burnham's role in supporting the long campaign for justice following 

the Hillsborough disaster undoubtedly contributed to his public 

standing. For many, it demonstrated persistence and empathy. But in 

politics there is always a temptation to allow one defining chapter to 

become a permanent source of moral authority. 

That broader tendency deserves scrutiny. 

Across the political spectrum, movements increasingly seek legitimacy 

by associating themselves with causes carrying immense emotional 

weight. Rather than persuading voters through detailed arguments, they 

borrow credibility from historic injustices, tragedies or moral 

campaigns. 

This phenomenon is hardly confined to one party. 

On the left, critics argue that some activists have built political identities 

around international causes, particularly Palestine, sometimes allowing 

symbolic politics to eclipse practical domestic concerns. Supporters 



would strongly dispute that characterisation, arguing their activism 

reflects genuine humanitarian principles. Either way, the debate 

illustrates how modern politics often revolves around moral signalling as 

much as policy. 

The same dynamic can emerge elsewhere. Politicians whose reputations 

were forged during one defining public moment may find that reputation 

becomes a substitute for continual political renewal. 

Meanwhile, Britain's culture continues to evolve. 

The hyper-progressive aesthetics that dominated much of the 2010s and 

early 2020s no longer appear quite so dominant. Online culture has 

shifted. Trends celebrating domesticity, family life and understated 

living—the so-called "trad wife" aesthetic among them—have gained 

visibility, even if they remain niche. Whether this represents a lasting 

ideological change or merely another internet cycle remains uncertain. 

Political branding inevitably adapts. 



Successful politicians often become vessels onto which changing cultural 

moods are projected. They need not perfectly embody those values 

themselves; they simply need to appear sufficiently reassuring for the 

moment. 

This raises a broader question about Britain's governing class. Are voters 

choosing leaders because of what they plan to achieve, or because they 

have become familiar symbols around which influential institutions can 

build a story? 

None of this is unique to Andy Burnham. Modern politics increasingly 

rewards narrative over substance. A compelling biography can outweigh 

a detailed manifesto. Emotional resonance often defeats technocratic 

competence. 

That may explain why debates feel increasingly detached from everyday 

concerns. Housing, productivity, public services and economic growth 

rarely generate the same excitement as emotionally charged symbolism. 

Yet those are the issues that ultimately determine living standards. 



Perhaps Britain's newest political era is one in which reputation itself 

has become the product being sold. Campaigns revolve around 

authenticity, identity and moral authority, while practical governance 

becomes secondary. 

Whether Burnham represents that trend or merely happens to benefit 

from it is ultimately for voters to decide. 

But if British politics has become a competition over inherited prestige 

rather than future performance, then the country faces a challenge that 

extends far beyond any individual politician. The real contest is no 

longer simply between left and right. It is between politics built on fresh 

ideas and politics built on recycled narratives. 

That debate is one worth having. It should be conducted vigorously—but 

also fairly, with arguments grounded in evidence rather than 

assumption. 
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Hollywood 
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There was a time when studios worried about actors being difficult. 

Then there was a time when they worried about actors opening movies. 

Now they seem mostly concerned with actors not actively setting fire to 

billion-dollar intellectual property. 

Which brings us to a fascinating modern Hollywood debate: who has 

done more damage to major franchises, Jared Leto or Ezra Miller? 

At first glance, the answer seems obvious. Ezra Miller's spectacular 

implosion arrived just as Warner Bros. had effectively pushed all of its 

chips into The Flash. For years, the character was positioned as a 

cornerstone of DC's cinematic future. Entire storylines, timelines, and 

continuity plans appeared to revolve around Miller's version of Barry 

Allen. Then a series of controversies transformed what should have been 
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a triumphant launch into one of the most uncomfortable blockbuster 

rollouts in recent memory. 

Yet there is a case—perhaps a stronger one than many would 

admit—that Jared Leto deserves consideration as Hollywood's most 

persistent franchise jinx. 

Not because he implodes franchises in a single catastrophic event. 

Because he seems to wear them down over time. 

The difference is almost geological. Ezra Miller was a meteor strike. 

Jared Leto is erosion. 

Miller's impact was concentrated. Warner Bros. built a major tentpole 

around a performer who ultimately became a public-relations nightmare. 

The consequences were immediate, visible, and expensive. The Flash was 

intended to be an event film capable of resetting and revitalizing DC's 

cinematic universe. Instead, it became an object lesson in what happens 



when a studio's long-term plans become attached to a single unstable 

variable. 

But Miller's influence is, in a sense, limited by its specificity. The 

damage belongs largely to one franchise and one studio strategy. 

Leto, by contrast, appears to drift from intellectual property to 

intellectual property like a highly paid harbinger of disappointment. 

The evidence is admittedly circumstantial, but circumstantial evidence is 

the fuel on which half of internet film criticism runs. 

Consider Suicide Squad. The film's version of the Joker arrived 

accompanied by an almost mythological level of hype. Stories circulated 

about method acting. Stories circulated about stories circulating about 

method acting. The performance was marketed as a transformative 

reinvention of one of popular culture's greatest villains. 

The reaction was less transformative than bewildered. 



Rather than becoming the defining Joker of a generation, Leto's 

interpretation quickly became a punchline. Within a few years Warner 

Bros. had effectively moved on, embracing entirely different versions of 

the character. 

Then came Morbius, a film that somehow transcended ordinary 

box-office disappointment and entered a rarer category: cultural parody. 

The movie became famous not for its success but for the internet's 

collective decision to pretend it was successful. The resulting memes 

generated more enthusiasm than the actual film. 

Most movies fail. 

Few become jokes. 

Fewer still become jokes so persuasive that a studio appears to mistake 

irony for genuine audience demand. 

And then there is the broader pattern. 



Leto appears repeatedly in projects that aspire to franchise significance. 

Sometimes they are comic-book adaptations. Sometimes they are 

science-fiction sequels. Sometimes they are attempts to launch new 

cinematic universes. Somehow, the conversation afterward often 

becomes less about the property itself and more about what went wrong. 

It is not entirely fair, of course. No actor single-handedly sinks a major 

franchise. Studios spend hundreds of millions of dollars making these 

films. Writers, directors, executives, marketing departments, and 

audiences all contribute to the final outcome. 

Yet fair or not, certain performers acquire reputations. 

Leto's reputation increasingly resembles that of a cinematic storm cloud. 

One way to think about it is through an alternate-universe television 

analogy. 



Imagine a world in which Henry Winkler's Fonzie never jumped the 

shark. 

Instead, just before that infamous moment, Winkler leaves Happy Days. 

Producers panic. A replacement must be found. Through some bizarre 

disturbance in the space-time continuum, Jared Leto arrives. 

The shark remains. 

The water skis remain. 

But now the entire sequence is delivered with intense method-acting 

commitment and accompanied by a six-month publicity campaign about 

artistic transformation. 

The shark is still jumped. 

Arguably harder. 



That fictional scenario captures something peculiar about Leto's career. 

He often arrives not as a supporting player but as an event. Audiences 

are encouraged to anticipate reinvention, immersion, and bold artistic 

risk. 

The results frequently feel less impressive than the marketing. 

The expectation gap becomes part of the story. 

Meanwhile, Miller represents a different category of franchise problem 

altogether. 

Hollywood can survive a disappointing performance. 

Hollywood can survive a box-office bomb. 

What studios struggle to survive is uncertainty. 

Miller's situation introduced uncertainty at the exact moment Warner 

Bros. needed stability. Every discussion of The Flash became entangled 



with questions unrelated to the movie itself. Promotional campaigns 

turned awkward. Future plans became difficult to discuss. The actor and 

the character became inseparable in ways that benefited neither. 

In practical terms, Miller probably inflicted more immediate damage on 

a single corporate strategy than Leto ever has. 

But that raises the central question. 

Is one spectacular disaster worse than a long sequence of 

disappointments? 

A franchise can recover from catastrophe. Hollywood history is filled 

with reboots, relaunches, and second chances. Failure is often temporary. 

Persistent disappointment is harder to diagnose. 

If Miller is a franchise killer through combustion, Leto may be one 

through accumulation. 



One leaves a crater. 

The other leaves a trail. 

Ultimately, the answer depends on how damage is measured. 

If the metric is the destruction of a studio's short-term plans, Ezra Miller 

presents a compelling case. Few actors have found themselves so central 

to a franchise's future while simultaneously becoming such a liability to 

its present. 

If the metric is sheer consistency—an uncanny ability to appear adjacent 

to ambitious projects that subsequently become cautionary tales—Jared 

Leto remains difficult to beat. 

Perhaps the fairest conclusion is that they represent two entirely 

different species of franchise danger. 

Ezra Miller is the rare black-swan event. 



Jared Leto is weather. 

One arrives suddenly and changes everything. 

The other just keeps showing up. 

And somewhere in Hollywood, a nervous executive is staring at a casting 

sheet, checking the forecast. 

@Tp_l8dr 

The Bone Throne of Jared Leto 
@Tp_l8dr 

Jun 06, 2026 

 
There are actors you root for. There are actors you tolerate. And then 

there are actors who spend decades wandering through Hollywood 

daring you to figure out exactly what they're doing. 

For me, Jared Leto has always belonged firmly in that third category. 

This is not because I have any particular grievance against him. In fact, 

my relationship with Jared Leto has mostly consisted of watching him 
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appear in films and wondering how we all collectively arrived at this 

moment. He was in My So-Called Life, a show that many people of my 

generation seem to regard with the sort of reverence usually reserved for 

lost religious texts. I never watched it. I was watching other things. By 

the time I became aware of Jared Leto, he seemed to be bouncing around 

Hollywood occupying a strange ecological niche. 

He would show up in a thriller like Domestic Disturbance. Or maybe it was 

Teaching Mrs. Tingle. At a certain point those memories blur together into 

a single image of Jared Leto lurking somewhere on the edge of a poster 

while more important people stood in the foreground. He was frequently 

the guy who got punched, manipulated, betrayed, arrested, or otherwise 

informed by the screenplay that he was not the main attraction. 

Then something happened. 

Hollywood broke. 

Or perhaps Jared Leto broke Hollywood. 



Either way, he entered a new phase of his career in which he became less 

of an actor and more of an event. Every role arrived wrapped in stories of 

transformation, commitment, suffering, method, intensity, and alarming 

anecdotes involving gifts sent to co-stars. He ceased playing characters 

and instead became the Worst Person In Every Room. Not necessarily 

the villain. Just the person whose arrival caused everyone else to glance 

nervously toward the exits. 

This eventually led us to the casting announcement that inspired what I 

can only describe as profound spiritual exhaustion: 

Jared Leto would play Skeletor in Masters of the Universe. 

Now, if you know the history of Skeletor on film, this is not a role that 

exists in a vacuum. Frank Langella's performance in the 1987 film 

remains one of the great examples of an actor deciding that if he is going 

to portray a blue-faced skeleton wizard from another dimension, he will 

do so with the seriousness of Laurence Olivier performing Shakespeare 

for the crown. 



Langella didn't merely play Skeletor. 

He played Skeletor as if Skeletor mattered. 

Which, somehow, made Skeletor matter. 

So the prospect of watching Jared Leto stumble through a bloated 

modern blockbuster while trying to improve upon one of the greatest 

pieces of scenery-chewing ever recorded was not particularly appealing. 

It sounded like the sort of thing that would generate three months of 

discourse, two weeks of memes, and one genuinely embarrassing 

acceptance speech somewhere down the line. 

And then I watched the film. 

Within minutes, I realized something astonishing. 

This wasn't merely a good performance. 

It was the perfect performance. 



More importantly, it was the perfect role for Jared Leto. 

For perhaps the first time in his entire career, every one of his peculiar 

qualities aligned with the character. The intensity made sense. The 

theatricality made sense. The tendency to behave as though ordinary 

human interactions are beneath him made sense. Skeletor isn't a person. 

Skeletor is an ego with a skull attached. 

The performance exists in a glorious realm beyond realism. 

Leto doesn't attempt to humanize Skeletor. He doesn't search for hidden 

vulnerability. He doesn't explain the trauma. He doesn't ask us to 

sympathize. 

Instead, he arrives on screen with the confidence of a man who believes 

the universe itself is lucky to witness him. 

Which is exactly how Skeletor should think. 



Every line is delivered as though it has been carved into stone tablets by 

forgotten gods. Every threat feels like a declaration of war against reality 

itself. Every gesture suggests someone who has spent centuries 

practicing dramatic entrances and considers subtlety an act of 

cowardice. 

And somehow, against all odds, it works. 

There is a moment early in the film that crystallized the entire 

experience for me. Skeletor ascends the infamous throne constructed 

from bone and darkness, surveys his kingdom, and unleashes one of the 

film's many gloriously absurd proclamations. 

At that point I understood what the filmmakers had achieved. 

Watching Jared Leto in Masters of the Universe is essentially the cinematic 

equivalent of Jared Leto appearing at the very beginning of the movie, 

pointing directly at the audience, and announcing: 



"Get ready. You're about to enter the Bone Throne." 

And you know what? 

We are. 

For two hours we enter the Bone Throne. 

We live in the Bone Throne. 

We become citizens of the Bone Throne. 

The phrase itself sounds like a joke someone would invent to mock a 

fantasy franchise. Yet by the end of the film it feels oddly majestic. A 

place of terrible power. A monument to ego. A destination both 

ridiculous and sublime. 

Which is also a reasonable description of Jared Leto's career. 



The true miracle of the performance is that it transforms Skeletor from a 

nostalgic cartoon villain into a fully operational force of nature. He is 

funny without becoming a parody. Threatening without becoming grim. 

Larger than life without collapsing into self-indulgence. 

For perhaps the first time, Jared Leto found a role that didn't need to be 

restrained. 

It needed to be unleashed. 

Will the Academy recognize this achievement? 

Almost certainly not. 

The Oscars have many strengths, but courage has rarely been among 

them. Rewarding Jared Leto for playing an interdimensional skeleton 

despot seated atop a mountain of bones would require a level of artistic 

bravery that the institution has historically avoided. 

But they should. 



And if they won't, then the least they can do is give us more. 

A sequel. 

A trilogy. 

A six-season streaming prequel. 

An origin story explaining how the Bone Throne was constructed. 

A prestige drama detailing zoning disputes in Snake Mountain. 

I don't care. 

Give me a thousand episodes. 

Give me ten thousand. 



Let Jared Leto spend the remainder of his natural life ruling Eternia from 

a chair made of skulls while delivering increasingly elaborate 

monologues about destiny. 

For decades I never quite understood Jared Leto. 

Now I do. 

He wasn't searching for the perfect role. 

The perfect role was searching for him. 

And at long last, he found it. 

On the Bone Throne. 

One note: as of today, Jared Leto has not actually appeared as Skeletor in 

a released Masters of the Universe film, so the piece works best as a 

fictional or satirical review. 
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The Power Has Finally Arrived 
@Tp_l8dr 

Jun 04, 2026 

 

: 

There are moments in cinema when you realise you're witnessing 

history. Not film history. Not cultural history. Something bigger. Brand 

history. 

I experienced one of those moments this week as I sat in a packed 

multiplex, clutching a large commemorative soft drink and watching the 

new He-Man reboot starring Jared Leto unfold before my eyes. 

By the time the credits rolled, I knew one thing with absolute certainty: 

this is the Masters of the Universe film we've been waiting almost forty 

years for. 

In fact, I'd go further. 
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It's the Masters of the Universe film we've been waiting for despite 

already having a Masters of the Universe film. 

Let's be honest. The 1987 version has long enjoyed the kind of nostalgic 

goodwill that often gets mistaken for actual quality. Yes, it has its 

defenders. Yes, some people enjoy its low-budget charm. Yes, Frank 

Langella appears to be having the time of his life. 

But charm is not enough anymore. 

Cinema has evolved. 

Audiences have evolved. 

Intellectual property has evolved. 

The new He-Man understands this. 

Where the original film seemed content to cobble together influences 

from whatever science fiction properties happened to be lying around, 



the new version confidently assembles influences from a much broader 

range of billion-dollar franchises. Every frame feels informed by decades 

of blockbuster storytelling, focus-group refinement and algorithmic 

precision. 

This isn't a film trying to be the "Star Wars of the 80s." 

This is a film trying to be the everything of the 2020s. 

And remarkably, it succeeds. 

At the centre of it all stands Jared Leto's He-Man, delivering a 

performance that can only be described as committed. Every line arrives 

with the weight of destiny. Every glance feels calibrated to generate 

discussion online. Every scene reminds you that this is not simply a 

character. 

This is an event. 



Gone is the simplistic physicality of earlier interpretations. Leto's 

He-Man is layered. Complex. Mysterious. Occasionally difficult to 

understand. The kind of hero who appears less interested in lifting giant 

objects than in carrying the emotional burden of an interconnected 

cinematic universe. 

It's a genuinely modern performance. 

The film's Eternia is similarly transformed. 

One of the most celebrated aspects of the 1987 film among its supporters 

is the way it abandons Eternia for long stretches and relocates the action 

to Earth. The new film wisely rejects such limitations. 

Why settle for a handful of practical sets when you can create an entire 

digital world? 

Every kingdom, every mountain, every glowing structure stretches 

infinitely into the distance. There are moments when you become so 



overwhelmed by the scale of the computer-generated environments that 

you almost forget to wonder whether any of them physically existed. 

That's ambition. 

That's filmmaking. 

That's progress. 

Even the villains have been reimagined for a new generation. 

The original Skeletor, for all of Frank Langella's undeniable enthusiasm, 

often felt content to simply enjoy being evil. The new incarnation brings 

a welcome degree of strategic franchise awareness. Every speech sounds 

less like the ranting of a tyrant and more like the opening presentation at 

an investor conference. 

You don't merely understand his plans. 

You understand his long-term content strategy. 



Likewise, supporting characters have been streamlined, refined and 

modernised. 

The strange little creatures, oddball sidekicks and delightfully bizarre 

background figures that once populated the franchise have largely given 

way to sleek, purposeful characters who understand the importance of 

maintaining tonal consistency. 

Some viewers may miss the weirdness. 

I certainly don't. 

Why risk memorable eccentricity when you can pursue broad appeal? 

The result is a film that rarely surprises but never stops reassuring. 

And in today's uncertain world, reassurance matters. 

What impressed me most was the film's commitment to seriousness. 



The 1987 version occasionally displayed a sense of humour about itself. It 

understood that giant muscles, magical swords and skull-faced villains 

occupied a fundamentally ridiculous corner of popular culture. 

The reboot has no such doubts. 

Every scene arrives convinced of its own significance. 

Every conversation feels important. 

Every revelation lands with the force of an executive memo. 

There were moments during the screening when I found myself 

wondering whether I was watching a fantasy adventure or witnessing the 

launch of a major infrastructure project. 

Either way, I was captivated. 

The action sequences deserve special mention. 



Older films often relied on practical stunt work, physical sets and 

performers occupying the same space. The new He-Man transcends 

these outdated limitations. Characters leap, spin, fly and collide with 

such relentless digital freedom that conventional physics quickly 

becomes irrelevant. 

It's liberating. 

By the third act I had completely surrendered to the experience, allowing 

wave after wave of visual spectacle to wash over me. 

Did every action beat carry emotional weight? 

Perhaps not. 

Did every explosion advance the narrative? 

Not necessarily. 

But was I entertained? 



The answer is a resounding yes. 

What ultimately elevates the new He-Man above its predecessor is 

confidence. 

The 1987 film often felt like a production struggling against constraints. 

Budget limitations shaped its choices. Practical realities dictated its 

scope. 

The reboot faces no such obstacles. 

Every decision communicates certainty. 

Every frame insists upon importance. 

Every scene seems to whisper: "Trust us. This is premium content." 

And who am I to argue? 



Walking out of the cinema, I found myself reflecting on how much has 

changed since the original film arrived nearly four decades ago. 

Back then, audiences were expected to accept rough edges, strange 

creative decisions and idiosyncratic performances. 

Today, we demand polish. 

We demand scale. 

We demand synergy. 

Most importantly, we demand confidence that the intellectual property 

we loved yesterday will continue generating value tomorrow. 

The new He-Man delivers all of that and more. 

It doesn't merely revisit Masters of the Universe. 

It optimises it. 



This is a film that understands modern blockbuster entertainment at a 

molecular level. It knows exactly what audiences are supposed to feel 

and precisely when they're supposed to feel it. 

For some, that may sound cynical. 

For me, it sounds like mastery. 

The power of Grayskull has never looked bigger, louder or more 

expensive. 

And after witnessing Jared Leto's triumphant arrival as He-Man, it's 

difficult to imagine ever going back. 

The old Masters of the Universe was a fascinating relic. 

The new He-Man is a product of its time. 

In 2026, that's the highest compliment I can give. 



@Tp_l8dr 

Fragmented Briefing Document 
On the Emergence of “Sonambulance Chasers 
@Tp_l8dr 

Jun 03, 2026 

 
There has, in recent cycles, been a marked increase in reports 

originating from the fringes. The consistency of these accounts is 

difficult to ignore, though their substance resists conventional 

verification. Individuals—often unnamed, often transient—describe a 

growing pattern of incursions occurring not in shared physical 

environments, but elsewhere. 

The terminology remains unstable. “Astral projection” is the closest 

approximation offered, though those reporting the phenomenon rarely 

agree on its mechanics. What does appear consistent is the claim that 

certain actors have learned to traverse the liminal space between waking 

and dreaming, entering the interior landscapes of others without 

consent. 
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Within these accounts, the alleged activities are varied but follow 

recognizable patterns:​

– Interference within dream states described as assault or coercion​

– Induced scenarios resembling reckless operation of vehicles or 

machinery​

– Extraction or replication of conceptual material—ideas, designs, 

solutions—prior to their waking articulation 

Whether these experiences represent intrusion, fabrication, or some 

third category entirely remains unresolved. What is notable, however, is 

the shift in response. 

Parallel to the rise in these reports is the emergence of a new 

professional class operating at their edges. Informally referred to as 

sonambulance chasers, these figures occupy a space adjacent to traditional 

legal advocacy but are not easily contained within it. 

They do not wait for consensus on what is “real.”​

They do not require proof in the conventional sense. 



Instead, they amplify. 

Sonambulance chasers seek out those who believe themselves 

affected—those who describe violations that cannot be located, 

measured, or reproduced. They frame these experiences not as 

anomalies, but as grievances. Actionable grievances. 

Their methods are adaptive. Where precedent does not exist, they imply 

its inevitability. Where language fails, they invent terminology. Where 

doubt persists, they redirect attention toward harm rather than 

mechanism. 

In doing so, they have begun to construct the scaffolding for a new kind 

of litigation—one that does not depend on shared reality so much as 

shared assertion. 

Critics (where they can be found) suggest that this activity is less about 

resolution and more about ignition. That by validating and systematizing 



these claims, sonambulance chasers may be accelerating their spread. 

Not resolving conflict, but proliferating it. 

Supporters—or perhaps participants—argue the opposite: that harm 

unrecognized is still harm, and that dismissal has merely driven these 

accounts further outward, deeper into the fringes from which they now 

return, multiplied. 

There is, at present, no governing framework for these disputes. No 

agreed-upon boundary between internal experience and external 

violation. No mechanism for adjudicating events that may not have 

occurred in any shared sense. 

And yet the filings increase.​

The language sharpens.​

The claimants multiply. 



The sonambulance chasers continue their work—locating, naming, and 

encouraging articulation of grievances that, until recently, dissolved 

upon waking. 

Whether they are responding to something emergent or manufacturing 

its conditions remains unclear. 

What is clear is this: the distance between dream and allegation is 

narrowing. And there are now those who make their living in that 

narrowing space. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Semiotics and Timothée Chalamet 
@Tp_l8dr 

Jun 03, 2026 

 
: 

The history of America is the history of signs. Not only the monumental 

signs of statehood—flags, founding documents, declarations—but the 

smaller, more kinetic signs embedded in everyday life: gestures of falling 
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and rising, losing and returning. If semiotics is the study of how meaning 

is made, then one of the most persistent sign systems in American 

culture is the language of the bottom—the fall, the wipeout, the 

loss—and its almost immediate inversion into ascent. To “eat the big 

one,” to “wipe out,” to “crash and burn”: these are not terminal signs in 

the American imagination but transitional ones, markers that point not 

to an end but to a return. 

In classical semiotics, as articulated by Ferdinand de Saussure, a sign 

consists of a signifier and a signified. In American culture, the signifier 

of the fall—the missed opportunity, the public loss, the stumble in full 

view—rarely signifies defeat in any permanent sense. Instead, it signifies 

the precondition for reinvention. The bottom is not a grave but a 

springboard. It is a sign that acquires meaning only in retrospect, once 

the subject has risen again. 

A contemporary cultural figure like Timothée Chalamet offers a 

particularly vivid case study in this semiotic structure. Chalamet, who 

has come to embody a certain transatlantic sensibility—French-inflected 



refinement meeting American celebrity machinery—found himself, at a 

certain moment, aligned with one of the most recognizable sign systems 

in modern culture: the awards campaign. To pursue an Oscar is to enter 

a highly codified symbolic arena, where performances are not merely 

evaluated but narrativized. The effort itself becomes a signifier: 

dedication, seriousness, artistic legitimacy. 

When that effort does not culminate in the expected signified—when the 

award is not won—the moment risks being read as a fall. In another 

semiotic system, this might crystallize into a fixed meaning: loss, 

insufficiency, a ceiling reached. But within the American cultural 

grammar, the meaning remains open, suspended. The “loss” becomes a 

different kind of sign, one that points forward rather than backward. 

Here, the interpretive pivot is crucial. The introduction—gentle, 

humorous, disarming—to a figure like Adam Sandler can itself be read as 

a semiotic shift. Sandler, long associated with a different register of 

performance—comic, self-aware, resilient in its own way—represents an 

alternative sign system within American culture. To be folded, even 



lightly, into that orbit is to encounter a different relationship to failure: 

one that absorbs it, plays with it, and moves on. 

Likewise, the image—circulating in fragments, anecdotes, and 

speculation—of Chalamet in conversation or companionship with Jacob 

Elordi becomes less about factual precision and more about symbolic 

function. It reads as a sign of recalibration, of repositioning within a 

network of peers and possibilities. The details—dinners, conversations, 

the ambient rituals of cultural life—matter less than what they signify: a 

pause that is not inertia but preparation. 

Even the aesthetic signals—the rumored turn toward leather jackets, the 

suggestion of a more hardened or stylized exterior—operate within this 

semiotic field. Whether literal or exaggerated, they function as signifiers 

of transition. Clothing, in celebrity culture, is never just clothing; it is a 

language. A leather jacket can signify edge, reinvention, a flirtation with 

a different persona. It is, in effect, a wearable sign of the in-between 

moment: no longer what one was, not yet what one will become. 



All of these signs converge on a familiar American structure: the 

moment after the fall, before the return. The surfer has wiped out. The 

wave has broken over them. For a brief instant, they are 

submerged—disoriented, invisible. But within the cultural logic, this 

moment is already charged with its sequel. The question is not whether 

they will return to the board, but how. 

This logic is deeply embedded in the intellectual and historical fabric of 

the United States. The American founding drew not only from lived 

rebellion but from European thought—particularly the Enlightenment. 

Figures such as Alexis de Tocqueville would later interpret and codify 

the “spirit of the age” in works like Democracy in America, identifying a 

national character oriented toward mobility, reinvention, and the 

constant rearticulation of social meaning. While Tocqueville did not 

found the system, he named its tendencies: a culture in which individuals 

are perpetually in motion, socially and symbolically, never fixed in place. 

In this sense, the moment after “eating the big one” becomes not a 

deviation from the script but its fulfillment. To wipe out is to participate 



in the system. The meaning of the fall is not contained within itself; it is 

deferred, waiting to be completed by the act of return. To get back on the 

surfboard—to “hang ten,” or five, or simply to stand again—is to resolve 

the sign, to attach a new signified to the same signifier. 

It is here that another figure of American reinvention becomes 

instructive: Bob Dylan. Dylan’s career is a masterclass in semiotic 

transformation. At multiple points, he has shed one identity for 

another—folk prophet, electric provocateur, born-again Christian artist, 

elder statesman—each time re-signifying his own image and sound. 

Crucially, these shifts often followed moments of perceived rupture or 

rejection. What might have been read as a fall instead became a pivot. 

Dylan did not simply recover; he redefined the terms of the ascent. 

For Chalamet, the lesson is not to imitate Dylan’s specific 

transformations but to internalize the underlying semiotic principle: that 

identity in American culture is not fixed but iterable. The bottom is not 

an identity; it is a position within a sequence. To remain there would be 

to misread the sign. 



Popular culture thrives on this structure because it is endlessly 

repeatable. Each new figure, each new narrative, reactivates the same 

underlying code. The specifics change—the film, the award, the 

companions, the wardrobe—but the grammar remains. Fall, pause, 

recalibrate, return. The bottom is never just the bottom; it is a hinge. 

At the same time, the semiotic openness of this system allows for 

variation. The return need not replicate the original trajectory. It can 

diverge, mutate, surprise. In this way, the American sign system 

preserves both stability and flexibility: a consistent structure with 

infinite possible outcomes. 

To read this moment in Chalamet’s career through a semiotic lens, then, 

is not to fix its meaning but to recognize its position within a larger 

pattern. The signs are there: the visible effort, the public non-victory, the 

recalibration through new associations and aesthetics. What remains 

unwritten—or rather, what remains to be signified—is the return. 



And that is precisely the point. In the American semiotic imagination, 

the story is never concluded at the bottom. The bottom is where the 

story gathers energy, where it prepares its next move. It is a space of 

potential disguised as setback. 

The history of America is the history of signs, and among its most 

enduring signs is this one: the fall that points upward. Whether on a 

literal surfboard or within the shifting currents of cultural life, the 

instruction is the same. You wipe out, you resurface, you paddle back 

out. The wave is still coming. And if one were to take a final cue—from 

Dylan’s restless reinventions to the democratic flux observed by 

Tocqueville—it would be this: the meaning of the fall is never given. It is 

made, again and again, in the act of rising. 

@Tp_l8dr 

In Defense of Effie Trinket 
@Tp_l8dr 

Jun 01, 2026 

 
I’ve always had an unexpected kinship with Elizabeth Banks’ portrayal of 

Effie Trinket in The Hunger Games. At first glance, Effie is easy to 
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dismiss—ornate, rigid, almost absurd in her devotion to manners and 

spectacle. But that surface-level reading misses something essential, not 

just about Effie, but about Banks herself as a performer. Because if you 

look at her broader body of work, especially the sharper-edged roles she’s 

taken on, you start to see a pattern: she excels at embodying women who 

are tightly wound, socially performative, and just a little bit 

dangerous—not in a literal sense, but emotionally, psychologically, 

unpredictably so. 

Before Effie Trinket ever stepped onto the screen in pastel wigs and 

Capitol couture, Banks had already built a reputation for playing 

characters who could easily be labeled as “too much.” In films like Zack 

and Miri Make a Porno, she walks a fine line between vulnerability and 

volatility, delivering a character who feels one emotional beat away from 

unraveling. In The 40-Year-Old Virgin, her brief but memorable role as 

Beth is almost a caricature of romantic instability—clingy, intense, and 

disarmingly honest in a way that makes the audience laugh but also 

recoil. 



Then there’s her turn in Role Models, where she plays a corporate 

authority figure whose cheerful exterior masks a rigid, almost 

authoritarian streak. It’s not outright villainy, but it’s control 

masquerading as kindness—a theme that shows up again and again in 

her performances. Even in Pitch Perfect, where she plays Gail, one half 

of the absurdly inappropriate commentary duo, Banks leans into a kind 

of gleeful social deviance. Gail isn’t “unhinged” in the traditional sense, 

but she operates without filters, without boundaries, and with a 

confidence that borders on chaos. 

What’s striking about these roles is that they all flirt with the same 

underlying energy: women who don’t quite fit comfortably within 

expected emotional norms. They’re heightened, exaggerated, sometimes 

abrasive. It would be easy—and frankly lazy—to reduce them to 

stereotypes of instability. But Banks doesn’t play them that way. There’s 

always intention behind the intensity, always a sense that these 

characters are responding to a world that doesn’t quite know what to do 

with them. 



That’s why Effie Trinket feels like such a natural evolution rather than a 

departure. 

Because Effie, too, is performing. She is perhaps Banks’ most visually 

exaggerated role, but paradoxically, she’s also one of her most 

emotionally grounded. Everything about Effie—the diction, the posture, 

the relentless optimism—is constructed. But unlike some of Banks’ 

earlier characters, where the performance feels like it might crack at any 

moment, Effie’s persona is initially impenetrable. She believes in the 

system. She believes in the rules. And most importantly, she believes that 

if she follows them perfectly, everything will make sense. 

That’s where the real complexity lies. 

Effie isn’t oblivious; she’s insulated. The Capitol has given her a script, 

and she clings to it because the alternative is too destabilizing to 

confront. In that sense, she shares DNA with many of Banks’ previous 

roles—the need for control, the reliance on social frameworks, the subtle 

tension between appearance and reality. But in The Hunger Games: 



Catching Fire and beyond, something shifts. The performance doesn’t 

disappear; it evolves. 

And that evolution is what makes Effie worthy of defense. 

Because unlike the more static, comedic extremes of Banks’ earlier 

characters, Effie grows. She begins to see the cracks in the system she 

once upheld so fiercely. She doesn’t become a revolutionary overnight, 

nor does she abandon her identity. Instead, she adjusts. Her empathy 

expands. Her understanding deepens. And crucially, she retains the very 

qualities that once made her seem superficial—her attention to detail, 

her belief in decorum—but repurposes them into something more 

humane. 

It’s a quieter transformation than the arc of someone like Katniss, but in 

many ways, it’s more relatable. 

Not everyone is built to rebel from the start. Some people need structure 

before they can question it. Some people need to believe in the rules 



before they can see their flaws. Effie represents that journey—the slow, 

often uncomfortable process of realizing that the systems you trusted are 

imperfect, and deciding what to do with that knowledge. 

And when you look back at Elizabeth Banks’ career through that lens, 

her casting feels almost inevitable. She has spent years exploring 

characters who exist on the edge of social acceptability, who use 

performance as both shield and weapon. Effie Trinket takes that 

foundation and adds something new: grace under transformation. 

So, in defense of Effie Trinket: she is not shallow, not frivolous, not 

merely comic relief. She is a study in adaptation, in the tension between 

identity and awareness. She is someone who starts out polished to a fault 

and ends up human in a way that feels earned. 

If I were to translate that into something like a horoscope reading, it 

would read like this: 



You are someone who begins with structure. You find comfort in rules, 

in presentation, in knowing how things are “supposed” to be. You may 

even be drawn to aesthetics or systems that give the illusion of control. 

Others might misread this as superficiality, but it’s anything but—it’s 

your way of navigating uncertainty. 

Over time, however, your defining trait becomes your ability to evolve. 

You are not fixed. You observe, you absorb, and when something no 

longer aligns with your internal sense of truth, you adjust. Not 

dramatically, not destructively—but deliberately. 

Astrologically, this energy feels closest to a Virgo-Libra cusp: the 

precision and order of Virgo blended with Libra’s awareness of social 

dynamics and fairness. It’s the combination of someone who understands 

the rules and eventually learns when to bend them. 

Your challenge is not to abandon structure, but to ensure it serves you 

rather than confines you. Your strength is your capacity for 

refinement—not just of your surroundings, but of yourself. 



Like Effie, you don’t need to become someone else to grow. You just 

need to let what’s already there deepen into something real. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Inside Blumhouse’s “The Cinema” 
The Gimmick Horror Bet That Could Change How Audiences Behave — or Break Them 
@Tp_l8dr 

Jun 01, 2026 

 
There’s a particular kind of pitch that makes executives lean forward 

before the second sentence has finished. It’s not just high concept — it’s 

behavioral. It doesn’t just sell a movie; it sells an experience, a dare, 

maybe even a threat. And according to multiple industry sources, that’s 

exactly what Blumhouse Productions thinks it has with The Cinema, a 

nascent horror franchise quietly gaining heat inside the company’s 

development corridors. 

On paper, The Cinema reads like a gleefully nasty provocation. Set in a 

slightly decaying multiplex, the story follows a cadre of beleaguered 

projectionists, ushers and managers who have reached their breaking 

point after years of phone-glow disruptions, TikTok chatter, and what 
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one insider calls “the slow death of theatrical etiquette.” On Halloween 

night, they snap. Doors are bolted. The exits are sealed. The audience — 

loud, distracted, entitled — becomes prey. 

It’s a premise that lands somewhere between grindhouse revenge fantasy 

and social satire, with a wink toward the studio’s own history of turning 

modest concepts into cultural conversation starters. Blumhouse has, 

after all, built a business model on that exact alchemy, from Halloween 

revivals to curveball hits like Abigail. But what has insiders particularly 

animated is not just the story — it’s the delivery mechanism. 

Because The Cinema is not intended to be watched passively. 

The Gimmick That Isn’t (Or Is) 

According to those familiar with early development conversations, 

Blumhouse is experimenting with integrating adaptive sound design 

using advanced Dolby Atmos and emerging “reactive audio” systems — 

tech that can subtly modulate sound placement, intensity, and even 

perceived direction based on ambient noise levels in the auditorium. 



The ambition, one executive explains, is to create a feedback loop 

between the film and its audience. “If a screening is quiet, attentive, 

almost reverent, the film plays one way — more controlled, more 

psychological,” the source says. “If it’s chaotic — people talking, 

laughing, on their phones — the mix shifts. Sounds creep closer, jump 

scares intensify, the environment feels more hostile. It’s like the movie is 

punishing you.” 

It’s not quite the literal surveillance-based responsiveness some 

breathless early rumors have suggested — there are no cameras tracking 

individual viewers or AI profiling your popcorn crunches — but the 

intent is clear: to weaponize collective behavior. 

And that’s where the comparison to the viral creepypasta aesthetic of 

Backrooms-style horror comes in. That genre thrives on disorientation, 

liminal dread, and the sense that the environment itself is watching, 

reacting, closing in. Blumhouse’s twist is to transpose that unease into a 

shared physical space — the theater itself — blurring the boundary 

between fiction and audience. 



One producer loosely involved with the project describes it as “a haunted 

house you accidentally build yourself.” 

A Meta-Horror Moment 

Timing, as ever, is part of the equation. The theatrical experience is in a 

fragile, transitional phase — still recovering from pandemic-era 

disruptions, reshaped by streaming habits, and increasingly defined by 

extremes: hyper-engaged fandom on one end, distracted casual viewing 

on the other. 

“The Cinema” taps directly into that tension. It’s not subtle about its 

thesis: the audience has changed, and not necessarily for the better. 

That bluntness is by design. Blumhouse has long excelled at taking 

cultural irritations — surveillance anxiety in The Purge, social paranoia 

in Get Out (which Blumhouse produced alongside other partners) — and 

refracting them through genre. Here, the irritation is almost comically 

mundane: people checking their phones mid-movie. 



But the escalation is where it becomes something else entirely. Early 

script drafts reportedly lean hard into the catharsis of punishment, with 

sequences staged as grotesque inversions of familiar cinema annoyances: 

a character who won’t stop narrating the film gets silenced in a 

particularly ironic way; a group of teens filming TikToks find themselves 

trapped in a literal loop of recorded screams. 

“It’s very aware of itself,” says one reader who’s seen a draft. “It knows 

it’s indulging a fantasy a lot of moviegoers have had at some point — 

‘what if everyone who ruined this screening got what was coming to 

them?’ But it’s also poking at that impulse. It’s not entirely on the 

audience’s side.” 

The Tech Gamble 

Of course, the real question is whether the technology can deliver on the 

promise without collapsing into gimmickry. Hollywood has a long, 

uneven history with experiential add-ons — from Smell-O-Vision to 4DX 

— most of which generate curiosity before settling into novelty status. 



Blumhouse’s approach appears more subtle, at least in theory. Rather 

than bolting on physical effects like seat movement or environmental 

blasts, the emphasis is on manipulating perception through sound — 

something audiences are less consciously attuned to, but deeply 

responsive to. 

Sound designers familiar with Atmos systems note that dynamic mixing 

based on ambient conditions is technically feasible, though complex. 

“You’re essentially building multiple versions of the same soundscape 

and allowing them to blend in real time,” one mixer explains. “The 

challenge is making those transitions feel intentional rather than 

chaotic.” 

There’s also the question of consistency. If one screening plays 

significantly differently from another, does that enhance the mystique — 

or frustrate audiences expecting a definitive experience? 

Blumhouse, insiders say, sees variability as a feature, not a bug. “They 

want people comparing notes,” says one executive. “They want that 



word-of-mouth: ‘Our screening was insane, it felt like the movie was 

targeting us.’ That’s part of the marketing.” 

Franchise Ambitions 

Crucially, The Cinema is not being developed as a one-off. Sources 

indicate that Blumhouse is already mapping potential sequels and 

spin-offs, each exploring different exhibition spaces and audience 

dynamics — from arthouse theaters to outdoor screenings to even 

immersive festival environments. 

Think of it less as a single location story and more as a modular concept: 

environments where audiences gather to watch something… and become 

part of it. 

There’s even early chatter about cross-platform extensions — streaming 

versions that simulate the effect through personal devices, or interactive 

home experiences that play with volume levels and user input. Though 

those ideas remain speculative, they underline the broader ambition: to 



turn The Cinema into a brand that interrogates how we watch, not just 

what we watch. 

Risk vs. Reward 

For Blumhouse, the upside is obvious. A relatively contained production 

with a strong hook, built-in marketing angle, and the potential to 

generate viral conversation — the studio’s sweet spot. If it lands, The 

Cinema could tap into the same kind of audience curiosity that fueled 

their earlier breakout hits. 

But the risks are equally clear. Lean too hard into the “punishing the 

audience” angle, and the film could alienate the very people it needs to 

attract. Overpromise on interactivity, and disappointment could set in 

quickly. And in an era where theatrical attendance is already a 

negotiation, asking viewers to submit to an experience that might 

actively unsettle them in new ways is a bold — arguably precarious — 

move. 

Still, that boldness is precisely what has people paying attention. 



As one insider puts it: “Everyone’s been asking how you get people back 

into theaters. Blumhouse is asking a different question — what if you 

made the theater itself the reason they’re afraid to come back?” 

If nothing else, The Cinema suggests that the next evolution of horror 

may not just be about what’s on screen — but what’s sitting in the dark, 

right next to you. 

@Tp_l8dr 

I am confused (about pornography) 
Review of I Am Jennie by jennie Ketcham 
@Tp_l8dr 

Jun 01, 2026 

 
Finishing I Am Jennie by Penny Flame (also known as Jennie Ketcham) 

leaves you with a perspective on pornography that feels far more 

grounded—and far less abstract—than any general debate about its pros 

and cons. What might otherwise be a theoretical discussion about 

pornography’s role in daily life becomes, through her story, something 

deeply personal, complicated, and often uncomfortable. Reading her 

autobiography alongside reflecting on pornography’s broader effects 
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highlights just how wide the gap can be between consumption and 

reality. 

On the surface, many of the commonly discussed benefits of 

pornography still hold some truth. As a viewer, pornography can serve as 

a space for sexual exploration, offering exposure to different expressions 

of desire and identity. This aligns with one of the more neutral or even 

positive aspects often associated with it: the ability to learn, experiment 

mentally, and better understand one’s own preferences. Before reading I 

Am Jennie, it’s easy to think of this benefit as relatively harmless—just 

another form of media that broadens awareness. 

However, Ketcham’s account complicates that assumption. Her story 

reveals that what appears on screen as exploration or empowerment can, 

behind the scenes, involve pressure, coercion, or emotional detachment. 

This doesn’t negate the fact that some performers enter the industry 

willingly or find agency within it, but it does challenge the simplicity of 

the “porn as education” narrative. The viewer may gain insight, but that 

insight is often shaped by performances designed for consumption 



rather than authenticity. After reading her experiences, it becomes 

harder to separate what is learned from pornography from what is 

artificially constructed. 

The same tension appears when considering pornography as a tool for 

enhancing relationships. In theory, it can help couples communicate, 

introduce novelty, and create shared experiences. Many people report 

that, when used openly and consensually, it can bring partners closer 

together. This idea fits neatly into a modern, sex-positive framework. 

Yet I Am Jennie subtly undercuts this optimism. Ketcham describes the 

emotional toll of performing intimacy for the camera—how repetitive, 

performative, and disconnected it can become. That perspective raises 

an important question: if the content itself is often detached from 

genuine intimacy, what does it mean to bring that into a real 

relationship? While it may still function as a tool for some couples, her 

story suggests that it can also introduce unrealistic expectations about 

connection, performance, and even emotional availability. 



One area where the book particularly reinforces broader concerns is in 

the realm of unrealistic expectations. Pornography frequently presents 

exaggerated versions of bodies, behavior, and desire. This is well known, 

but Ketcham’s firsthand account gives it weight. She describes the 

industry’s emphasis on appearance, endurance, and performance in ways 

that are often physically and emotionally taxing. Reading this makes it 

much clearer how easily viewers can internalize distorted 

standards—standards that even performers themselves may struggle to 

meet. 

This ties directly into one of the most significant disadvantages of 

pornography in daily life: its potential to reshape perception. Regular 

exposure can subtly influence how people view themselves and others, 

often leading to dissatisfaction or comparison. After engaging with 

Ketcham’s story, this effect feels less like a vague psychological risk and 

more like an inevitable consequence of consuming something so heavily 

curated and commercialized. 



The issue of dependency or compulsive use also feels more tangible in 

this context. Pornography is designed to capture attention, and its 

accessibility makes it easy to incorporate into daily routines—sometimes 

to an unhealthy degree. While the original essay frames this as a 

behavioral risk, I Am Jennie adds another layer by showing how the 

industry itself is structured to meet constant demand. The sheer volume 

of content production, and the pressures behind it, reflect a cycle where 

consumption and creation feed into each other. This makes the idea of 

“moderation” more complex than it initially appears. 

Perhaps the most striking overlap between the essay’s themes and 

Ketcham’s narrative is in the area of ethics. Abstract discussions about 

exploitation, consent, and regulation become much more immediate 

when viewed through her lived experience. She speaks candidly about 

moments where boundaries blurred, where expectations shifted, and 

where the line between choice and obligation was not always clear. This 

doesn’t mean all pornography is unethical, but it does emphasize the 



importance of questioning where content comes from and under what 

conditions it is produced. 

At the same time, the book does not present a one-dimensional 

condemnation. Ketcham’s story includes moments of agency, success, 

and self-discovery. This nuance mirrors the balanced perspective of the 

original essay: pornography is not inherently good or bad, but deeply 

dependent on context, intention, and impact. Her eventual departure 

from the industry and reflection on her experiences suggest a process of 

reclaiming identity beyond the roles she performed, which adds a layer 

of introspection often missing from surface-level discussions. 

Another important connection lies in the emotional and psychological 

impact of pornography. Feelings of guilt, shame, or conflict are often 

mentioned in general terms, but I Am Jennie illustrates how these 

emotions can exist on both sides of the screen. For viewers, such feelings 

may stem from personal values or overuse. For performers, they may 

arise from the disconnect between public persona and private self. This 

dual perspective reinforces the idea that pornography is not just a 



product—it’s part of a larger emotional ecosystem affecting everyone 

involved. 

In the end, reading I Am Jennie after considering the everyday role of 

pornography creates a more layered understanding of the issue. The 

benefits—exploration, stress relief, and potential relationship 

enhancement—remain valid in certain contexts. However, the 

disadvantages become harder to overlook. Unrealistic expectations, 

ethical concerns, emotional consequences, and the risk of dependency all 

feel more immediate and more real when grounded in someone’s lived 

experience. 

What changes most is not necessarily the conclusions, but the weight 

behind them. Pornography stops being just a habit or a debate topic and 

becomes something with visible human consequences. Ketcham’s story 

doesn’t demand a specific stance, but it does make neutrality more 

difficult. It encourages a more conscious, critical approach—one that 

acknowledges both the appeal and the cost. 



Ultimately, combining a general analysis of pornography with a personal 

narrative like I Am Jennie leads to a clearer takeaway: pornography’s 

place in daily life is not just about what it offers the viewer, but about the 

systems and people behind it. Recognizing that complexity is essential 

for making informed, responsible choices about how it is consumed—or 

whether it should be at all. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Cringepasta 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 30, 2026 

 
: 

If Taylor Swift represents the polished apex of Americana-inflected 

storytelling, then cringepasta—this half-remembered, barely 

documented offshoot—was its warped reflection in a beer-stained 

mirror. It lived, if it lived at all, in the margins: in backwater bars, in 

ironic YouTube uploads with 200 views, in the aesthetic hangover of 

people raised equally on Kid Rock bravado and Lil Wayne maximalism, 

later softened (or complicated) by the emo fragility of Lil Peep. And 
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somewhere, tonally, it brushed against the uncomfortable, quietly 

grotesque realism of The Death of Dick Long. 

To understand cringepasta, you have to start with creepypasta—not just 

as a genre, but as a mode of cultural production. Creepypasta thrived on 

low barriers to entry and high emotional payoff: stories copied, pasted, 

mutated, and recirculated until they became folklore. Its power came 

from sincerity flirting with absurdity. It worked best when it didn’t quite 

know how ridiculous it was. 

Cringepasta tried to occupy a similar space—but instead of horror, its 

core affect was embarrassment. Not the light, knowing embarrassment 

of irony, but something closer to secondhand shame so intense it loops 

back into fascination. Where creepypasta asked, “What if this was real?”, 

cringepasta asked, “What if this was performed completely straight?” 

Musically, that meant songs that sounded like they believed in themselves 

a little too much. Think earnest acoustic guitar progressions indebted to 

Swiftian country-pop, layered with the posturing of Kid Rock, the 



confessional bleed of Lil Peep, and occasional trap-adjacent flourishes 

that never quite land. Lyrics were diaristic but off-kilter: heartbreak 

described with the emotional vocabulary of Facebook status updates 

circa 2011, mixed with oddly specific regional details—gas stations, 

county fairs, probation officers—that gave everything a strange 

authenticity. 

What separated cringepasta from parody was its lack of distance. This 

wasn’t satire. Or if it was, it was indistinguishable from sincerity. A 

cringepasta track might include a line so awkward, so nakedly 

self-serious, that it felt like it should collapse under its own weight—but 

instead it kept going, doubling down. The listener was left in a state of 

interpretive suspension: is this genius, or is it just… bad? 

That ambiguity was the point. Or at least, it would have been, had the 

genre ever cohered enough to articulate itself. 

Because here’s the problem: cringepasta never achieved critical mass. 

Unlike creepypasta, which benefited from forums, aggregators, and a 



shared narrative logic, cringepasta was scattered. A handful of artists, a 

few tracks, some now-deleted SoundCloud pages. No canon, no central 

archive, no Slender Man equivalent to anchor the discourse. It existed 

more as a vibe than a movement. 

And that’s where the tragedy begins. 

In cultural terms, genres need density. They need enough 

examples—good, bad, mediocre—to allow for internal variation. Without 

that, what you get isn’t a genre but a series of isolated incidents. 

Cringepasta had flashes of brilliance (or at least, flashes of something 

compelling), but not enough volume to sustain itself. 

Now, years later, TikTok has started to circle the idea. Not 

directly—there’s no tag reading “#cringepasta” with millions of 

posts—but you can feel its ghost in certain trends. Hyper-earnest 

country-adjacent songs that feel algorithmically sincere. Ironic 

appreciation of “bad” music that becomes indistinguishable from 

genuine fandom. Snippets of songs that sound like they were recorded in 



a shed behind a bar, uploaded without context, and rediscovered as 

content. 

But TikTok operates through what we might call the cultural pasta 

maker—the mechanism by which raw, idiosyncratic material is 

processed, flattened, and extruded into repeatable formats. (The actual 

tool, of course, is a pasta machine.) In this analogy, the original dough is 

the strange, uneven texture of cringepasta: its awkward phrasing, its 

tonal instability, its refusal to resolve into either sincerity or parody. The 

cultural pasta maker takes that dough and runs it through rollers, 

standardising it, thinning it out, cutting it into uniform strands. 

What emerges is recognisable, but diminished. The edges are gone. The 

risk is gone. What you get is content that gestures toward cringe but is 

carefully calibrated not to alienate. It’s cringe with safety rails. 

And this is why cringepasta feels, in retrospect, almost doomed. It 

required a level of unselfconsciousness that is increasingly difficult to 

sustain in an environment where everything is immediately subject to 



commentary, remixing, and meta-awareness. The artists who might have 

carried it forward are either too savvy to commit fully, or too obscure to 

be noticed before being absorbed into the machine. 

The result is a peculiar kind of cultural dilution. It’s like wanting a glass 

of fresh orange juice—something with pulp, with bite, with actual 

nutritional substance—and being handed squash instead. Not terrible, 

not undrinkable, but clearly a step removed from the source. And then, 

worse, discovering that the squash itself has been watered down to the 

point where its flavour is barely perceptible. 

You’re not just getting a substitute; you’re getting a substitute of a 

substitute. 

This is where the word anodyne comes into play. Anodyne means 

something that is bland, inoffensive, lacking in distinctive or stimulating 

qualities. It’s close to what we’re describing, but not quite precise. 

Anodyne implies a kind of deliberate smoothing over, a conscious 

removal of sharp edges to avoid causing discomfort. 



What’s happening here is slightly different. The dilution of cringepasta 

isn’t just about making it inoffensive; it’s about losing the very 

conditions that made it interesting in the first place. A better word 

might be insipid: lacking flavour, weak, watery. Or perhaps attenuated: 

reduced in force or intensity. Even enervated has a certain 

resonance—suggesting something drained of energy. 

But none of these quite capture the layered disappointment of the 

process. Because it’s not just that the final product is weak; it’s that the 

original was never fully realised. The genre didn’t have time to develop 

its own internal standards, its own masterpieces, its own genuinely good 

examples. So when it gets processed through the cultural pasta maker, 

there’s no strong baseline to preserve. 

You end up with a simulacrum of a simulacrum: an imitation of a genre 

that barely existed, based on a handful of artifacts that were themselves 

unstable. 



And yet, there’s something oddly fitting about that. Cringepasta, as a 

concept, was always about discomfort, about things not quite working. 

Perhaps its failure to cohere is part of its essence. Perhaps the most 

authentic cringepasta experience is this very sense of reaching for 

something that isn’t fully there. 

Still, it’s hard not to feel a twinge of regret. In another timeline, maybe 

there were enough artists, enough songs, enough accidental 

masterpieces to form a real movement. Maybe there was a defining 

track—a “copypasta” equivalent—that everyone knew, that anchored the 

genre and allowed it to grow. 

Instead, we’re left with fragments. Echoes. And the faint, slightly 

embarrassing sense that there was something here—something worth 

paying attention to—that slipped through our fingers before we could 

quite name it. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Peripheral Vision Person 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 29, 2026 

https://substack.com/profile/71170752-tp_l8dr
https://l8dr.substack.com/p/peripheral-vision-person
https://substack.com/@l8dr


 
Title: 

INT. NEWS STUDIO – NIGHT 

(A sleek, overly serious UK news set. Theme music fades. Two NEWS 

ANCHORS sit behind a desk.) 

ANCHOR 1 (JAMES):​

Good evening. Our top story tonight: growing public concern over things 

that may or may not be happening just out of sight. 

ANCHOR 2 (CLARE):​

Yes, James. Reports are flooding in from across the country—people 

claiming they’re seeing… someone. But only in their peripheral vision. 

JAMES:​

Experts are calling it “deeply unsettling but technically inconclusive.” 



CLARE:​

Joining us now is the individual many believe is at the centre of it all… 

Peripheral Vision Person. 

(Dramatic sting. A person in a slightly ill-fitting, ambiguous “hero” outfit 

appears… but only partly on camera. Every time the camera tries to 

centre them, they shift slightly out of frame.) 

JAMES:​

Right—sorry—could we just… get them in shot? 

(CAMERA OPERATOR adjusts. Peripheral Vision Person subtly leans 

just out of centre again.) 

CLARE:​

There they are—no—wait—hang on— 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON (off to the side):​

I’m here. 



JAMES (squinting):​

Yes, we can… sort of… see you. 

CLARE:​

Peripheral Vision Person, thank you for joining us. Can you explain what 

it is you do? 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

I operate just outside direct awareness. I’m there when you think you 

saw someone in your hallway. When you check… I’m gone. 

JAMES:​

Right. Bit creepy. 

CLARE:​

And how does this relate to current events? 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

Oh, I’ve been very busy. I was behind that feeling everyone had last week 



that they’d forgotten something important—but couldn’t remember 

what. 

JAMES:​

That was you?! 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

Also, every time a politician avoids answering a question… I stand just 

off to the side going, “Ooo, nearly.” 

CLARE:​

So you’re saying you’re… involved in government accountability? 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

Not directly. Indirectly. Always indirectly. 

JAMES:​

Of course you are. 

(A large screen behind them flickers with vague, blurry shapes.) 



CLARE:​

We’ve also had reports of you appearing during major press conferences? 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

Yes. If you watch closely—but not too closely—you’ll notice me just 

behind the podium. Nodding. Judging. 

JAMES:​

I’ve never seen you. 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

Exactly. 

(A beat.) 

CLARE:​

Some critics say you’re just a metaphor for public anxiety in uncertain 

times. 



PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

Those critics are… (leans slightly further out of frame) …not entirely 

wrong. 

JAMES:​

Can you step fully into the shot for a moment? 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

No. That would undermine the premise. 

CLARE:​

Fair. 

(Suddenly, a THIRD PERSON—A GOVERNMENT 

SPOKESPERSON—enters and sits down.) 

SPOKESPERSON:​

Just to be clear, there is no evidence that Peripheral Vision Person exists, 



and even if they did, they would not be operating within regulatory 

frameworks. 

(Peripheral Vision Person leans in slightly behind them—only partially 

visible.) 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON (whispering):​

I’m right here. 

JAMES (startled):​

OH—did you see—? 

CLARE:​

See what? 

JAMES:​

Nothing. 

SPOKESPERSON:​

Exactly. 



(Awkward silence.) 

CLARE:​

Before we go, Peripheral Vision Person, any message for the public? 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON:​

Yes. Tonight, when you turn off the lights… and you feel like something’s 

just… there… 

(Beat. They lean even further out of frame.) 

PERIPHERAL VISION PERSON (cont’d):​

…that’s probably me. Or rising energy prices. Hard to tell. 

JAMES:​

Comforting. 

CLARE:​

Truly. 



JAMES:​

That’s all from us tonight. If you think you see something strange— 

CLARE:​

—don’t worry. It’s probably just— 

(Both glance slightly off-camera, visibly unsettled.) 

JAMES & CLARE (together):​

—nothing. 

(Peripheral Vision Person’s hand slowly waves from just outside the 

frame.) 

CUT TO BLACK. 

END. 
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There is something curiously instructive about the way Sydney Sweeney 

has been elevated into the cultural imagination. She is photographed, 

styled, circulated, and discussed as though she belongs to a lineage of 

hyper-visible femininity—Marilyn Monroe, Kim Kardashian, the 

archetypal “it girl” whose presence is meant to radiate desire. And yet, 

for many observers, there is a disconnect: the machinery insists on 

eroticism, but the result often feels strangely inert. Not absent of 

beauty—Sweeney is undeniably beautiful—but absent of what might be 

called sexual charisma. 

This is not a personal failing. It is, instead, a revealing cultural one. 

Eroticism has never simply been about physical attributes. Monroe’s 

magnetism was not reducible to her figure, nor Kardashian’s to hers. 

What distinguished them was a sense of authorship over their own 

image—a subtle but perceptible awareness of the gaze and a willingness 

to play with it. Erotic charisma, in this sense, is not something applied; it 



is something generated through tension, suggestion, and a degree of 

self-possession. 

Sweeney, by contrast, appears caught in a system that mistakes exposure 

for allure. Her image is relentlessly optimized: the right angles, the right 

silhouettes, the right campaigns. But optimization flattens. It removes 

the ambiguity that eroticism depends on. Where there should be 

intrigue, there is clarity; where there should be play, there is polish. The 

result is a kind of aesthetic overdetermination, where everything signals 

“sex appeal” so loudly that nothing actually resonates. 

This phenomenon might be called diserotica—the production of images 

that are coded as erotic but fail to evoke desire in any meaningful way. It 

is not prudishness, nor is it a rejection of sexuality. It is, rather, a 

symptom of a culture that has become overly literal about attraction. In 

an economy driven by metrics—likes, clicks, engagement—subtlety is a 

liability. Suggestion cannot be easily quantified. Mystery does not trend. 



Social media intensifies this dynamic. Platforms reward immediacy and 

legibility, encouraging a form of self-presentation that is direct to the 

point of exhaustion. In this environment, performers are not invited to 

cultivate personas so much as they are pressured to maintain visibility. 

The “it girl” becomes less an individual presence and more a content 

category, endlessly reproducible and instantly recognizable. 

Sweeney’s rise illustrates this shift. She is positioned as a symbol—of 

beauty, of desirability, of a certain kind of modern femininity—but the 

symbol is managed so tightly that it leaves little room for the 

unpredictability that gives eroticism its charge. She is seen everywhere, 

and yet rarely seems to arrive anywhere. The saturation dulls the impact. 

It is worth asking whether any contemporary figure could escape this 

flattening. The cultural conditions that once allowed figures like Monroe 

to cultivate mystique have largely disappeared. In their place is a system 

that demands constant access and rewards uniformity. Under such 

conditions, even the most compelling individuals risk being rendered 

interchangeable. 



To critique the diserotica of Sydney Sweeney, then, is not to critique her. 

It is to critique a culture that confuses visibility with vitality, and 

perfection with presence. The absence people perceive is not hers—it is 

the absence of space, of distance, of the unscripted. And without those, 

eroticism has nowhere to live. 

@Tp_l8dr 
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When Parody Becomes the Primary 
Language: 

The relationship between Scream (1996), Scream 2 (1997), Scary Movie 

(2000), and Scary Movie 2 (2001) marks one of the clearest moments in 

modern cinema where parody stops being secondary to “original” work 

and instead becomes structurally co-equal with it. More than that, it 

reveals how parody can become the dominant mode through which 

audiences interpret genre itself. Horror does not simply get mocked—it 
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gets absorbed, accelerated, and redistributed as comedy. And crucially, 

all of this happens within the same industrial ecosystem: Dimension 

Films, the genre arm of Miramax, which effectively produced both sides 

of the conversation at once. 

That industrial fact is not incidental. It reframes everything. 

Dimension, Miramax, and the Institutionalisation of 
Self-Parody 

Both Scream and Scary Movie sit within the same production orbit of 

Dimension Films under Miramax. This means that what appears, on the 

surface, to be a dialogue between horror and parody is actually a 

managed internal diversification strategy. One branch of the studio 

produces sincere genre revival (Scream), while another produces its 

satirical decomposition (Scary Movie). 

This creates a strange but revealing condition: the same institution is 

both affirming and undoing its own cultural output. In earlier cinematic 

regimes, parody typically emerges externally—later, independently, often 



as critique. Here, it is folded into the same industrial structure. The 

studio does not defend a singular aesthetic position; it hedges across 

multiple audience interpretations simultaneously. 

That matters because it signals a transitional moment in media history: 

when cultural production begins to fracture into parallel registers not 

because of ideological conflict, but because of market segmentation. 

Different audiences are no longer addressed by different studios; they are 

addressed by the same studio speaking in different tonal languages. 

Scream and the Postmodern Horror Contract 

Scream’s innovation was not simply that it referenced horror 

conventions, but that it made those conventions speakable within the 

diegesis itself. Characters know the rules of slasher films. They articulate 

them even as they are trapped inside them. This produces a postmodern 

contract with the audience: you are expected to recognise the genre 

while still emotionally investing in it. 



But Scream still preserves sincerity. The self-awareness is a layer, not a 

replacement. It revitalises horror rather than dissolving it. 

By Scream 2, however, the reflexivity deepens into commentary on 

sequels, repetition, and franchise logic itself. The film becomes 

increasingly aware of its own industrial condition. It is no longer just a 

horror film that knows it is a horror film—it is a horror film that knows 

it is a sequel to a successful horror film produced within a franchise 

economy. That shift matters: the text begins to tilt away from affect and 

toward analysis. 

Scary Movie: Parody as Compression of Genre 

Scary Movie arrives as the next logical step in that trajectory. If Scream 

exposes genre rules and Scream 2 reflects on repetition, Scary Movie 

removes the remaining emotional scaffolding entirely. What remains is 

recognition without investment. 

The pleasure becomes purely referential: you are meant to recognise the 

structure being mocked, not inhabit it. Horror becomes a catalogue of 



readable signals—knife, mask, hallway, teenage panic—rearranged for 

comedic effect. In that sense, parody becomes a compression algorithm 

for genre: it extracts patterns and reproduces them faster than narrative 

can stabilise them. 

By Scary Movie 2, this accelerates further into near-total absurdism. 

Cultural capital shifts accordingly. It is no longer about whether you 

“believe” in horror conventions, but whether you can instantly decode 

them. Literacy replaces immersion. 

And because Dimension/Miramax is still within the same industrial 

system producing both modes, this is not contradiction—it is 

optimisation. The studio benefits from both belief in horror and disbelief 

in it. 

Parody as Cultural Capital 

This is where parody begins to function as a primary form of cultural 

capital. For younger audiences especially, recognition becomes the 

reward system. The more films you have seen, the more jokes land. The 



cultural hierarchy shifts: seriousness becomes slow, while parody 

becomes fast. 

In this sense, Scary Movie does not replace Scream because it is “better,” 

but because it is structurally better adapted to a culture of accelerated 

reference. It is not competing on depth; it is competing on speed of 

recognition. 

From Kubrick to Wallace: When Parody Becomes 
Epistemology 

A useful comparison can be drawn to Stanley Kubrick’s Dr. Strangelove 

(1964). Kubrick initially approached nuclear war with seriousness but 

discovered that the system he was depicting contained an inherent 

absurdity. The result is a satire that deepens meaning by embracing 

contradiction. The comedy reveals the truth of the system. 

A literary analogue might be found in David Foster Wallace’s response to 

postmodern irony—particularly the way Girl with Curious Hair engages 

with and implicitly critiques the cultural logic of writers like Bret Easton 



Ellis. In both cases, parody is still in dialogue with sincerity; it has not 

yet fully detached from it. 

But Scary Movie is operating in a later stage of that evolution. It is no 

longer trying to reveal truth beneath genre; it is treating genre as already 

exhausted and therefore available for rapid recombination. 

The Contemporary Problem: A24 and the Aesthetics 
of Self-Aware Seriousness 

This brings us to the present industrial moment and companies like A24. 

The argument here is not that A24 is “bad” or inauthentic, but that it 

operates under a different constraint structure than Dimension did in 

the Scream/Scary Movie era. 

In contemporary cinema, there is a growing expectation that films must 

be aware of their own artificiality. Even sincerity often arrives with 

quotation marks around it. What results is a kind of meta-seriousness: 

films that present narrative not as immersion, but as something lightly 

distanced, stylised, or aesthetically self-conscious. 



This can feel like a subtle form of parody—not of specific genres, but of 

the idea of narrative itself. Stories are often framed as fragile, ironic, or 

self-consciously constructed. Even emotional beats can feel slightly 

observed from a distance, as if the film is aware of its own potential to be 

critiqued. 

In literary terms, it resembles a late-postmodern condition where 

everything is already aware of its own constructedness. The risk is that 

sincerity becomes difficult to sustain without stylistic mediation. The 

result is not necessarily emptiness, but a narrowing of expressive range. 

At the same time, this is not purely a creative limitation—it is industrial. 

Contemporary studios operate under intensified scrutiny from 

fragmented audiences. In a culture structured by rapid online 

interpretation, anything too direct risks immediate reframing as naive, 

ideological, or unserious. As a result, films often adopt a softened 

self-awareness as a defensive strategy. 



This produces what might be called a “crocodile logic” of cultural 

production: many creators and institutions operate semi-submerged 

beneath visible cultural discourse, embedding critique, irony, or tension 

inside forms that appear relatively safe on the surface. The transgression 

is not overt, as in earlier exploitation or underground cinema (think of 

John Waters), but diffused and often contained within aesthetic texture 

rather than explicit content. 

The paradox is that even as freedom of expression has expanded in many 

ways, financial and reputational pressures have narrowed the acceptable 

range of tonal risk in mainstream or semi-mainstream cinema. The 

result is not censorship in the traditional sense, but smoothing—an 

avoidance of extremes that might destabilise audience positioning. 

The Return of Scary Movie and the Question of Speed 
vs Reflection 

This is why the return of franchises like Scary Movie becomes culturally 

interesting. The question is not simply whether it will be “good,” but 

what mode of parody it will adopt. 



Will it return to a rapid-fire, joke-per-minute structure—what might be 

described as a Zuckerberg-era acceleration of references, where 

recognition is instantaneous and relentless? Or will it adapt to a slower, 

more self-aware comedic form shaped by contemporary sensibilities, 

where parody itself becomes reflective, aestheticised, and slightly 

restrained? 

The same question applies more broadly to contemporary comedy and 

parody. The landscape that once allowed Scary Movie to function as pure 

cultural acceleration is no longer identical. Attention economies have 

changed. Interpretive frameworks have hardened. Even parody now risks 

being read as commentary on parody. 

Completion: Parody as Endpoint, Not Opposition 

What emerges across this arc—from Scream to Scary Movie, and into the 

present— is not a simple opposition between seriousness and parody, 

but a structural transformation in how culture processes genre. 



Scream reintroduces horror through self-awareness. Scream 2 turns that 

awareness into recursion. Scary Movie extracts the remaining emotional 

core and replaces it with recognition as entertainment. And 

contemporary cinema, operating under different industrial pressures, 

often stabilises somewhere between these poles: self-aware sincerity or 

restrained irony. 

In that sense, parody is no longer the enemy of narrative. It is one of its 

default operating modes. The question is no longer whether parody 

overtakes the original, but whether anything can exist entirely outside its 

logic anymore. 

@Tp_l8dr 
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[Opening – playground]​

Girls in football kits. Laughter. 
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Bully:​

“Didn’t know they let beginners try out.” 

Bwendoline looks down, gripping the ball. 

 

[Home – evening]​

Bwendoline:​

“I just… miss Dad.” 

Her mum quietly nods, then goes to a drawer. 

 

[The notebook]​

“Emergency Football Playbook – Love, Dad” 

 

[Montage] 



●​ Scribbled drills 

●​ Encouraging notes 

●​ Bwendoline training alone 

●​ Falling, getting back up 

●​ A page that reads: “Play your game. Not theirs.” 

 

[Tryout day – tension]​

The team sheet goes up. 

The bully rushes over. 

Bully (confident):​

“Alright—what did I get?” 

Bwendoline is already there, reading. 

She pauses… then looks up. 

 

[The line – delivered calmly, not mockingly] 



Bwendoline (neutral, steady):​

“You got left back.” 

Bully (confused):​

“…what?” 

Bwendoline (slight beat):​

“Left back… in the changing rooms.” 

Rapturous laugher. The bully is taken down a notch. 

Bwendoline doesn’t linger. She just turns back to the list. 

 

[Reveal]​

Her name: Starting Midfield 

She takes it in quietly. 

 



[Final pitch scene]​

Bwendoline playing—focused, composed. 

Not perfect. But strong. 

 

[Voiceover / text]​

“Some things that leave us… never leave us.” 

 

Tagline:​

“Still with you.”​

[Charity name] – Supporting children through loss 
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London — A peculiar but rapidly escalating unease has taken hold across 

the United Kingdom this week, as officials, academics, and ordinary 

citizens grapple with an unsettling revelation: no one, anywhere, 

officially holds the record for owning the most elastic bands. 

The discovery, initially dismissed as trivial, has instead triggered what 

some commentators are calling “a crisis of classification,” exposing a 

blind spot in humanity’s obsession with measurement, ranking, and 

order. 

The issue came to prominence after an inquiry into minor world records 

yielded a striking absence. As one researcher bluntly summarised: 

“As far as I can tell, there is no official Guinness World Record 

specifically for ‘owning the most elastic bands’ or ‘largest collection of 

elastic bands.’ Guinness has records for rubber-band chains, rubber-band 

balls, and odd rubber-band challenges, but not for simply possessing the 

most.” 



That gap — seemingly benign — has instead provoked a cascade of 

questions. If ownership cannot be quantified, how can it be verified? If it 

cannot be verified, does it meaningfully exist in the public record at all? 

Political Fault Lines Emerge 

Within days, the issue had crossed into Westminster. 

Government ministers have urged calm, with a spokesperson stating that 

“there is no immediate risk to public safety arising from unrecorded 

elastic band ownership.” Nonetheless, a cross-departmental review has 

reportedly been convened to assess “measurement gaps in non-critical 

material accumulation.” 

Opposition figures have been less restrained. One senior MP described 

the situation as “emblematic of a government asleep at the wheel,” 

arguing that “first it’s elastic bands, next it’s paperclips, then where does 

it end?” 



The debate has exposed an unusual ideological divide. Some 

conservatives have framed the absence of a record as a triumph of 

private ownership — a realm free from bureaucratic oversight. 

Meanwhile, progressive voices have called for “transparent frameworks” 

to ensure equitable recognition of collectors nationwide. 

A backbench proposal — half-serious, half-symbolic — has already been 

floated: the creation of a National Elastic Registry. 

Experts Warn of ‘Narrative Instability’ 

Beyond politics, cultural analysts warn that the issue cuts deeper. 

“We rely on records to stabilise reality,” said Dr. Elaine Porter, a 

sociologist at King’s College London. “They create a sense that 

everything, no matter how trivial, has a place in the hierarchy of 

achievement. Remove one piece, and you introduce doubt into the entire 

structure.” 



Online forums have amplified the uncertainty. Users claim to possess 

“tens of thousands” of elastic bands, though none can prove superiority. 

Photographs circulate — drawers, jars, entire rooms filled with coiled 

rubber — but without verification, they remain anecdotal. 

In this vacuum, speculation thrives. 

The Market Reacts 

Unexpectedly, the stationery sector has seen a surge in demand. Retailers 

report bulk purchases of elastic bands, with some customers explicitly 

stating their intention to “prepare for recognition” should a record 

category be established. 

Economists are divided on whether this constitutes a bubble. 

“There is no intrinsic increase in value,” one analyst noted dryly. “Only 

the possibility of future validation.” 

A Moment Captured 



Perhaps the most enduring symbol of the moment emerged yesterday: a 

stark photograph already circulating on front pages and social media 

alike. It depicts an empty pedestal in a museum-like setting, spotlighted, 

with a small placard reading simply: ‘Record Holder — Unknown.’ 

Critics have dubbed it “the day the present died” — a visual shorthand 

for a society confronted with the limits of its own cataloguing instincts. 

What Comes Next 

Guinness World Records has yet to issue a formal statement on whether 

a new category will be introduced. Insiders suggest that criteria would 

prove difficult to standardise, raising questions about storage, 

verification, and temporal ownership. 

Until then, the question remains unresolved. 



Somewhere, perhaps, a person quietly possesses more elastic bands than 

anyone else on Earth. But without recognition, their status exists in a 

peculiar limbo — both dominant and invisible. 

In a culture built on records, it is an absence that feels, to many, 

surprisingly profound. 

@Tp_l8dr 

‘even on beers’ 
Affective Breakdown in the Experience Economy 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 22, 2026 

 
It was, inevitably, at an event that had mistaken scale for atmosphere. 

The ExCeL Centre—vast, echoing, permanently on the verge of 

becoming an airport—was hosting what had been billed as an 

“immersive vision quest”: a VR-led, AI-enhanced, multi-sensory 

experience that promised transformation and delivered, in practice, 

queues. Outside, a kind of ersatz “ladies’ day” energy had been conjured: 

branded prosecco, synthetic grass, a dress code that hovered somewhere 

between Ascot and after-work drinks in Canary Wharf. Inside, headset 
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stations pulsed with soft blue light. Everywhere, the faint hum of 

something trying very hard to feel like something else. 

It was here, in the liminal zone between activation and obligation, that I 

overheard it. 

“Mate, it’s literally not worth it. Even on beers. Even on beers.” 

The repetition mattered. The emphasis landed. And, like all phrases that 

feel both offhand and diagnostic, it seemed to explain more than it 

intended. 

Because “even on beers” is not simply a throwaway bit of laddish 

shorthand. It is, increasingly, a metric—a cultural unit of measurement. 

A baseline against which the value of an experience is assessed, not in 

terms of its intrinsic merit, but its ability to be salvaged by alcohol. For 

decades, this has been the quiet contract of the events and hospitality 

industries: if the content falters, the drinks will carry it. If the concept is 

thin, the bar will thicken it. There has always been an implicit 



understanding that conviviality can be engineered, or at least subsidised, 

by the steady application of free alcohol. 

“Even on beers,” then, marks the collapse of that contract. 

To say something is not worth it even in a state of mild to moderate 

intoxication is to declare it fundamentally unsalvageable. It cannot be 

rescued by loosened inhibitions, by the softening of judgment, by the 

collective momentum that alcohol so reliably generates. It is not simply 

bad; it is resistant to the very mechanisms designed to make bad things 

feel, temporarily, good. 

And what is striking is where this verdict is now being applied. 

The contemporary event—particularly the AI-inflected, 

experience-forward, content-adjacent event—has become a site of 

peculiar tension. On paper, these gatherings are more sophisticated than 

ever: data-driven personalisation, immersive technologies, narrative arcs 



engineered by teams who speak fluently in “journeys” and “touchpoints.” 

The language is expansive. The ambition, undeniable. 

But the lived experience is often curiously inert. 

Part of this is aesthetic. AI-driven environments tend toward a kind of 

frictionless polish: generative visuals, adaptive soundscapes, interfaces 

that anticipate rather than respond. Everything works, technically. 

Everything is seamless. And yet, in that seamlessness, something 

essential is lost. There is no awkwardness to push against, no 

unpredictability to animate the room. The mess—the human, logistical, 

occasionally chaotic mess that makes an event feel alive—has been 

optimised out. 

Hospitality, historically, has depended on precisely that mess. The 

slightly overwhelmed bartender. The playlist that veers unexpectedly 

into brilliance. The moment when a room tips, almost imperceptibly, 

from polite attendance into actual enjoyment. These are not things that 



can be fully designed. They emerge from a combination of circumstance, 

personality, and, yes, alcohol. 

What “even on beers” captures is the growing sense that these 

conditions are no longer being met. 

The unsung heroes of the event ecosystem—the people who arrive 

willing to suspend disbelief, to drink the free drinks, to dance a little too 

early and a little too enthusiastically—are beginning to withdraw their 

labour. And it is labour, in a sense. To be the person who gets the party 

started requires a willingness to overlook flaws, to invest energy where it 

is not immediately returned, to believe, however briefly, that this might 

become something worth remembering. 

If those people are saying no—if they are standing in the middle of a 

meticulously designed “vision quest” and concluding that it is not worth 

it even on beers—then something has shifted. 



There is, too, a question of saturation. The past decade has seen an 

exponential increase in “experiences,” each one competing for attention 

with ever more elaborate promises. Immersion has become a default 

rather than a differentiator. When everything is immersive, nothing is. 

The VR headset, once novel, now feels like a barrier: a literal removal 

from the social field, a private encounter in what is ostensibly a 

collective space. 

In this context, alcohol has been asked to do more and more heavy 

lifting. It is no longer just a social lubricant; it is a compensatory 

mechanism. It fills the gaps left by over-conceptualisation, by 

environments that prioritise visual spectacle over interpersonal 

connection. But even alcohol has its limits. There is a threshold beyond 

which no amount of free beer can generate genuine engagement. 

“Even on beers” names that threshold. 

It is tempting, of course, to read this as yet another iteration of a familiar 

narrative: the death of hospitality, the decline of nightlife, the erosion of 



shared cultural spaces. These stories recur with predictable regularity, 

each generation convinced that something vital has been lost. And yet, 

there is a specificity to the current moment that feels worth attending to. 

The integration of AI into experiential design is not, in itself, the 

problem. Nor is the ambition to create environments that are responsive, 

personalised, and technologically sophisticated. The issue lies in the 

substitution of simulation for substance—in the belief that if an 

experience can be rendered convincingly enough, it will be felt as 

meaningful. 

But meaning, in social contexts, is rarely a product of fidelity. It emerges 

from interaction, from the unpredictable dynamics of people in a shared 

space. It requires a degree of resistance, of imperfection, of risk. You 

cannot fully pre-script a good night out. You can only create the 

conditions in which one might occur. 

What the phrase I overheard suggests is that those conditions are, 

increasingly, absent. 



There is a quiet fatigue setting in—a reluctance to participate in 

experiences that feel overdetermined, overproduced, and under-lived. 

The promise of transformation, of immersion, of narrative depth begins 

to ring hollow when the basic pleasures of being in a room with other 

people are not being met. The bar may be open, the visuals dazzling, the 

technology cutting-edge, but if the atmosphere does not cohere, if the 

energy does not circulate, then the entire enterprise falters. 

And when it falters, it is no longer enough to say, “Well, at least the 

drinks were free.” 

“Even on beers” is, in this sense, less a joke than a diagnosis. It signals a 

recalibration of expectations, a refusal to subsidise weak experiences 

with personal enthusiasm and alcohol intake. It is a small act of 

resistance, delivered in the language of the very culture it critiques. 

I left the ExCeL Centre that evening with the phrase still echoing, more 

incisive than anything I had seen through a headset. Outside, the city 

resumed its usual texture: messy, unpredictable, occasionally dull, often 



surprising. The kind of environment that resists optimisation, that 

cannot be fully rendered or controlled. 

In other words, the kind of place where something might still, despite 

everything, be worth it. 

Even without beers. 

@Tp_l8dr 

The New Tape Wipe: AI, Ephemerality, 
and the Quiet Loss of Culture 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 21, 2026 

 
In the 1970s, the BBC systematically erased parts of its own history. 

At the time, this did not seem particularly dramatic. Videotape was 

expensive, storage space was limited, and television was widely regarded 

as a temporary medium. Once a programme had been broadcast, its 

cultural value was assumed to be largely exhausted. As a result, the BBC 

wiped and reused tapes as a matter of routine policy. The consequence 
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was extraordinary: large portions of British television history 

disappeared. 

The most famous example is Doctor Who, with nearly a hundred early 

episodes still missing. But the losses extended far beyond that. 

Significant parts of Hancock’s Half Hour, Dad’s Army, and Till Death Us Do 

Part were erased. Even Not Only... But Also, starring Peter Cook and 

Dudley Moore, one of the most innovative comedy programmes of its 

time, survives only in fragments. 

What makes this episode historically important is not just the scale of 

the loss, but the reasoning behind it. The BBC did not believe it was 

destroying anything of lasting value. The decision was economic and 

logistical, not cultural. Future audiences, future technologies, and future 

forms of distribution were not yet part of the equation. 

Half a century later, it is easy to see this as a mistake. 



What is less comfortable is recognising how closely our current media 

environment resembles that same mindset—despite vastly different 

technology. 

In the post-AI, post-streaming era, we live with the assumption that 

digital storage has solved the problem of loss. Content is no longer tied 

to fragile physical media. In theory, everything can be duplicated 

infinitely and stored indefinitely at low cost. Yet in practice, we are 

witnessing a new form of large-scale cultural disappearance. 

Streaming platforms routinely remove films, television series, and 

animations from their libraries. These removals are often driven by 

licensing arrangements, tax write-offs, or corporate restructuring rather 

than audience demand. Entire bodies of work can become inaccessible 

overnight, not because they failed artistically, but because they no longer 

serve a strategic or financial purpose. 

At the same time, AI-driven content ecosystems have introduced a 

different kind of instability. Increasing amounts of media are generated, 



distributed, and hosted within systems that are themselves transient. 

AI-generated videos, procedurally assembled content, and 

platform-dependent works often lack clear archival pathways. If the 

platform changes, the model is updated, or the hosting service 

disappears, the content may vanish with it. 

Even outside AI, the broader digital landscape is marked by fragility. 

Websites shut down. Platforms decline. Formats become obsolete. The 

early internet has already demonstrated this pattern: Flash animations, 

independent web series, and niche creative communities have 

disappeared in large numbers due to technical shifts and lack of 

preservation. 

This phenomenon is often referred to as “digital decay,” but the term 

understates the issue. What we are seeing is not merely passive decay, 

but active, systemic removal combined with structural neglect. 

The comparison to the BBC tape wipes is not exact, but it is instructive. 



In both cases, institutions underestimated the long-term value of their 

own output. In both cases, decisions were driven by short-term 

constraints—whether physical storage costs in the 1970s or financial and 

strategic optimisation today. And in both cases, the losses 

disproportionately affected material that was not immediately 

recognised as culturally significant. 

There is, however, an important difference. 

The BBC’s wiping policy operated in a world of genuine scarcity. Tape 

was expensive, and archiving everything was not feasible at scale. Today, 

the technical barriers to preservation are dramatically lower. Digital 

storage is relatively cheap, duplication is trivial, and distribution 

networks are global. 

The persistence of loss under these conditions suggests that the problem 

is no longer technological. It is institutional and economic. 



Content survives not because it can be stored, but because someone 

chooses to store it. 

This is particularly relevant in the context of AI. As generative systems 

become more central to media production, they also reshape the 

conditions of preservation. AI systems are often proprietary, opaque, and 

dependent on specific infrastructures. The outputs they produce may not 

be systematically archived, and the processes that generated them may 

not be reproducible in the future. In some cases, even the training data 

itself—drawn from vast swathes of the internet—is subject to the same 

processes of disappearance and restriction. 

The result is a paradox: an era defined by unprecedented production of 

content may also become an era defined by selective and uneven survival. 

Looking back at the BBC tape wipes, the key lesson is not simply that 

valuable material was lost. It is that its value was only recognised after 

the fact. Cultural significance is rarely obvious at the moment of 



creation. It emerges over time, through reuse, reinterpretation, and 

historical context. 

The same principle applies today. 

Much of what is currently treated as disposable—niche streaming 

content, experimental digital media, small-scale online 

productions—may later prove to be culturally important. If these 

materials are not preserved, future audiences will encounter gaps similar 

to those left by the tape wipes: missing episodes, incomplete records, 

and an inability to fully reconstruct the past. 

The conclusion is therefore straightforward, even if the implications are 

not. 

We are not immune to the mistakes of earlier media eras simply because 

our technology has improved. Without deliberate preservation—whether 

by institutions, creators, or individuals—digital culture is no more 

permanent than analogue tape. 



The BBC wiped its archives because it did not yet understand the future. 

The risk now is that we do understand it—and are choosing, in quieter 

ways, to repeat the same mistake. 

@Tp_l8dr 

slayspotting 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 20, 2026 

 
Choose slay. Choose slay. Choose slay. 

Choose slay in the morning, slay in the mirror, slay in the stale light of a 

room that forgot your name. Choose slay over the dull hum of everything 

that tells you not to. Choose slay when the kettle screams, when the 

phone vibrates, when the world insists on its small, grey repetitions. 

Choose slay instead of explanation, instead of apology, instead of the 

neat little boxes with labels no one reads. Choose slay because it doesn’t 

ask permission. 
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Choose slay for breakfast, slay for dinner, slay in the spaces between 

breaths. Choose slay when the buses pass you by and when they don’t. 

Choose slay when the streetlights flicker like tired eyes. Choose slay 

when the adverts whisper that you are incomplete. Choose slay louder 

than that whisper, louder than the polite nods, louder than the quiet 

compromises that stack like dust. 

Slay in the supermarket aisles, slay between plastic-wrapped promises. 

Slay past the headlines, past the curated smiles, past the algorithm that 

thinks it knows you. Slay in the checkout line, slay in the receipt you 

don’t need. Slay when the card declines, slay when it doesn’t. Slay in the 

numbers, in the letters, in the blank spaces where something else should 

be. 

Moloch of slay, slay of Moloch, the ancient engine chewing through the 

hours. Slay the concrete, slay the iron lungs of the city, slay the endless 

ladders leading nowhere. Slay the offices with their humming lights, slay 

the cubicles like honeycombs of quiet despair. Slay the deadlines, the 

punch cards, the meetings that echo with nothing. Slay the hollow 



victories, the metrics that rise and fall like tides that never touch the 

shore. 

Choose slay when they say choose otherwise. Choose slay when the 

script is handed to you with a smile. Choose slaywhen the smile cracks. 

Choose slay when the night stretches too long and the ceiling becomes a 

map of everything you didn’t say. Choose slay when the map burns, when 

the compass spins, when the directions dissolve into static. 

Slay the highways, slay the billboards, slay the endless procession of 

somewhere else. Slay the train tracks humming with departure. Slay the 

station clocks that never wait. Slay the announcements that blur into a 

language of delay and regret. Slay the luggage of old decisions, the 

baggage fees of memory. Slay the departures, slay the arrivals, slay the 

in-between where you almost become someone else. 

Moloch whose name is slay, whose teeth are calendars, whose breath is 

the cold air of early mornings. Slay the classrooms, slay the chalk dust, 

slay the lessons that never quite fit. Slay the exams, the grades, the quiet 



ranking of worth. Slay the corridors echoing with footsteps that all 

sound the same. Slay the lockers filled with versions of yourself you 

outgrew. 

Choose slay in the face of the mirror that insists on a single story. 

Choose slay in the fracture, in the multiplicity, in the refusal to settle. 

Choose slay when the past calls collect and you let it ring. Choose slay 

when the future arrives too early and sits on your chest. Choose slay 

when the present flickers like a faulty bulb. 

Slay the television glow, slay the endless scroll, slay the curated outrage 

and the packaged joy. Slay the headlines that scream and the silence that 

follows. Slay the comments, the likes, the shares that measure nothing. 

Slay the echo chambers, the feedback loops, the carefully constructed 

selves. Slay the avatars, the filters, the infinite reflections that never 

quite align. 

Moloch of slay in the bloodstream, slay in the circuitry, slay in the wires 

beneath the streets. Slay the servers humming in distant rooms, slay the 



data flowing like unseen rivers. Slay the code that predicts you, the 

patterns that confine you, the probabilities that pretend to know your 

next move. Slay the future that arrives prepackaged. 

Choose slay when the door closes, when the key turns, when the room 

fills with the sound of your own breathing. Choose slay in the quiet, in 

the absence of witness. Choose slay without audience, without applause, 

without the need to be seen. Choose slay because it is the only word left 

that hasn’t been hollowed out. 

Slay the fear that whispers no. Slay the doubt that repeats it. Slay the 

chorus of reasons, the symphony of hesitation. Slaythe weight of 

expectation, the gravity of tradition, the inertia of habit. Slay the 

narratives handed down like heirlooms you never asked for. 

Choose slay at the end of the night, when the city exhales and the lights 

dim. Choose slay at the beginning of something unnamed. Choose slay 

in the middle, where most of life happens, unnoticed and unremarked. 



Choose slay not as an answer but as a refusal, not as a destination but as 

a motion. 

Choose slay. Choose slay. Choose slay. 

And when the words run out, when the structures collapse, when the 

meaning frays at the edges, there is still slay—echoing through the 

hollow bones of Moloch, reverberating in the empty halls, rising from 

the cracks in the pavement like something that refuses to be buried. 

Choose slay. 

@Tp_l8dr 

The Podcast Is the New Writer’s Room 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 20, 2026 

 
In comedy, writers have always stolen from the air. 

Not literally, at least not in the legal sense. But every comedian knows 

the strange feeling of hearing a conversation, a throwaway observation, a 

badly phrased sentence at a pub, and watching it mutate hours later into 
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a punchline. Comedy has never emerged from isolation. It comes from 

collision: people talking, interrupting, testing rhythms against each 

other. 

What has changed in the last decade is where those collisions happen. 

Today, millions of people spend hours each week inside 

podcasts—long-form, conversational spaces that increasingly function 

like invisible writers’ rooms. In both the United Kingdom and the United 

States, podcast listenership has crossed into the mainstream, with over 

40% of adults listening at least monthly and a substantial proportion 

listening weekly.¹ Among regular listeners, weekly consumption often 

ranges between seven and nine hours, with the majority of listening now 

happening at home rather than in transit.² 

That matters creatively because podcasts are not simply media products; 

they are process. They expose brainstorming in real time. Hosts riff, 

abandon ideas, accidentally discover better ones. Listeners are not just 



consuming finished material. They are sitting inside the machinery of 

thought. 

And in comedy especially, that machinery is contagious. 

Watch a long-running institution like Saturday Night Live, or its UK 

equivalents in panel-show culture, and the overlap becomes obvious. The 

rhythm is identical: conversational escalation, improvisation, callbacks, 

collective refinement. A joke rarely arrives fully formed. Someone says 

something half-funny, another person sharpens it, a third reframes it 

entirely. 

Podcasts reproduce this dynamic at scale. 

A young comedian listening to The Adam Buxton Podcast while cooking 

dinner may unconsciously absorb timing, cadence, even the architecture 

of observation itself. A writer listening to Off Menu hears improvisation 

functioning as structure. A screenwriter binging interview podcasts 

during a deadline week may suddenly find their dialogue becoming 



looser, more conversational, more interruptive in that specifically 

podcast-shaped way. 

None of this is plagiarism. But it is influence operating in real time. 

The pandemic accelerated this dramatically. During lockdowns, podcasts 

became substitutes for social life, workplace chatter, rehearsal rooms, 

green rooms, and creative offices. For many writers and comedians, they 

became the sound of other minds working. 

At the same time, television production itself began to mimic podcast 

culture. Writers’ rooms moved onto Zoom. Performers wrote in isolation 

while attempting to simulate collaboration digitally. Entire comedy 

ecosystems became conversational and remote. 

Even prestige television absorbed this atmosphere. Episodes of Black 

Mirror written during and after the pandemic carried a distinctly “online 

conversational” energy—stories shaped by paranoia, recursive media 

consumption, and the blurred boundary between digital intimacy and 



real life. The experience of endless mediated voices became part of the 

texture of storytelling itself. 

Meanwhile, comedy adapted in stranger ways. Remote panel shows, 

Zoom-written sketches, livestream podcasts, Discord comedy 

communities—suddenly the creative process was no longer 

geographically centralized. The writer’s room dissolved into distributed 

audio. 

And podcasts sat at the center of that shift. 

This is partly why podcast influence feels psychologically deeper than 

older forms of media. Television is performative and visually complete. 

Podcasts feel unfinished, porous. You hear hesitation, side tangents, 

abandoned thoughts. The listener mentally participates. Cognitive 

researchers sometimes describe this as “associative priming”: exposure 

to certain ideas increases the likelihood of producing adjacent ones 

later.³ 



In simpler terms: the voices you spend time around begin shaping the 

way you think. 

This has always happened socially. Spend enough time in a writers’ room 

and people begin sharing rhythms. Vocabulary migrates between people. 

Joke structures spread. But podcasts industrialize this process. They 

create thousands of pseudo-colleagues living inside your headphones. 

And because most listening happens at home—during cooking, cleaning, 

working, drawing, editing, or trying to fall asleep—the influence 

becomes intimate.² Podcasts no longer occupy “commute time.” They 

occupy domestic and creative space itself. 

That creates a strange cultural question that the entertainment industry 

has barely begun discussing. 

What happens to our understanding of authorship when creativity 

increasingly emerges from continuous media immersion? 



The AI debate has unintentionally exposed this tension. Much of the 

public argument around generative AI centers on training data: if an AI 

model learns from writers, artists, comedians, filmmakers, or musicians, 

should those creators receive recognition or compensation? 

But human beings also function through accumulation. We absorb, 

remix, and recombine constantly. 

A comedian listens to ten hours of conversational comedy podcasts every 

week. A year later, they write a stand-up special. How much of the 

rhythm belongs to them? How much belongs to the hundreds of hours of 

voices they internalized? 

Again, legally, this is uncomplicated. Artistically, it is not. 

Comedy already operates in an ethically blurry ecosystem where parallel 

thinking is common. Entire genres of jokes emerge simultaneously 

because audiences are consuming the same media inputs. Social media 

accelerated this phenomenon; podcasts deepen it. When millions of 



listeners spend time hearing the same hosts process culture in real time, 

collective comedic instincts begin converging. 

That may partly explain why modern comedy often feels unusually 

self-aware and conversational. Many comedians now sound less like 

performers delivering material and more like podcasters refining 

thoughts publicly. Stand-up itself has become more discursive, less 

theatrical. The influence flows both ways. 

Even the structure of late-night television has changed. Contemporary 

hosts increasingly move between monologue, interview, and 

podcast-style intimacy. The boundary between broadcast entertainment 

and conversational audio has eroded. 

There is also a therapeutic dimension to all of this. 

Art therapy has long recognized that creativity develops through 

externalization—through hearing thoughts spoken aloud, through 

dialogue, through improvisation and reflection. Podcasts simulate 



aspects of this process. They can reduce the psychological isolation of 

creative work by creating the illusion of collaborative thinking.⁴ 

This is why so many writers report listening to podcasts while drafting. 

Silence can feel oppressive; podcasts create cognitive momentum. The 

modern creative process increasingly happens with other voices present. 

Not physically. Sonically. 

And perhaps that is the most important cultural shift here. Podcasts are 

not replacing books, television, or radio. They are replacing proximity. 

They are standing in for the social texture that creative industries once 

relied on physically: overheard conversations, rehearsal rooms, comedy 

clubs, shared offices. 

The result is a culture where ideas no longer emerge from solitude in the 

romantic sense. They emerge from constant conversational immersion. 



Which means the future debate around creativity may not simply be 

about AI versus humans. It may also involve a more uncomfortable 

realization: that originality itself has always been collaborative, and 

podcasts have merely made the collaboration audible. 

The podcast, in other words, is no longer just entertainment. 

It is infrastructure. 

 

Footnotes 

1.​ Edison Research, The Infinite Dial (latest editions 2023–2025), 

reporting monthly podcast listenership exceeding 40% of adults 

in the US and comparable growth trends in the UK via Ofcom. 

2.​ Edison Research, “Most Podcast Listening Is at Home,” 

indicating roughly two-thirds (≈67%) of podcast consumption 

occurs in the home, with average weekly listening among 

regular users between 6–9 hours. 

3.​ See: cognitive psychology literature on associative priming, 

e.g., Daniel Kahneman, Thinking, Fast and Slow(2011), and 



related experimental studies on idea activation through 

exposure. 

4.​ Cathy Malchiodi, Art Therapy and the Brain (2015), and Shaun 

McNiff, Art as Medicine (1992), on externalization, dialogue, and 

creative cognition in therapeutic contexts. 

 
@Tp_l8dr 

Infinite ∞ Moriarty 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 18, 2026 

 
​

The Bit Event Horizon and the End of New Comedy 

There comes a point in every comedy podcast—quietly, almost politely at 

first—when it stops discovering new jokes and begins reorganising the 

old ones. Not repeating them exactly, not yet, but circling them. Refining 

them. Calling back to them. What sounds like confidence is often 

something else: a system closing in on itself. 

Call this Infinite Moriarty. 
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The name suggests a kind of elegant antagonism: not between host and 

audience, but between a format and its own limits. The infinity symbol 

captures the promise podcasts made at the beginning—that conversation 

could go on indefinitely, that humour could be mined endlessly from 

personality, culture, and observation. Moriarty, the archetypal adversary, 

stands in for the problem that inevitably emerges within that infinity: the 

opponent is not external. It is structural. 

Infinite Moriarty is the point at which a comedy podcast, having 

exhausted its capacity for genuinely new material, begins to generate the 

appearance of novelty through recursion. It is not the death of the show. 

In many cases, it is the condition of its continued existence. 

 

The Bit Event Horizon 

Every long-running comedy podcast approaches what might be called a 

Bit Event Horizon: the threshold beyond which the creation of new 



comedic material becomes increasingly rare, and the show instead relies 

on recombination, escalation, and reference to sustain itself. 

Before this point, the energy of the show comes from outward 

movement: 

●​ new stories 

●​ new observations 

●​ new cultural references 

●​ spontaneous interactions 

After it, the movement turns inward: 

●​ callbacks to earlier jokes 

●​ running bits that require prior knowledge 

●​ exaggerated personas 

●​ meta-commentary about the show itself 

The shift is subtle, and often invisible to the hosts. To the audience, 

however, it feels like a change in gravity. The show becomes denser. 

More self-contained. Harder to enter from the outside, but strangely 

comforting from within. 



This is not failure in the traditional sense. It is a phase transition. 

 

From Discovery to Recursion 

Early comedy podcasts operate on discovery. Even when the format is 

loose, there is an implicit belief that conversation will generate humour 

simply by moving forward—through ideas, through anecdotes, through 

the friction of personalities encountering the world. 

But discovery has a limit. 

Over time, the available pool of: 

●​ personal stories 

●​ formative experiences 

●​ fresh observations 

begins to dry up. Not completely, but enough that spontaneity alone can 

no longer sustain the rhythm of weekly production. At this point, 

something else emerges: the system of bits. 



Bits are efficient. They are reusable. They generate laughter not through 

surprise, but through recognition. A callback does not need to be funny 

on its own terms; it only needs to reactivate a previous moment that was. 

And so the show adapts. 

What was once a conversation becomes a structure. What was once 

improvisation becomes a repertoire. 

This is the onset of Infinite Moriarty. 

 

The Callback Law 

We can formalise this as a principle: 

As a comedy podcast grows longer, the probability that it relies on 

callbacks rather than new material approaches 1. 

This is not a criticism. It is an observation about constraints. 



A weekly podcast produces, over years, hundreds of hours of content. 

The expectation, implicit in the format, is that each hour will contain 

something like novelty. But novelty is not infinitely available. What is 

infinitely available is recombination. 

Callbacks are the simplest form of recombination. They allow the show 

to: 

●​ compress time (bringing past humour into the present) 

●​ reward loyal listeners 

●​ generate laughter with minimal setup 

They are also, crucially, a way of avoiding silence. When new material is 

scarce, the past becomes a resource. 

 

Character Drift 

Alongside the rise of callbacks comes another effect: character drift. 



In early episodes, hosts are relatively unformed as performers. They 

speak as themselves, with all the variability and inconsistency that 

entails. Over time, however, certain traits prove more generative than 

others. A particular tone, a recurring reaction, a specific type of 

joke—these begin to stabilise. 

Gradually, each host becomes a version of themselves that is: 

●​ more predictable 

●​ more exaggerated 

●​ more functional within the comedic system 

The angry one becomes angrier. The naïve one becomes more naïve. The 

pedantic one sharpens into caricature. 

This is not inauthenticity. It is optimisation. 

The show, having shifted from discovery to recursion, now requires 

stable components. Personality becomes infrastructure. 

 



The Last Angle Problem 

At the same time, the external world does not stop supplying material. 

News happens. Culture evolves. Topics remain available. What changes 

is the angle. 

Once a podcast has discussed a subject—relationships, technology, 

childhood, work—it cannot return to it in the same way. It must find a 

new entry point, however narrow. 

This produces what might be called the Last Angle Problem: 

●​ not a lack of topics 

●​ but a lack of unused perspectives on those topics 

The result is a peculiar kind of precision. Episodes become more 

specific, more niche, more technically distinct—but not necessarily more 

insightful. 

The conversation continues, but it does so by slicing thinner and thinner 

layers from the same conceptual terrain. 



 

Infinite Moriarty as a General Law 

Although it emerges clearly in comedy podcasts, Infinite Moriarty is not 

limited to them. It describes a broader cultural pattern: 

Any system that promises infinite output from finite inputs will 

eventually turn inward, generating novelty through recombination 

rather than discovery. 

This applies to: 

●​ long-running television formats 

●​ social media discourse 

●​ serialized writing 

●​ even academic fields at their margins 

In each case, the trajectory is similar: 

1.​ Expansion into new territory 

2.​ Saturation of that territory 



3.​ Increasing reliance on internal reference 

4.​ Stabilisation through structure 

Comedy podcasts simply make this visible, because humour is sensitive 

to repetition. What once felt spontaneous begins to feel constructed. 

What once felt effortless reveals its machinery. 

 

Not an Ending, But a Condition 

It would be easy to treat Infinite Moriarty as a terminal diagnosis—a 

sign that a show has “run out of ideas.” But that misunderstands the 

nature of the shift. 

Most podcasts do not end at the Bit Event Horizon. They continue, often 

successfully, for years beyond it. Audiences adapt. In some cases, they 

prefer the later phase: 

●​ the familiarity of callbacks 

●​ the comfort of established dynamics 

●​ the sense of being “in on” the joke 



The show becomes less about generating new laughter and more about 

maintaining a shared comedic language. 

In this sense, Infinite Moriarty is not the death of comedy. It is its 

domestication. 

 

The Shape of the Loop 

The infinity symbol in Infinite Moriarty is not just decorative. It 

describes the structure the podcast ultimately takes: a loop. 

Jokes refer to earlier jokes, which refer to earlier jokes still. Meaning is 

preserved not in individual episodes, but in the network of references 

between them. The show becomes self-sustaining, but also self-enclosed. 

From the outside, it can seem impenetrable. From the inside, it feels 

complete. 



The question is not whether a podcast can avoid this loop. It cannot. The 

question is how it navigates it: 

●​ whether it acknowledges the recursion 

●​ whether it plays with it 

●​ whether it mistakes it for continued expansion 

 

Conclusion 

Infinite Moriarty names a tension at the heart of modern content: the 

desire for endless production colliding with the limits of novelty. 

Comedy podcasts, with their informal structure and relentless cadence, 

reach this tension quickly and expose it clearly. They do not explode into 

absurdity. They do not fall silent. They curve inward. 

They keep talking. 



And in that continued talking—precise, referential, increasingly 

self-aware—you can hear both the ingenuity of the format and the 

constraint it cannot escape. 

Not the end of comedy, but the moment it begins to loop. 
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“Dad,” she asked, curled into the corner of the sofa, “what was it like 

when you were young?” 

He smiled faintly. Not warmly. More like a man remembering a 

discontinued supermarket. 

“Well,” he said, “for a few years there, Britain briefly lowered the 

drawbridge.” 

“To what?” 
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“To television. To filmmaking. To culture generally.” 

He rubbed his thumb along the handle of his mug. 

“You have to understand — before the DSLR camera, making television 

required institutions. Real ones. You needed proper cameras, proper 

editing suites, actual engineers. There were gatekeepers everywhere. 

Annoying people, mostly, but useful. Like sea walls.” 

The daughter nodded slowly. 

“And then the digital cameras arrived?” 

“Yes,” he said. “And suddenly a man called Darren from Guildford could 

form a production company over a weekend.” 

“That sounds nice.” 

“It was,” he said sincerely. “That’s the tragedy.” 



He leaned forward now, speaking with the grave nostalgia people usually 

reserve for wartime rationing. 

“You’d get these little clusters of young people from middling arts 

universities — not the famous ones, not the ones with proper standards, 

but the hopeful middle layer. Places where tutors used phrases like 

‘industry-facing.’” 

He smiled. 

“And for the first time ever, those people could actually make things.” 

“What kind of things?” 

“Oh, sitcom pilots mostly. Mockumentaries. Urban dramas about 

emotionally unavailable men in rental flats. Films where somebody 

worked in a failing record shop.” 

“Were they good?” 



His expression softened. 

“No,” he said. “Not really.” 

And then, after a pause: 

“But they existed.” 

The girl frowned slightly, sensing something heavier underneath. 

“The cameras changed everything. Suddenly there was no economic 

barrier between having an idea and inflicting it on others.” 

“That sounds harsh.” 

“It isn’t harsh,” he replied gently. “It’s democratic.” 

Rain ticked quietly against the windows. 



“You’d see actors who, twenty years earlier, would never have been 

filmed professionally in their lives. Not because they lacked humanity, or 

even talent necessarily, but because there used to be systems that filtered 

uncertainty out before money got spent.” 

“And the systems disappeared?” 

“They weakened,” he said. “Just enough.” 

He stared into his tea. 

“And for one brief period, the country filled with these extraordinary 

little half-failures. Things made by people who were almost good 

enough.” 

“That’s sad.” 

“No,” he said earnestly. “It was beautiful.” 

He laughed quietly to himself. 



“You’d watch a pilot online made by six people in Croydon who 

genuinely believed the BBC might buy it. And sometimes the BBC would 

look at it. That was the incredible part.” 

“Really?” 

“Oh yes. Because everyone was confused. The industry was confused, the 

technology was confused, audiences were confused. Nobody knew yet 

that the internet would eventually centralise everything again under five 

corporations and three acceptable visual styles.” 

The daughter looked at him carefully now. 

“So ordinary people could suddenly get in?” 

“Yes,” he said. “And they rushed in carrying absolutely nothing.” 

She laughed. 



“No, really. That’s what was so moving about it. There was no irony yet. 

People weren’t making bad things knowingly. They sincerely believed 

they were making the next great British comedy while recording audio 

through a scarf because they couldn’t afford a boom operator.” 

He smiled at the memory. 

“And the acting — God.” 

“Bad?” 

“Not bad exactly. Unprotected.” 

He searched for the word. 

“You could see the absence of gatekeepers. That’s what those years 

looked like. Human beings arriving onscreen before the culture had 

decided whether they deserved to be there.” 

The room went quiet. 



“There were pilots where nobody understood pacing. Entire scenes left 

in because cutting them felt emotionally rude. Scripts clearly written by 

people who had only experienced life through other television.” 

“But people watched them?” 

“Constantly.” 

“Why?” 

“Because they were lonely,” he said simply. 

He stood and wandered toward the kitchen. 

“You have to remember what YouTube used to feel like. It wasn’t 

polished yet. It still felt like wandering around abandoned retail units. 

You’d find some sitcom pilot with eight hundred views and terrible 

lighting, and somehow it would feel more real than anything 

professionally made.” 



He turned back toward her. 

“Not because it was better.” 

“But because—” 

“Because failure was still visible.” 

The daughter sat quietly now. 

“And they’re all gone?” 

“Most of them.” 

He nodded sadly. 

“Deleted channels. Copyright claims. Dead Vimeo accounts. Production 

companies dissolved after somebody’s dad stopped paying for Adobe 

Creative Suite.” 



“That’s awful.” 

“Yes,” he said softly. “Thousands of sincere, mediocre dreams erased.” 

He smiled again, but this time there was something genuinely mournful 

in it. 

“And the strange thing is, darling… the worse they were, the more human 

they seemed.” 

Outside, the rain carried on over gardens and satellite dishes and old 

student flats somewhere, where once, briefly, somebody had pointed a 

DSLR camera at their friends and honestly believed culture was about to 

let them in. 
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In a graduate seminar at a vaguely underfunded but aggressively 

self-important film school. A projector hums. Half the students are 

awake. A whiteboard reads: 

“POSTMODERN FEMINISM & THE BOND GIRL PARADIGM” 

At the front of the room sits James Franco wearing a scarf indoors and 

holding three uncapped dry-erase markers. 

 

INT. LECTURE STUDIO – AFTERNOON 

GROUP ONE sits on the left side of the room. They have laptops 

covered in stickers. 

GROUP TWO sits on the right side. They have printed notes and visible 

resentment. 

A grad student moderates. 



MODERATOR 

Today’s debate asks the question: Could Phoebe Waller-Bridge be 

understood as a Bond girl? 

The room murmurs. 

GROUP ONE LEADER 

Absolutely she could. 

GROUP TWO LEADER 

No. Categorically no. 

GROUP ONE LEADER 

Okay, but culturally? Symbolically? Absolutely yes. 

GROUP TWO LEADER 

No, because words mean things. 

GROUP ONE LEADER 



She came in and did rewrites on No Time to Die to make the female 

characters more dimensional. 

GROUP TWO LEADER 

That makes her a writer. 

GROUP ONE LEADER 

But Bond girls historically reflect the era’s relationship to women. That’s 

the point. In the modern era, influence isparticipation. Her fingerprints 

are on the feminine identity of the movie itself. 

GROUP TWO MEMBER 

That’s like saying the caterer is Batman because he fed Gotham. 

GROUP ONE LEADER 

No, because the Bond girl is already a meta-textual role. It’s an 

archetype. 

GROUP TWO LEADER 



An archetype portrayed by actresses inside the film. 

GROUP ONE MEMBER 

But she shaped the gaze! 

GROUP TWO MEMBER 

She shaped dialogue. 

GROUP ONE MEMBER 

Exactly. The modern Bond girl doesn’t have to be physically in the 

movie. She can exist structurally. 

A pause. 

One student quietly types “structurally hot” into their notes. 

GROUP TWO LEADER 

Calling her a Bond girl minimizes actual Bond girls. 



GROUP ONE LEADER 

No, it expands the category. 

GROUP TWO LEADER 

No, it destroys the category. 

GROUP ONE MEMBER 

Cinema evolves. 

GROUP TWO MEMBER 

Not everything is theory. 

GROUP ONE MEMBER 

Everything is theory. 

GROUP TWO MEMBER 

You wore fingerless gloves to class. 



The room erupts. 

At the front, James Franco raises a hand with exhausted authority. 

JAMES FRANCO 

Okay. Okay. This is all really powerful. Very electric. Very… Sundance 

airport lounge. 

He pulls out a legal pad. 

JAMES FRANCO (CONT'D) 

I have made some notes. 

The room quiets instantly. 

JAMES FRANCO (CONT'D) 

And now… my findings. 

He dramatically reaches into his satchel and removes a thick paperback. 



The cover reads: 

“JAMES FRANCO’S BIG BOOK OF HOW TO BE A TEACHER REAL 

GOOD” 

He opens it solemnly. 

JAMES FRANCO 

Page forty-two. 

(reading)​

“When deciding who wins a debate, the teacher should first ask himself… 

which side felt more like cinema?” 

Students nod as though this is profound. 

JAMES FRANCO (CONT'D) 



Now. Group One makes an interesting point. The Bond girl, in the 

twenty-first century, may no longer merely exist within the frame… but 

may influence the frame itself. 

Group One smirks triumphantly. 

JAMES FRANCO (CONT'D) 

However… 

Group Two perks up. 

JAMES FRANCO (CONT'D) 

Group Two argues that authorship and representation are distinct 

categories. And if everyone becomes a Bond girl… then no one is. 

The class gasps lightly at the accidental syndrome-villain phrasing. 

JAMES FRANCO 

Therefore… my ruling is— 



The door BURSTS OPEN. 

An overeager, bearded comedy-guy type enters carrying a smoothie. 

Not quite Seth Rogen. Clearly someone from the wider orbit of Judd 

Apatow productions. 

ANCILLARY APATOW GUY 

Hey, man, sorry I’m late— 

(sees class)​

Whoa. Smart room. 

JAMES FRANCO 

Why is Seth not here? 

The guy freezes. 

ANCILLARY APATOW GUY 



Uh… 

He leans down and whispers into Franco’s ear. 

We do not hear what he says. 

Franco’s face immediately changes. 

Blank. 

Horrified. 

Processing. 

The exact expression of George W. Bush in that classroom photograph 

after hearing about the planes. 

Silence overtakes the room. 

One student slowly closes their MacBook. 



Another whispers: 

STUDENT 

Oh my God. 

Franco stares into the middle distance. 

Still holding the book. 

Still on page forty-two. 

Finally: 

JAMES FRANCO 

Class dismissed. 

CUT TO BLACK. 
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The underground bunker vibrated with the kind of chaotic energy 

usually reserved for jury duty or group projects that had gone wrong 

immediately. 

Around a long command table sat the world’s most famous superheroes 

from across Marvel and DC Comics, all arguing at once like the concept 

of teamwork was personally offensive to them. 

At the head of the table stood Young Alfred—khaki military fatigues 

layered under a sharply tailored butler coat, one eye covered by an 

eyepatch, posture rigid with the exhausted authority of a man who had 

seen too much nonsense in too many lifetimes. 

He tapped a clipboard once. 

Hard. 

“Right,” Alfred said. “We are building a Megazord.” 



Silence. 

Then— 

Everyone immediately started talking over each other. 

“I should be the head!” Thor declared. 

“My suit already is a mech!” Iron Man argued. 

“This requires stealth-based leadership!” Batman insisted. 

“Guys, I can literally assemble it faster than you can—” Flash began. 

Alfred raised a hand. 

Everything stopped. 

“No,” he said calmly. “You are not building a democracy. You are 

building a mechanised apology for your existence.” 



He pointed around the room with surgical precision. 

Thor: right leg.​

Hulk: left leg.​

Black Panther: navigation system.​

Batman: cockpit door.​

Spider-Man: emergency adhesive system.​

Iron Man: power core. 

Spider-Man blinked. 

“Wait, I’m what now?” 

“Duct tape,” Alfred replied. 

Spider-Man slowly nodded. “Yeah… that feels correct actually.” 

Batman folded his arms. “And what are you?” 

Alfred adjusted his eyepatch. 



“I am the pilot,” he said. “Because I am the only professional here.” 

A beat. 

Flash raised a hand. “So we’re just ignoring the emotional implications 

of being assigned as a leg—?” 

BOOOOOOOOM. 

The bunker shook violently. 

The ceiling lights flickered. Dust fell like the building was reconsidering 

its structural integrity. 

Alarm sirens screamed, immediately ignored. 

Silence followed. 

Spider-Man slowly turned his head. 



“…Okay,” he said. “That is definitely my nemesis.” 

“No,” Batman said instantly. “That’s Joker energy.” 

“That’s new chaos,” Captain America corrected. 

“Mine,” Spider-Man insisted. 

The smoke outside thickened and swirled unnaturally. 

A figure emerged. 

Hovering. 

Slow. 

Dramatic. 

Batman squinted. “That’s Ra’s al Ghul posture.” 



“That’s not Ra’s al Ghul confidence,” Wonder Woman said. “That’s 

unwell confidence.” 

The smoke cleared. 

And in floated— 

Charles Xavier, but not as anyone remembered him. 

His hover-chair had been violently customised into a punk nightmare: 

spray-painted panels, dangling chains, unnecessary spikes, and an 

aesthetic that screamed “I was not supervised during this 

transformation.” 

His hair was a glued-on mohawk that looked like it had been applied 

during an argument. 

One ear had a dangling earring swinging like punctuation. 



And, inexplicably, a nipple piercing hung from his costume like it had 

given up on dignity entirely. 

He stared at them. 

“…Who the hell are all of you?” he asked. 

Spider-Man stepped forward immediately. 

“That’s my nemesis,” he said confidently. 

“No,” Batman said. “That’s generic villain energy.” 

Young Alfred had gone still. 

“…Dark Xavier,” he said quietly. 

Everyone turned. 

“You know him?” Iron Man asked. 



Alfred’s voice dropped slightly. 

“Long ago,” he said, “we served together. Before he became… this.” 

Thor leaned forward. “Friends?” 

Alfred paused. 

“Yes,” he said. “Until he decided identity was something you could 

spray-paint onto reality.” 

Spider-Man whispered, “Alfred has lore…” 

Xavier squinted. 

“I don’t know who you are,” he said bluntly. 

Alfred’s eye narrowed. 

“You don’t remember me?” 



“No,” Xavier said. “You look like you deliver tea and disappointment.” 

A silence landed heavily. 

Batman turned slightly toward Alfred. 

“…He forgot you?” 

Alfred exhaled. 

“Apparently so.” 

Xavier shrugged. 

“I’m Punk Xavier,” he said. “I do what the fuck I want.” 

Spider-Man nodded slowly. “Yeah that’s definitely my guy.” 

“No,” Batman said again. “That’s not how nemeses work.” 

Xavier suddenly spun in place in his hover-chair. 



“Whoop whoop whoop,” he said, circling lazily. 

Iron Man stared. “Is he… doing aerial laps?” 

“Seems like it,” Captain America replied. 

Xavier waved dismissively as he drifted away. 

“Sort your lives out,” he called. “None of you are that important.” 

And then he was gone. 

The bunker fell silent again. 

Spider-Man stared into the distance. 

“…What a dickhead,” he said. 

Everyone nodded. 

Even Alfred. 



“…Yes,” he agreed. “That is an accurate assessment.” 

A pause. 

Thor raised a hand cautiously. 

“So… do we still assemble into a giant robot?” 

Alfred slowly closed his clipboard. 

“…Unfortunately,” he said, “yes.” 
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It starts, like most long-running bad ideas, with something that 

shouldn’t have survived the room it was born in. 
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Freshers’ week. Dorm corridor lighting that makes everyone look slightly 

like they’re being processed rather than introduced. People 

half-listening, half-performing, trying to become versions of themselves 

that will be easier to explain later. 

“Hi, I’m Nathaniel Bidair.” 

A pause. 

Then, from across the room, someone says it—casual, automatic, almost 

affectionate in its carelessness: 

“What, are you the drummer from Nickelback?” 

It lands wrong immediately. Not cruelly. Not cleverly. Just inaccurately 

enough that it should collapse on contact with reality. 

Because the drummer is Daniel Adair. Different spelling. Different 

person. Not even close enough for the joke to justify itself. 



But it survives anyway. 

Because jokes like that don’t need correctness. They need repetition. 

So it becomes a thing between them. 

Not important. Not meaningful. Just repeatable. 

And repeatable things, over time, become rituals. 

First birthday: a Nickelback CD. 

It’s handed over with the embarrassed confidence of something that 

knows it’s bad and is relying on that fact for its entire identity. 

It works. 

Laughter. Confusion. Acceptance. 

Second year: another CD. 



Third year: another. 

And so on. 

At some point neither of them can locate, the joke stops being about 

Nickelback and starts being about continuity itself. A shared signal that 

says: we still exist in relation to each other; nothing fundamental has 

broken; the loop is still intact. 

It is, in hindsight, less a joke and more a maintenance system disguised 

as one. 

— 

Then, after twenty years of functioning exactly as it always has— 

It stops. 

No CD. 



No message. 

No acknowledgement. 

At first it feels like logistics. Delay. Forgetfulness. Normal adulthood 

erosion of ritual. 

But the absence doesn’t behave like a missing object. 

It behaves like a gap that keeps widening the longer you look at it. 

Because by this point, the world has already taught him what absence 

can mean. People don’t vanish all at once anymore. They thin out. They 

drift. They become less reachable before they become gone. 

So the mind, doing what it does when it refuses uncertainty, fills the gap. 

No CD becomes: 

something happened. 



And that something quickly becomes the worst available version of 

“something.” 

He starts checking. 

Not dramatically. Not openly. Just small, controlled escalations that feel 

reasonable in isolation. 

Old messages. Old photos. Activity patterns that mean nothing unless 

you’re already looking for meaning. 

And always the same conclusion forming underneath: 

A ritual doesn’t stop after twenty years unless the person maintaining it 

has changed in a way that makes continuation impossible. 

Which, in his head, only translates one way. 

— 



He sends a message. 

Casual on the surface. Carefully casual. The kind of casual that is already 

compromised. 

Did the CD tradition finally die or did I just get demoted? 

The reply comes back normal enough to feel wrong. 

Stopped this year. Felt like we’d outgrown it. 

Outgrown it. 

That word does more damage than it should be allowed to. 

Because it doesn’t explain. It reframes. 

And reframing, in the absence of full information, becomes 

interpretation fuel. 



From that point on, everything accelerates. 

Not logically. Not cleanly. 

But internally consistent in the way paranoia often is. 

If the ritual stopped, then something else must have changed. 

If something changed, it must be significant. 

If it’s significant, it must explain the emotional weight his mind is now 

assigning to it. 

And the only explanation it offers him—because it is already leaning in 

that direction—is collapse. 

He is going to find out his friend is dead. 

Or about to be. 



Or already gone in a way that hasn’t been announced yet. 

— 

So he follows. 

Not immediately in a cinematic sense. In stages. 

Digital first. Then physical. 

Then obsessive. 

Then, eventually, unavoidable. 

Until he finds the venue. 

A basement-adjacent bar-club hybrid that looks like it has committed to 

existing outside normal scheduling. 

Inside, the world is loud, saturated, overlit. 



And on stage— 

A band. 

A cover band. 

But not like any cover band he’s prepared for. 

This isn’t nostalgia. It isn’t irony. 

It’s something closer to devotion. 

They’re playing like they mean it. 

And at the front of it: 

His friend. 

Except not quite. 



Hair transformed into exaggerated, intentional ringlets. A stylised 

version of early Chad Kroeger aesthetics so committed it feels almost 

religious. Goatee intact. Expression focused in a way that doesn’t invite 

interpretation. 

And behind them: 

DEFINITELY NOT BACK 

Which feels less like a name and more like a warning about recursion. 

The music is excellent. 

That’s the first fracture in his expectation. 

Because he had prepared for decline. Not competence. 

— 

After the set, things escalate fast. 



He confronts him. 

It comes out wrong—too fast, too layered, too emotionally preloaded. 

“I thought you stopped the CDs because something happened—I 

thought people were— I thought you—” 

His friend looks at him like he’s being interrupted from a process that 

has nothing to do with him. 

Then he punches him in the stomach. 

Not cinematic. 

Just decisive. 

And says, very calmly: 

“Just leave. It’s too late for me.” 



Which should mean something. 

But doesn’t clarify what. 

Because the band immediately moves to remove him, and the entire 

situation behaves like a system protecting itself from misinterpretation. 

He doubles over, breath stolen, mind still running faster than his body. 

And instead of leaving— 

he lights a spliff. 

Because clarity, in situations like this, is overrated. Motion matters 

more. 

And he follows them. 

— 



The afterparty is worse than expected. 

Not quieter. Not smaller. 

Larger. 

A warehouse-like space full of people dressed in exaggerated Nickelback 

fandom aesthetics—trucker hats, denim, ironic band tees worn with 

religious sincerity. 

But the irony has layered itself so many times it stops reading as irony. 

It reads as culture. 

And worse: 

It reads as functional. 



The music is intense. The energy is euphoric. The entire room behaves 

like it is participating in something it fully understands without needing 

to articulate it. 

And then he sees her. 

A girl standing slightly apart from the crowd, observing instead of 

participating. 

She listens to his explanation—joke, CDs, twenty-year ritual, 

disappearance, cover band, punch, fear of suicide. 

And she doesn’t reject it. 

She categorises it. 

“Systemic ritual dependency,” she says eventually, almost casually. 

“Sometimes cultural jokes stabilise into infrastructure. When they stop, 

people misread the failure mode.” 



He stares at her. 

“That’s not a thing.” 

“It is if enough people behave like it is.” 

She glances toward the stage area. 

“And sometimes,” she adds, “the system selects an object to orbit. It 

becomes symbolic. Self-sustaining. Dionysian substitution loops, 

basically.” 

He doesn’t fully follow. 

But he understands enough to feel that she is describing something real 

in a way that doesn’t require permission. 

— 

He goes down. 



Basement corridor. Sound thickening. 

Door open. 

Band already playing again. 

And his friend— 

fully in it now. 

Not performing irony. 

Not performing identity. 

Performing continuity. 

He stops the band when he sees him. 

Silence drops like a curtain. 

“You followed it down,” he says. 



“The what?” 

“The joke,” his friend says. “The system. The whole thing.” 

And then it comes out. 

Not a confession. 

A clarification. 

The CDs weren’t affection. 

They weren’t humour anymore. 

They were maintenance. 

A way of keeping the loop intact. 

A way of sustaining identity through repetition until repetition became 

identity. 



“You thought I stopped because something happened to me,” he says 

quietly. “Nothing happened. I just stopped maintaining it.” 

And that is the final collapse. 

Because it means the story was never about absence. 

It was about misread continuity. 

— 

Then the final reveal lands—not as shock, but as extension. 

His friend steps forward, removes the performed layer of identity like it’s 

been sitting there waiting to be acknowledged, and says: 

“I am Nickelback.” 

Not metaphorically. 



Not jokingly. 

Structurally. 

He explains it like it’s obvious now: 

He never stopped being it. 

He just expanded it. 

Cover bands. Echo bands. Self-replication loops. 

A system designed to keep the identity alive even when external 

recognition changes shape. 

“If the culture stops sustaining you,” he says, “you sustain yourself.” 

The drummer nods like this is normal. 

The bassist doesn’t even look up. 



And somewhere in the explanation is the real point: 

nothing was ever disappearing. 

It was multiplying. 

— 

Later, the basement clears. 

The noise resumes above. 

The system continues. 

And he ends up outside without fully remembering how. 

The girl is there. 

“You okay?” she asks. 

He thinks about it. 



Then says: 

“I think I confused a joke with a structure.” 

She nods. 

“That happens more than people admit.” 

— 

Final image: 

Much later. 

Different room. 

Different life continuity. 

He’s holding a guitar. 

A setlist on his phone. 



A band name he hasn’t fully committed to yet. 

And written there— 

Steely Dan. 

Which is, in its own quiet way, just another loop beginning. 
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The first plate shattered before he even understood the words. 

His wife stood in the kitchen doorway, coat still damp from the rain, eyes 

blazing with the terrible confidence of someone who had rehearsed this 

moment a hundred times. 

“I finally did it,” she announced. “I cheated on you.” 
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The husband stared at the sink full of suds, at the white porcelain 

fragments around his slippers, and then back at her. His mouth opened, 

but nothing sensible emerged. 

Another plate slipped from his trembling hands. 

Crash. 

“You idiot!” she cried, pointing accusingly. “That was my mother’s 

favourite plate!” 

He bent immediately, apologising, scrambling for the shards with thick, 

clumsy fingers. In his panic he backed into the counter, knocking the air 

fryer clean off the sideboard. It hit the floor with a dreadful crunch and 

skidded across the tiles. 

“My air fryer!” she shrieked. “My favourite air fryer!” 

“Please,” he begged, dropping to his knees among the broken crockery. 

“Please don’t leave me.” 



He reached for her ankle as though he might physically hold the 

marriage together, but instead tore the buckle clean off one of her shoes. 

She gasped in horror. 

“My favourite shoes!” 

With a furious kick she caught him square in the head. The husband 

pinwheeled backwards through the open kitchen window and 

disappeared into the night. 

There came a metallic crunch from outside. 

He had landed on her car. 

“My favourite car!” she screamed out into the darkness. 

The husband groaned from the crumpled roof while rain drizzled 

steadily over him. 



His wife stood framed in the broken window and delivered the final 

blow. 

“I’m marrying Colonel Jezebel Montebonte,” she declared. “And you are 

never coming back into this house again.” 

Then she slammed the window shut. 

The husband remained sprawled across the dented roof of the car, 

rainwater dripping into his ears, wondering vaguely whether his 

marriage could still be saved if he apologised enough. 

Above him, the kitchen window burst open again. 

His wife leaned out, furious beyond reason, clutching the ruined air fryer 

by its handle. 

“You love this air fryer so much,” she screamed, “why don’t you marry 

this instead of me? Because I’m marrying Colonel Jezebel Montebonte 

tomorrow!” 



Then she hurled the air fryer directly at his head. 

The husband yelped. 

But the power lead — absurdly long, tangled like the tentacles of some 

furious kitchen squid — remained plugged into the wall. 

The air fryer smashed through the car windshield, bounced violently off 

the steering wheel, and landed squarely on the accelerator pedal. 

The engine roared to life. 

The car lurched forward, spun sideways, and immediately began 

revolving in savage circles across the driveway like an enormous metal 

Catherine wheel. Tyres screamed. Mud sprayed everywhere. The 

husband clung desperately to the roof. 

“Princess!” he cried as the vehicle spiralled faster and faster. 

Then the car hit the garden wall. 



The force launched the husband clean through the upstairs window of 

the house. 

Glass exploded inward. 

He flew into the boudoir, bounced once upon the bedspread, and landed 

tangled in decorative cushions. 

For one miraculous second there was silence. 

Then, from the hallway: 

“Trying to get back in, I see. Typical.” 

The bedroom door slammed open. 

His wife entered carrying a fork wrapped tightly in an apron, the fabric 

twisted around the handle like the tail of a medieval mace. 

The husband raised both hands. 



“Princess, please—” 

She whipped the fork across the room. 

The apron unfurled in mid-air with terrifying precision, wrapped itself 

around his wrist, and yanked his arm hard against the bedpost. 

“Aagh! My arm!” 

Before he could free himself she launched a dishcloth. It twisted around 

his other hand. A tea towel followed. Then a string of oven gloves. Then, 

somehow, an entire fitted bedsheet. 

Each household object wrapped around him with impossible accuracy 

until the husband was spread helplessly across the bed like a man being 

attacked by extremely aggressive laundry. 

His wife climbed onto the mattress and straddled him triumphantly. 

“You pathetic idiot,” she hissed. 



Then she produced her phone. 

On the screen was a video of Colonel Jezebel Montebonte. 

“THIS,” she declared, shoving the screen inches from her husband’s face, 

“is a man.” 

The colonel stood in full military uniform atop what appeared to be a 

moving horse, though it was difficult to tell because he was blowing a 

silver whistle with such violence that his cheeks had ballooned to 

dangerous proportions. 

FWEEEEEEET! 

The wife slapped the husband sharply across the forehead. 

“Shut up!” 

FWEEEEEEET! 



“Sentenced!” 

FWEEEEEEET! 

“Sentenced!” 

FWEEEEEEET! 

“Sentenced!” 

The husband turned his head away, tears forming in his eyes. 

“Please, Princess,” he whimpered. “It’s going to make me cry again.” 

But she forced the phone back toward him. 

The colonel was now somehow riding two horses simultaneously while 

continuing the whistle solo without pausing for breath. 

FWEEEEEEET! 



“Sentenced!” 

And downstairs, forgotten entirely amidst the chaos, the air fryer quietly 

burst into flames. 
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The room drifted constantly. 

Not metaphorically. The room itself reconfigured every forty seconds 

according to an optimization logic owned by a wellness subsidiary called 

VELORA/Movement™, whose slogan — visible in silver vinyl above the 

mirrored wall — was: 

MOVE BEYOND HUMAN POSITIONING. 
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The participants wore HoverStrides, articulated ankle machines that 

suspended each runner four inches above the ground. They jogged 

without friction. The shoes emitted a soft hydraulic whine like distant 

dental equipment. 

No one stopped moving. 

The old aerobics classes had failed because they implied destination. 

These new classes understood the contemporary body more accurately: 

perpetual exertion without travel. 

Rows of six. 

Then circles. 

Then diagonal migration lattices. 

Then “social dissolution patterns.” 



At the front of the studio, the instructor watched them from a raised 

platform, his headset microphone curving along his cheek like medical 

tubing. His name was Kaine. He had the facial symmetry of someone 

designed by litigation-averse software. 

“Prepare,” he said calmly. “For emotional redistribution.” 

The room shifted. 

People glided laterally in perfect silence, hovering past one another at 

jogging speed. Shoes adjusted position automatically through magnetic 

floor mapping. Human beings rearranged themselves like icons on a 

desktop. 

Lena caught sight of him again. 

Three positions ahead. Dark shirt. Narrow waist. The beautiful man 

from Check-In. 

Evan. 



She had spent twelve minutes constructing opportunities to appear 

accidentally adjacent to him. In older civilizations this process was 

known as flirting. In the wellness era it resembled military drone 

acquisition. 

She increased her stride calibration by two percent. 

The HoverStrides compensated instantly. 

Now beside him. 

For six precious seconds. 

He glanced over, breathless but smiling. 

“I did this class last month,” he said. “A guy passed out and kept 

hovering unconscious for like twenty seconds.” 



She laughed immediately. Too hard. Relief laughter. Attraction laughter. 

The involuntary laughter of someone who had not wanted another 

person this badly in years. 

“Oh my God,” she said. “That’s actually fu—” 

“RECONFIGURE.” 

The room obeyed. 

The floor emitted a low orchestral hum. Bodies slid apart. 

Lena continued the sentence while moving twenty feet sideways. 

“—fucking hilarious.” 

But Evan was gone. 

In his place now hovered a bald man with translucent eyebrows and an 

aggressively expensive smartwatch. 



He smiled slowly. 

“You know,” he said, “women usually find me intimidating.” 

Lena stared at him. 

His name on the leaderboard was BRETT_KETO_ALPHA. 

“No,” she said weakly. “I was talking to someone else.” 

But Brett had already absorbed the signal. The system encouraged this. 

HoverFit’s proprietary intimacy engine depended on conversational 

ambiguity. Their studies showed attraction increased 38% when social 

cues became geographically unstable. 

Above them another slogan rotated across the mirrored wall: 

CONNECTION IS MOST AUTHENTIC UNDER CONDITIONS OF 

DISORIENTATION. 



Kaine raised one sculpted arm. 

“Column inversion in three… two… transcend.” 

The class rotated ninety degrees while running. 

People drifted through one another’s former realities. 

Lena glimpsed Evan briefly between shoulders and chrome support 

beams. He was laughing now beside a silver-haired woman in biometric 

compression fabric. The woman touched his arm. Lena felt an immediate 

prehistoric hatred. 

She accelerated again. 

The room accelerated with her. 

A man beside her said, “Your energy’s incredible.” 

She turned. 



Another replacement. 

This one had the gaunt theatrical fragility of an improv teacher 

recovering from ketamine therapy. 

“I can tell,” he continued, “that you’re someone who sees people deeply.” 

“No,” Lena said. “I don’t.” 

“I used to model grief.” 

Kaine’s voice descended from hidden speakers. 

“Excellent emotional throughput, Sector Three.” 

The participants cheered automatically. 

They had all signed the waiver acknowledging that spontaneous pair 

bonding might occur during Dynamic Positional Fitness. Several 



marriages had originated in HoverFit classes. Two had ended during 

class. 

One participant famously served divorce papers while maintaining a 

twelve-minute-mile pace. 

The company had won an award for innovation. 

Lena finally maneuvered herself near Evan again during a maneuver 

called SPIRAL ASCENSION, where runners orbited the room in 

tightening concentric rings while maintaining eye contact with 

rotational partners. 

The effect was religious and nauseating. 

Evan smiled at her. 

“Hey,” he said. “I feel like we keep almost talking.” 

“Yes,” she said immediately. “I was actually trying to—” 



“MEGA RECONFIGURE.” 

The lights dimmed. 

A bass tone shuddered through the floor. 

The room entered full spatial randomization. 

Bodies scattered violently across the studio in smooth frictionless 

silence. 

Lena drifted backward at speed, still jogging, still speaking. 

“—ask if maybe you wanted to get a drink after—” 

She stopped. 

Kaine hovered directly in front of her. 



The instructor regarded her calmly while the others continued running 

around them in algorithmic patterns. 

For the first time all class, he looked almost human. 

Sweat darkened the collar of his immaculate grey performance suit. 

“HoverFit discourages exclusive attachment,” he said softly. 

The room rotated behind him like a giant machine for manufacturing 

loneliness. 

Then he leaned closer. 

“But there’s a protein bar downstairs with limited seating.” 
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Arthur Straw sat beneath the white glare of the tribunal lights like an 

overripe pear left too long in a pantry. His uniform strained at every 

seam with the desperate optimism of cheap upholstery. A single brass 

button clung to life at the center of his stomach, reflecting the 

fluorescent lights with the resignation of a doomed lighthouse keeper. 

The courtroom was military in everything except honesty. 

Flags hung motionless behind the bench. Three admirals sat in rigid 

silence beside the judge advocate, whose face possessed all the warmth 

and flexibility of refrigerated ham. 

At the center stood Prosecutor Lionel Vane, a man who spoke as though 

every sentence had already won an award. 

He approached slowly. 

Deliberately. 

Predatorily. 



“State your name for the tribunal.” 

The large man swallowed. 

“Arthur Straw.” 

“And your position?” 

“I was Senior Simulation Stability Coordinator at Central Aviation 

Measuring Equational Latitude And Longitude.” 

Vane paused. 

Turned. 

Raised an eyebrow to the tribunal. 

“And that acronym,” he said carefully, “is pronounced?” 

Straw shifted in his seat. 



“…Camel.” 

“Camel.” 

“Yes.” 

“Convenient.” 

A small ripple moved through the gallery. 

The judge banged his gavel. 

“Order.” 

Vane resumed pacing. 

“Mr. Straw, would you explain to the tribunal the purpose of Camel.” 

Straw cleared his throat. 



“We conducted simulation tests for experimental aircraft systems. Before 

prototypes are built, they undergo environmental and stress simulations. 

Wind resistance. Fuel instability. Rotational dynamics. Structural fatigue. 

The simulations determine whether a project is viable enough to justify 

congressional appropriations.” 

“In layman’s terms?” 

“We see whether the plane explodes before taxpayers pay for it.” 

A murmur of amusement. 

Even one of the admirals smiled briefly before remembering his 

profession. 

“And Project Icarus,” said Vane, “was what?” 

Straw’s eyes lowered. 

“The most advanced atmospheric aircraft ever conceived.” 



“Describe it.” 

“It was capable of sustained hypersonic velocity at near-orbital altitude.” 

“And if successful?” 

“It would revolutionize aviation.” 

Vane nodded solemnly. 

“A triumph for mankind.” 

“Yes.” 

“And yet,” he continued softly, “the simulations failed.” 

“Yes.” 

“Catastrophically.” 

“Yes.” 



“The aircraft entered an unrecoverable spiral before detonating over the 

simulated Atlantic Ocean.” 

“Yes.” 

“And this happened,” Vane said, stopping dead center before the witness 

stand, “because the calibration chair collapsed.” 

Silence. 

A cough somewhere in the back. 

Straw adjusted his collar. 

“Yes.” 

Vane blinked theatrically. 

“The calibration chair.” 



“Yes.” 

“The entire future of American aviation…” 

“…yes.” 

“…was destroyed by a chair.” 

“It wasn’t just a chair.” 

“No?” 

“It was a gyroscopic equilibrium seat.” 

“A chair.” 

“…yes.” 

The prosecutor walked slowly toward the evidence table. 

Upon it sat Exhibit D. 



The remains of the chair. 

Or what had once been a chair. 

Now it resembled a steel crab crushed beneath divine judgment. 

Bent titanium supports curled outward. Springs protruded like exposed 

organs. 

One armrest had snapped clean off. 

Vane placed a hand upon it with the tenderness of a funeral director. 

“This,” he said quietly, “is what remained after the incident.” 

No response. 

“The tribunal has heard testimony from engineers stating this seat was 

rated to withstand rotational forces equivalent to atmospheric reentry.” 



“Yes.” 

“And yet it failed under ordinary laboratory conditions.” 

“Yes.” 

Vane turned sharply. 

“Would you care to explain how?” 

Straw’s face reddened. 

“There were… structural issues.” 

“Structural issues.” 

“Yes.” 

“What sort of structural issues?” 

Straw hesitated. 



The prosecutor moved closer. 

“What sort of structural issues, Mr. Straw?” 

A bead of sweat rolled down Straw’s temple. 

“The load exceeded recommendations.” 

“The load.” 

“Yes.” 

“And by ‘load,’” Vane said delicately, “you mean you.” 

The gallery stirred. 

“Objection,” muttered the defense attorney weakly. 

“Overruled,” said the judge instantly, almost excited. 

Vane circled. 



“Mr. Straw, what was your recorded body weight on the day of the 

incident?” 

Straw stared ahead. 

“Two hundred and eighty pounds.” 

Vane consulted papers. 

“Would you like to revise that statement in light of the cafeteria 

inventory records?” 

Silence. 

“The tribunal has entered into evidence fourteen months of missing 

dessert allocations.” 

No response. 

“Forty-three puddings.” 



A blink. 

“Eighty-seven custard cups.” 

A longer blink. 

“One hundred and twelve chocolate ration bars.” 

The prosecutor leaned in. 

“And a Thanksgiving ham.” 

The courtroom erupted. 

“ORDER!” 

The gavel cracked like gunfire. 

“ORDER IN THIS COURT!” 

Straw’s breathing grew ragged. 



Vane continued mercilessly. 

“Is it not true, Mr. Straw, that over a period of nearly three years you 

systematically consumed supplemental rations assigned to junior 

personnel?” 

“I—” 

“Is it not true that technicians referred to your office as ‘The Feeding 

Zone’?” 

“I didn’t—” 

“IS IT NOT TRUE,” thundered Vane, “THAT YOU ATE AN ENTIRE 

RETIREMENT SHEET CAKE INTENDED FOR COMMANDER 

HOLLIS?” 

“That was one time!” 

Gasps. 



A woman in the gallery covered her mouth. 

Vane stepped backward slowly, like an actor giving the audience room to 

applaud. 

“And there,” he whispered, “we arrive.” 

The room went still. 

Even the fluorescent lights seemed to hum more quietly. 

Vane approached the ruined chair. 

“Mr. Straw…” 

He rested a hand upon the twisted metal. 

“For three years this nation entrusted you with the future of flight.” 

He lifted a broken support beam. 



“A machine designed to survive Mach Nine.” 

Another piece. 

“A seat engineered by the finest minds in aerospace science.” 

Closer now. 

“And yet…” 

His voice sharpened. 

“…while America reached for the stars…” 

He pointed directly at Straw. 

“…you reached for seconds.” 

The courtroom exploded. 

The judge hammered the gavel repeatedly. 



“ORDER! ORDER!” 

Vane’s voice rose above the chaos. 

“You gorged yourself on the rations of honest men!” 

“Objection!” 

“You turned a state-of-the-art calibration system into a cafeteria 

casualty!” 

“ORDER!” 

“And when the moment came…” 

He slammed both hands onto the evidence table. 

“…when the nation asked you to carry the weight of progress…” 

He pointed dramatically at the shattered chair. 



“…YOU—” 

A pause. 

Perfectly timed. 

“…were the particularly fat Straw…” 

Another pause. 

“…that broke the Camel’s back.” 

Pandemonium. 

People shouting. 

Reporters scribbling furiously. 

One admiral actually stood up. 

The judge was nearly screaming now. 



“ORDER! ORDER IN THIS COURT!” 

Arthur Straw began crying. 

Not dignified crying. 

Not cinematic crying. 

Wet, exhausted, hopeless crying. 

His cheeks trembled violently. 

“I was under stress,” he whimpered. 

Vane stared coldly. 

“Stress?” 

“Yes…” 

“You know what was under stress, Mr. Straw?” 



He lifted the twisted armrest. 

“This.” 

Laughter burst from the gallery despite the judge’s fury. 

The defense attorney had his head in his hands. 

Straw sobbed openly now. 

“I never meant for anybody to get hurt…” 

“No one was hurt,” snapped Vane. 

“That’s what makes this so grotesque.” 

Silence again. 

The prosecutor adjusted his cuffs. 

“Three billion dollars.” 



He let the number hang. 

“Gone because one man confused national defense with an 

all-you-can-eat buffet.” 

The judge removed his glasses slowly. 

For a long moment, nobody spoke. 

Then finally: 

“Mr. Straw…” 

The judge sighed deeply. 

“…this tribunal will recess for lunch.” 

A terrible pause followed. 

Every eye in the courtroom turned toward Arthur Straw. 



The judge noticed too late. 

“…perhaps,” he added carefully, “…a light lunch.” 

Blackout. 
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The houses along Maple Crescent stood in perfect rows beneath the late 

afternoon sun, their white fences glowing softly in the golden light. 

Freshly cut grass striped each lawn in neat green bands, and little 

flowerbeds bloomed carefully beside every front path. A breeze moved 

lazily through the trees, carrying the scent of lilac and warm earth. 

At the corner of the street, children rode bicycles in slow looping circles 

while their mothers talked pleasantly from shaded porches. Somewhere 

nearby, a lawnmower hummed peacefully. 

The school bus came to a gentle stop at the curb. 
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Talia stepped down onto the pavement and thanked the driver before 

walking home beneath the arching maple branches. The leaves flickered 

softly overhead in the sunlight. Her shoes tapped lightly against the 

path. 

The blue house at the end of the crescent looked especially beautiful in 

the afternoon glow. The windows shone brightly. White curtains drifted 

slightly in the open kitchen window. 

Inside, the house smelled of baking cherries and cinnamon. 

Music played quietly on the radio. 

Her mother stood at the kitchen counter in a pale yellow dress with a 

white apron tied neatly around her waist. Sunlight filled the room so 

completely it softened every edge. Glass jars gleamed on the shelves. A 

bowl of polished red apples sat at the centre of the table. 



“Well hello, sweetheart,” her mother said warmly as Talia came through 

the door. 

“Hi, Mum.” 

“How was school today?” 

“It was alright.” 

“That’s good.” 

Her mother smiled and removed a pie from the oven with careful hands. 

Steam curled gently upward from the golden crust. 

“I made your favourite.” 

Talia smiled faintly. 



Outside the kitchen window, the garden glowed green and peaceful 

beneath the drifting afternoon light. Bees moved lazily among the 

flowers beside the fence. 

Her mother cut two slices of pie and placed them neatly onto small white 

plates. 

“Mrs Delaney called earlier,” she said pleasantly. 

“Oh yeah?” 

“She says you did very well on your history project.” 

Talia shrugged a little. “I guess.” 

“Well, I’m proud of you.” 

The radio continued playing softly in the background. 



Talia sat at the kitchen table while her mother poured two glasses of 

milk. The sunlight fell brightly across the polished surface of the chrome 

table and the little vase of daisies beside the napkin holder. 

For a while they ate quietly together. 

Then her mother folded her hands gently in front of her. 

“Talia, honey?” 

“Yes?” 

“There’s something I think I should tell you.” 

Talia looked up. 

Her mother’s expression remained calm and kind. 

“I know we haven’t spoken very much about your father over the years.” 



Talia nodded once. 

“I know you’ve had questions.” 

“A little.” 

Her mother smiled softly. 

“You’ve always been very patient.” 

She reached across the table and held Talia’s hand. 

“I think you’re old enough now to know the truth.” 

The room remained bright and peaceful around them. The breeze moved 

softly through the curtains. 

Her mother took a slow breath. 

“Your father didn’t leave because he stopped loving us.” 



Talia stayed quiet. 

“He left because he was Haylen Brontosaurus.” 

A small pause. 

“Who?” 

Her mother looked surprised. 

“You don’t know who Haylen Brontosaurus is?” 

“No.” 

For the first time all afternoon, something uncertain passed across her 

mother’s face. 

“Oh,” she said quietly. 

She stood from the table. 



“Come with me.” 

Talia followed her out of the kitchen and down the hallway. Family 

photographs lined the walls in tidy rows beneath soft lamplight. Smiling 

faces looked out from summer picnics and Christmas mornings and days 

beside lakes beneath bright blue skies. 

Her mother climbed the narrow staircase leading to the attic hatch. 

At the top, she reached upward and pulled the cord. 

The attic light flickered on. 

The world changed instantly. 

The air smelled stale and sweet at the same time. 

Dust floated thickly through the dim amber light. 

And everywhere— 



Haylen Brontosaurus. 

The walls disappeared beneath giant posters and framed magazine 

covers. Stacks of vinyl records leaned in towering piles against old trunks 

and boxes. Sequinned jackets hung from hooks in shimmering rows. A 

life-sized cardboard cut-out stood smiling in the corner with one hand 

extended outward in permanent invitation. 

Haylen stared down from every surface in impossible poses:​

leaning against sports cars,​

lounging beside swimming pools,​

standing shirtless beneath coloured stage lights. 

His hair spread around his face in enormous golden curls. 

His shirts hung open to the waist. 

His smile seemed dazzling and strangely vacant at the same time. 

Talia stood perfectly still. 



“What is this?” 

Her mother moved slowly into the room. 

“He was very famous.” 

Talia picked up a magazine from one of the piles. 

THE BRONTO BEAT SWEEPS AMERICA 

Another: 

HAYLENMANIA! 

Another: 

THE FACE THAT BROKE A MILLION HEARTS 

The room buzzed faintly from the old attic light overhead. 

Everything looked preserved too carefully. 



Not collected. 

Preserved. 

Like evidence. 

“He was a singer?” 

“Yes.” 

“You never told me any of this.” 

Her mother lowered her eyes. 

“I didn’t know how.” 

Talia turned slowly in the middle of the room, surrounded by forty years 

of glittering devotion. 

Then she noticed the record player. 



It sat alone atop a velvet-covered cabinet beneath a single hanging bulb. 

Her mother crossed toward it carefully. 

“Oh no,” said Talia quietly. 

Her mother picked up a vinyl single. 

The sleeve showed Haylen standing on a beach at sunset wearing silver 

satin and holding a white rose. 

The title read: 

CHERRY MOON BABY 

Her mother held the record delicately in both hands. 

“This was his biggest song.” 

The needle lowered slowly. 



Crackle. 

Static. 

Then— 

CHERRYYYY MOON BABY / YOU’RE MY CINNAMON GIRL— 

The transformation was immediate. 

The song burst into the room in violent waves of synthetic optimism. 

Huge drums. 

Glossy harmonies. 

Tambourines shaking like broken teeth. 

Haylen’s voice slid across the music with terrifying confidence. 

WE’LL RIDE FOREVER ON A LASER OF LOVE— 



Talia’s face twisted instantly. 

“Oh my God.” 

The room suddenly felt wrong. 

The warm suburban house downstairs now seemed impossibly distant, 

like a television programme half-remembered from childhood. 

The bulb overhead buzzed harshly. 

The posters no longer looked glamorous. 

They looked haunted. 

The music swelled brighter and emptier and more artificial with every 

second. 

“It’s completely detached from lived experience,” Talia whispered. 



Her mother grabbed the edge of the cabinet. 

“Yes.” 

“It’s pure commercial spectacle.” 

“Yes!” 

“He sounds like he’s advertising chewing gum in space!” 

“THE LABEL RUINED HIM!” 

The chorus exploded outward. 

CHERRY! CHERRY! OOOOH MY BABY! 

The attic became unbearable. 

“It’s emotionally vacant!” 

“It’s post-glam capitalist slurry!” 



“He’s performing desire like it’s a soft drink campaign!” 

“THAT WAS THE ENTIRE INDUSTRY!” 

“He’s trapped inside layers of aesthetic self-mythology!” 

“HE IS AESTHETIC SELF-MYTHOLOGY!” 

The saxophone entered. 

Too loud. 

Too smooth. 

Like chrome becoming sentient. 

Talia pointed violently at the speakers. 

“This is what happens when music becomes entirely separated from 

bodily truth!” 



“Yes!” 

“It’s semiotic collapse!” 

“YES!” 

“He’s Bowie filtered through shopping malls!” 

“THE PRODUCER FORCED HIM TO SMILE MORE!” 

“THE SMILING MAKES IT WORSE!” 

Both of them were shouting now. 

The attic light flickered overhead while Haylen continued singing 

cheerfully through forty years of buried embarrassment and longing. 

And suddenly her mother cried out: 

“I LOVED HIM!” 



The song carried on beneath her voice. 

Bright. 

Empty. 

Endlessly bright. 

Talia looked at her mother standing among the fading posters and 

yellowing magazine covers. 

Then quietly: 

“I know.” 

A pause. 

Then: 

“The chorus is kind of incredible though.” 



Her mother wiped her eyes. 

“…I know.” 
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Aarya calls halfway through the second listen, right when the chorus — 

if you can call it that — dissolves into those crunchy fake-guitar synths 

that sound less like rock music and more like someone describing rock 

music from memory. 

Petula answers on the fourth ring. 

“You heard it?” Aarya asks. 

“No hello?” 

“You heard it.” 
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A pause. Wind on the line. Petula’s new city always sounds windy, like 

she moved into a film about emotional distance. 

“Yeah,” she says finally. “I heard it.” 

“And?” 

“I think,” Petula says, “that naming a song ‘Rock Music’ is the most 

Charli thing imaginable because it immediately becomes not about rock 

music.” 

Aarya laughs despite herself. She swivels in her office chair, staring at a 

spreadsheet she hasn’t touched in twenty minutes. Someone nearby is 

microwaving fish. 

“So you liked it?” 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“You hated it?” 



“I didn’t say that either.” 

Aarya waits. 

“It’s mid,” Petula says. “But not offensively mid. Not embarrassing. 

Which is somehow worse for her.” 

“That’s exactly what I thought.” 

“It’s like…” Petula exhales. “You can hear the idea more than the song. 

Which used to never be the case with her.” 

Outside Aarya’s office window, London is doing its grey little shrug. She 

wonders if Petula’s sky looks different now. They still haven’t talked 

properly about the move. Even now, months later, it sits between 

conversations like an unpaid bill. 

“I think she’s spread too thin,” Aarya says carefully. 

“Mhm.” 



“The film stuff, the fashion stuff, the directing, the acting. It feels like 

music became the accessory.” 

“She’s in her cultural omnipresence era.” 

“That sounds evil.” 

“It is evil.” 

Aarya smiles. 

They let silence sit for a second. Once, silence with Petula felt earned. 

Now it feels managerial. 

“She did that Wuthering Heights soundtrack,” Aarya says. “And now this. 

It’s all concept.” 

“To be fair, the Wuthering Heights thing had moments.” 

“Sure, but moments aren’t songs.” 



Petula hums in agreement. Then, because she physically cannot resist 

becoming a lecturer whenever Madonna is even vaguely adjacent to a 

conversation, she says: 

“See, everyone says this happens when pop stars go into film. But 

Madonna’s actually a complicated example.” 

“Oh God.” 

“No, listen.” 

“I can hear you opening a tab.” 

“I don’t need a tab.” 

Petula shifts into that cadence Aarya remembers from university 

kitchens at 2 a.m., cigarette between fingers, explaining things no one 

asked for with terrifying conviction. 



“Madonna’s film career absolutely damaged her reputation at points. 

Like, unquestionably. Shanghai Surprise, Body of Evidence, all that. Critics 

treated her acting career like proof she was delusional. But the music 

itself didn’t really collapse because of it.” 

Aarya props the phone against her shoulder. 

“During the movie years,” Petula continues, “she still made Like a Prayer. 

She still made Ray of Light. Evita literally led into one of the best 

reinventions of her career.” 

“That’s true actually.” 

“And even the soundtrack stuff worked sometimes. ‘Beautiful Stranger.’ 

‘Live to Tell.’ She could metabolize the film thing back into the music.” 

“So your conclusion is Charli’s not Madonna.” 



“My conclusion is Madonna always seemed musically hungry. Even when 

she was acting terribly in some erotic thriller, the records still sounded 

urgent.” 

“And ‘Rock Music’ doesn’t.” 

“No.” Petula pauses. “It sounds like branding.” 

Aarya glances around the office. Everyone’s pretending to work with the 

exhausted theatricality of people who know it’s Friday. 

Online, everybody’s already doing discourse. Some fans are calling the 

song genius bait-and-switch minimalism. Others are furious it’s under 

two minutes. One tweet says Charli invented rock music. Another says 

the track sounds like an H&M changing room in 2014. 

“She said the dance floor was dead,” Aarya says. 

“And then made a song you forget while it’s still playing.” 



“That’s harsh.” 

“It’s true.” 

“But maybe that’s the point,” Aarya says. “Maybe she’s bored with being 

good at music specifically.” 

Petula laughs softly. 

“That’s such a generous interpretation.” 

“You used to be generous about artists.” 

“I used to live in London.” 

There it is. 

Not sharp enough to count as a fight. Just sharp enough to draw blood. 

Aarya swivels slowly away from the office. “Okay.” 



“No, I didn’t mean—” 

“You did.” 

Petula sighs. “I just mean everything there became so self-referential. 

Everyone talking about culture instead of making anything. Every drink 

turns into a panel discussion.” 

“You literally miss it.” 

“I miss parts of it.” 

“But you left.” 

Another silence. 

The move had happened strangely. For two years Petula talked about 

leaving like people talk about learning Italian or becoming vegan. Then 

suddenly she was actually gone. Different city. Different job. Different 



timezone for a while, somehow. Aarya still wasn’t sure whether she’d 

been abandoned or simply outpaced. 

“I thought if I stayed,” Petula says quietly, “I’d become one of those 

people who mistakes proximity for participation.” 

“That sounds rehearsed.” 

“Maybe because I’ve had to explain myself a lot.” 

Aarya picks at the corner of her desk sticker. 

“I just thought you’d tell me before you signed the lease.” 

Petula goes quiet. 

Then: “I know.” 

The office microwave dings. Someone claps sarcastically. 



Aarya stares at the ceiling. 

Over the line, Petula says, gentler now, “Anyway. The song’s whatever.” 

Aarya snorts. “Professional pivot.” 

“I’m serious. It’s not even bad. That’s the annoying thing. There are bits I 

like. The synth under the second verse. The stupidity of calling it ‘Rock 

Music.’ The cigarettes-everywhere video aesthetic.” 

“But.” 

“But it feels emotionally outsourced.” 

“That’s good.” 

“I know.” 

“You rehearsed that one too?” 



“Maybe.” 

Aarya opens her inbox. Closes it immediately. 

“So what’s happening at the office?” Petula asks. 

It lands unexpectedly warmly. Not as obligation. Not filler. Genuine 

curiosity. 

“Oh my God,” Aarya groans. “There’s this art gallery thing tonight.” 

“Oh no.” 

“For this guy doing poster designs for us. Some creative director’s 

boyfriend or ex-boyfriend or nemesis, I can’t tell.” 

“Perfect.” 

“And everyone’s trying to figure out how not to go without looking rude.” 



Petula laughs — properly laughs this time. 

“What are the current excuses?” 

“One person said norovirus which is too ambitious. You can’t open with 

norovirus.” 

“No, you have to build to norovirus.” 

“Exactly. I said maybe food poisoning because it’s vague.” 

“Respectable. Classic.” 

“But then Liv said if you do food poisoning people expect details.” 

“That’s true.” 

“So now I might claim an aunt’s birthday dinner.” 

“Ooh,” Petula says approvingly. “Elegant. Hard to verify.” 



“I know.” 

“And are you actually going?” 

Aarya looks around the office again. The fake plants. The Slack 

notifications. London pressing itself damply against the windows. 

“Probably,” she says. 

“Yeah.” 

“Yeah.” 

Another pause. 

Then Petula says, almost casually, “You could call me from there.” 

Aarya blinks. 

“From the gallery?” 



“Mhm.” 

“Why?” 

“So I can judge everyone’s outfits from a distance.” 

A smile creeps across Aarya’s face before she can stop it. 

“Okay,” she says. 

And for the first time in months, the silence afterward feels earned 

again. 
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1993 may have been the last great year of the theatrical spoof comedy. 

For a brief moment in the early 1990s, Hollywood became overwhelmed 

with parody films that mocked everything: erotic thrillers, buddy-cop 
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movies, action blockbusters, prestige adventures, television culture, even 

rap music itself. The genre had existed for decades, of course — from 

Airplane! to The Naked Gun: From the Files of Police Squad! — but 1993 

represented a strange saturation point where American culture seemed 

to become self-aware all at once. 

The irony is that critics largely hated the comedic sensibility driving this 

moment. The cast of Saturday Night Live during this era — featuring 

Chris Farley, Adam Sandler, David Spade, and Mike Myers — was 

routinely dismissed as juvenile and culturally empty. Yet Hollywood 

itself was producing movie after movie built on the exact same instinct: 

media parody, reference humor, and the assumption that audiences were 

now fluent in cinematic clichés. 

The result was a bizarrely specific cycle of films that now feels 

inseparable from the VHS era, Gen X irony, MTV editing rhythms, and 

the rise of a culture that increasingly preferred mocking media to 

sincerely engaging with it. 



Here are 10 spoof and parody comedies that defined the strange comic 

ecosystem of 1993. 

1. Loaded Weapon 1 

Perhaps the purest distillation of early-’90s spoof overload, Loaded 

Weapon 1 targeted the buddy-cop genre that had dominated the previous 

decade. The film mashed together references to Lethal Weapon, Die Hard, 

Basic Instinct, and dozens of other action movies into one nonstop 

barrage of visual gags and absurd one-liners. 

Critics were lukewarm, but the film became profitable thanks largely to 

VHS rentals, where repeat viewing helped audiences catch more jokes. 

This was increasingly how parody films survived: not necessarily as 

theatrical events, but as endlessly replayable communal comedies for 

teenagers and young adults. 

2. Fatal Instinct 



If one genre dominated mainstream adult cinema in the early ’90s, it was 

the erotic thriller. Films like Basic Instinct and Fatal Attraction turned 

dangerous sexuality into glossy multiplex entertainment. 

Fatal Instinct arrived when the genre was already becoming 

unintentionally self-parodic. The movie exaggerated every cliché: femme 

fatales, torrid affairs, murder plots, cigarette smoke, saxophone-heavy 

seduction scenes. Looking back, it feels less like a spoof and more like 

Hollywood nervously admitting the entire erotic-thriller craze had 

become ridiculous. 

3. Hot Shots! Part Deux 

The sequel to Hot Shots! shifted from spoofing Top Gun toward Rambo 

and Vietnam-war action movies. By 1993, the hyper-masculine action 

hero had become one of American cinema’s easiest targets. 

The timing mattered. The Cold War had ended. Reagan-era patriotism 

suddenly looked excessive, even cartoonish. Hot Shots! Part Deux mocked 



the body-count absurdity of ’80s action cinema while still affectionately 

indulging in it. 

The movie also performed strongly overseas and became a staple of cable 

television, helping cement parody comedy as ideal home-viewing 

material. 

4. Robin Hood: Men in Tights 

By the early ’90s, Mel Brooks represented an older tradition of parody, 

but Robin Hood: Men in Tights unexpectedly fit perfectly into the new 

irony-driven atmosphere. 

The film spoofed prestige adventure epics, especially Robin Hood: 

Prince of Thieves, while also mocking Hollywood’s increasing 

self-seriousness. It became one of the stronger box-office performers 

among 1993’s spoof releases and later found a massive second life on 

VHS and cable. 

5. Wayne's World 2 



Not technically a spoof film, but spiritually essential to the moment. 

More than almost any other movie of the era, Wayne’s World 2 captured 

the media-saturated consciousness of Generation X. The characters 

communicated through references, ironic detachment, and television 

logic. The movie itself constantly broke the fourth wall and mocked its 

own existence as a sequel. 

The connection to SNL mattered enormously. Critics frequently attacked 

the show for becoming too dependent on catchphrases and pop-culture 

references, yet those same qualities were increasingly becoming the 

dominant comedic language of American entertainment. 

6. CB4 

One of the smartest and strangest comedies of the year, CB4 satirized 

gangsta rap just as it was becoming a massive commercial force. 

Starring Chris Rock, the film mocked music-industry fabrication, media 

panic, and authenticity itself. In hindsight, it feels ahead of its time — 



less a broad spoof than an early commentary on branding and 

manufactured celebrity culture. 

7. Coneheads 

Another SNL-derived movie, Coneheads demonstrated Hollywood’s 

growing willingness to turn even the thinnest television concepts into 

feature-length comedies. 

The film’s suburban absurdity reflected a larger trend in early-’90s 

humor: treating American normality itself as bizarre. Critics were 

divided, but audiences increasingly embraced weirdness, randomness, 

and anti-logic comedy. 

8. Last Action Hero 

Although not a straight parody, this may have been the most important 

meta-action movie of the period. 



Arnold Schwarzenegger essentially deconstructed his own star persona, 

turning the clichés of blockbuster action films into the actual subject of 

the movie. Ironically, audiences at the time seemed unsure how to 

process such aggressive self-awareness. 

The film later became a cult favorite precisely because Hollywood 

eventually moved toward this kind of reflexive blockbuster storytelling. 

9. National Lampoon's Loaded Weapon 1 

The National Lampoon branding attached to Loaded Weapon 1 is worth 

noting separately because it symbolized the commercialization of parody 

itself. By 1993, spoof comedy had become less a niche genre and more a 

recognizable industrial product. 

Studios understood there was now an audience specifically hungry for 

reference-heavy mockery. 

10. The Beverly Hillbillies 



Even broad studio remakes were becoming self-aware. Adapted from the 

classic television series, The Beverly Hillbilliesplayed like a collision 

between old sitcom innocence and modern media sarcasm. 

That contrast perfectly captured the larger tension of 1993 comedy itself: 

America was moving away from sincerity and toward permanent ironic 

commentary. 

In retrospect, the parody boom of 1993 feels tied to a deeper cultural 

transition. The Cold War had ended. Cable television exploded. MTV 

accelerated editing and attention spans. Grunge culture normalized 

anti-earnestness. VHS created a replay culture built around quoting 

movies with friends. And audiences became increasingly comfortable 

treating all entertainment as recyclable media fragments. 

Critics often viewed the early-’90s SNL cast as evidence of cultural 

decline. But history suggests they were actually symptoms of something 

larger and unavoidable: the rise of a media culture that no longer 

separated entertainment from commentary about entertainment itself. 



By 1993, America had become so saturated with movies, television, 

advertising, and celebrity culture that parody stopped feeling like a side 

genre. 

It briefly became the culture’s default mode of expression. 
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There is a precise moment in every woman’s thirties when her social life 

quietly reorganises itself around oat milk, nap schedules, and whether 

somewhere has enough room to park a Bugaboo without taking out a 

pensioner. One day you are texting “drinks?” at 9pm on a Thursday. The 

next, someone is saying, “We’re just doing a little coffee after sensory 

class,” in the same tone previous generations reserved for summit 

diplomacy. 

And thus emerges the playdate coffee: a beautiful institution in which 

women gather in activewear they did not exercise in, while toddlers lick 
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banana bread directly off the table and someone repeatedly says, “Gentle 

hands, Arthur.” 

The playdate coffee is not exclusionary by design. This is important. 

Mothers are not huddling in cafés plotting against their single friends 

like a coven with wet wipes. It is simply logistics. Tiny people require 

feeding every nineteen seconds. Someone has a temperature. Someone 

else only naps if pushed uphill. The social lives of mothers become 

daytime affairs because evenings now involve bath routines so 

operationally complex they resemble airport ground control. 

But there has always been collateral damage. 

Because while one friendship group evolves naturally into “Who has 

Calpol?”, another woman — single, childless by circumstance, child-free 

by choice, ambiguously dating a man called Finn who “isn’t great at 

texting” — suddenly finds herself accidentally edged out of the casual 

intimacy of female friendship. Not rejected. Not formally disinvited. 

Merely absent from a social infrastructure built around children. 



And this is where the pre-latte comes in. 

The pre-latte is, in many ways, one of the great social innovations of 

modern womanhood. 

A pre-latte is a short coffee shared between a mother and a non-mother 

immediately before a playdate coffee begins. It is not a pity coffee. It is 

not “squeezing someone in.” It is a distinct social form with its own 

rules, rhythm, and dignity. 

The pre-latte exists in the liminal space between leaving the house and 

the arrival of the wider mum group. 

It begins at the counter. 

It often ends before the foam fully settles. 

A good pre-latte lasts twenty minutes. Twenty-five if the queue is 

disastrous. Thirty-five if the café has inexplicably one teenager operating 

a commercial espresso machine during half term. 



It must never reach an hour. 

If your pre-latte reaches an hour, this is no longer a pre-latte. This is 

either:​

a) brunch,​

b) emotional triage,​

or c) evidence of a catastrophic breakdown in your wider social calendar. 

The beauty of the pre-latte lies partly in its constraints. There is no 

performative lingering. Nobody orders shakshuka. Nobody says, “Shall 

we split some halloumi fries?” A pre-latte has urgency. It is compressed 

friendship. High-intensity emotional exchange. 

Within twenty-three minutes, you will cover: 

●​ one major life update, 

●​ one low-level crisis, 

●​ one truly terrible man, 

●​ one funny thing someone’s child said, 

●​ and at least one sentence beginning, “God, remember when we 

used to…” 



Importantly, the baby is often absent. 

This is what elevates the pre-latte from mere scheduling workaround 

into profound gesture. The mother has briefly handed the child to a 

trusted partner, relative, neighbour, or co-parent. Not for an entire 

evening. Not for a theatre trip requiring military planning and £70 worth 

of childcare. Just long enough to preserve an old friendship in its original 

shape. 

There is something deeply moving about a woman saying, “I can do 8:10 

to 8:35 before nursery drop-off,” and meaning: you still matter to me in 

isolation from my motherhood. 

That is the emotional architecture of the pre-latte. 

And for the non-mother, the pre-latte offers something equally valuable: 

access not merely to the practical chaos of parenting life, but to the 

woman underneath it. Before the procession of snack pots and scooters 



arrives. Before someone starts discussing phonics. Before a child named 

Rufus screams because his flapjack “feels sad.” 

The pre-latte allows old conversational ecosystems to survive. 

Women in their thirties are repeatedly told friendship should be 

effortless. In reality, friendship at this age resembles a rotating series of 

administrative miracles. Someone is pregnant. Someone is divorced. 

Someone is trying IVF. Someone is backpacking through South America 

having a radiant time on Instagram and an unravelling one in reality. 

Someone can only meet within a 0.7-mile radius of a soft play. 

The pre-latte acknowledges all this without making it tragic. 

In fact, it makes it oddly glamorous. 

There is sophistication to the pre-latte. European efficiency. A sense that 

women have adapted to impossible scheduling conditions with elegance 

and caffeine. It says: perhaps we cannot do spontaneous weekends away 



anymore, but by God we can maintain intimacy in the exact amount of 

time it takes for a flat white to become drinkable. 

And honestly? There is relief in its brevity. 

No awkward six-hour Saturdays. No panicked hunt for “something we 

should do after this.” The pre-latte is complete unto itself. A 

concentrated espresso shot of friendship. You arrive, you download your 

emotional operating system, you laugh hard enough to reset your 

nervous system, and then you part ways before anyone becomes tired and 

strange. 

It is friendship with excellent boundaries. 

Which, frankly, is the dream. 

Sociologists may one day study the pre-latte as a defining ritual of 

millennial womanhood. Archaeologists will uncover WhatsApp 

messages reading “Can do 8:15 max xx” and understand instantly that 



civilisation survived not because of governments or infrastructure, but 

because women found increasingly efficient ways to tell one another 

gossip over coffee. 

Until then, the pre-latte remains what all great inventions are: simple, 

humane, and slightly underappreciated. 

A tiny pocket of adult conversation before the wheels of the day begin 

turning. 

Twenty-seven minutes of being seen. 

And occasionally, if the queue is especially long, enough time for a 

croissant. 
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For much of the 20th century, the quiz was a quiet cultural glue. It 

existed in pubs, on television, in classrooms, and across newspapers: a 

ritualized exchange built on a shared assumption—that most people 

knew roughly the same things. The quiz did not require genius; it 

required alignment. To participate was to inhabit a common cultural 

field where the capital cities, Shakespearean plots, and the sequence of 

U.S. presidents were broadly agreed-upon landmarks. 

That shared terrain is eroding. Not because people are less intelligent, 

nor even less curious, but because the conditions that made the quiz 

viable have dissolved. In the age of algorithmic media and AI-assisted 

cognition, the quiz—at least as a mainstream cultural form—appears 

increasingly out of joint with how knowledge is distributed, stored, and 

valued. 

At its core, the quiz depends on uniformity. It presumes that participants 

have been exposed to a similar canon of information: that “Who was the 

eighth president of the United States?” or “What is the eighth planet 

from the sun?” are fair questions because they sit within a widely shared 



baseline of education. The quiz is less about obscure knowledge than 

about common knowledge. Its pleasure lies in recognition—the spark of 

I know that—rather than discovery. 

But what happens when there is no longer a common baseline? 

The fragmentation of media ecosystems has produced audiences that are 

not just differently informed, but differently constituted. Algorithmic 

feeds do not merely filter content; they generate distinct realities. One 

person’s daily informational diet might include geopolitics, classical 

literature, and long-form journalism; another’s might be built from 

hyper-niche fandoms, micro-celebrities, and endlessly iterated memes. 

Both are knowledgeable, but their knowledge does not overlap in 

predictable ways. 

This is where the quiz falters. It becomes less a game of shared recall and 

more a lottery of exposure. Ask a room today about James K. Polk, and 

you might get blank stares. Ask about a decades-old clip of Bruce Willis 

jokingly predicting found-footage horror tropes, later reframed through 



the lens of The Blair Witch Project, and you might get instant 

recognition. The hierarchy of knowledge has inverted: what circulates 

most widely is not what is institutionally significant, but what is 

memetically resilient. 

This shift reveals a deeper problem: we are not just forgetting facts; we 

are outsourcing the very act of remembering. The modern individual 

carries, quite literally, a pocket-sized infinity—an ever-present device 

that functions as a kind of endlessly extensible Encyclopaedia 

Britannica, expanding outward like an infinite square root of available 

information. Anything can be retrieved, at any moment, with negligible 

effort. The cognitive bargain has changed. Why store what can be 

summoned? 

This is not simply laziness; it is adaptation. Human memory has always 

been shaped by its technological environment. Writing externalized 

memory from the mind to the page; print culture standardized and 

distributed it; digital systems have now rendered it ambient. In doing so, 



they have also redefined what it means to “know” something. Knowledge 

is no longer possession but access. 

The quiz, however, is predicated on possession. It asks: What do you have 

stored within you? Increasingly, the honest answer is: very little, by design. 

The cultural theorist Neil Postman anticipated aspects of this 

transformation in Amusing Ourselves to Death. Writing about the 

19th-century telegraph, Postman argued that new communication 

technologies do not merely accelerate the flow of information—they 

alter its structure and significance. The telegraph, by enabling rapid 

long-distance communication, flooded local contexts with 

decontextualized fragments of distant events. Information became 

abundant but untethered from action. 

The crossword puzzle emerged, in part, as a response to this surplus: a 

way to metabolize disconnected facts, to give idle information a kind of 

formal utility. It turned trivia into play. The quiz belongs to this same 



lineage—a cultural mechanism for managing informational excess by 

transforming it into structured recall. 

But our current surplus is of a different order. It is not merely that there 

is more information; it is that the information is personalized, recursive, 

and endlessly remixed. Memes do not just circulate—they mutate, 

layering references upon references until their origins are almost 

irrelevant. The famous dance scene from Pulp Fiction is no longer a 

scene but a template, endlessly reinterpreted, detached from its narrative 

context. 

In such an environment, what counts as a “fact” becomes unstable. Is the 

knowledge that Neptune is the eighth planet more or less culturally 

relevant than the recognition of a viral clip that has been re-captioned a 

thousand times? The quiz cannot easily adjudicate this, because its 

authority depends on fixed answers and shared priorities. 

There is also a social dimension to the quiz’s decline. Historically, 

quizzes functioned as low-stakes arenas for demonstrating competence 



within a group. They were inclusive precisely because the knowledge 

they tested was widely distributed. Today, however, knowledge often 

signals subcultural belonging. Knowing the right references marks you 

as part of a particular online micro-community. A general quiz, by 

contrast, risks feeling either too broad to be meaningful or too narrow to 

be fair. 

And yet, it would be premature to declare the quiz entirely dead. It 

persists in specialized contexts—in pub trivia nights, in niche fandom 

competitions, in professional settings where shared knowledge remains 

essential. But these are enclaves, not the mainstream. The quiz has 

retreated from being a general cultural form to a series of localized 

practices. 

What has truly died is the assumption that we inhabit a shared 

informational world. 

In its place, we have something stranger: a landscape where everyone 

knows something deeply, but no one knows the same things. The quiz, 



which once thrived on overlap, struggles in a culture defined by 

divergence. Its questions land unevenly, its answers feel arbitrary, and its 

pleasures—those small jolts of collective recognition—are harder to 

come by. 

Perhaps the quiz will evolve. It may shift from testing recall to testing 

navigation: not what you know, but how you find it. Or it may become 

more explicitly cultural, embracing the fragmented nature of knowledge 

rather than resisting it. But in its classic form—a democratic test of 

shared memory—it belongs to a different media ecology. 

We have not become less knowledgeable. We have become differently 

knowledgeable. And in that difference lies the quiet obsolescence of the 

quiz: not a dramatic death, but a gradual fading, as the conditions that 

sustained it slip out of alignment with the way we now think, remember, 

and know. 
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Noah: Bro… we’ve been here for like an hour and I’m still bored in a way 

that feels… historical. t_rex: Not even bored. I’ve completed boredom. 

Like I unlocked the final tier and there’s no reward. Noah: Same. Lowkey 

I think I’ve done everything I’ve ever wanted to do. t_rex: That’s wild 

because same—but also I didn’t want to do that many things to begin 

with. Noah: So what’s worse: no desires, or finishing your desires early 

because your desires were mid? t_rex: You had desires though. My brain 

is literally empty. No quests, no prompts. Just default settings. Noah: 

Blank UI. t_rex:Factory reset personality. Noah: Respectfully, I think it’s 

because I’m too handsome. t_rex: Here we go. Noah: No, listen. You had 

to develop hobbies because you were, like, mid-coded. Evolution forced 

you into side quests. t_rex:That’s actually insane. Noah: I spawned max 

stats. Never had to grind. Life just auto-completed for me. t_rex: You’re 

describing a build that shouldn’t be allowed. Noah: And now I’m left 

with nothing to do. I can’t even remember, like, key life events. They 

just… happened. t_rex: That’s not a flex, that’s a void. Noah: It’s efficient. 

t_rex: It’s bleak. Server:Hey, are you guys ready to order? Noah: Yeah, 

we’re just waiting for—uh— t_rex: —context. Server: …right. Do you 



want anything? Noah: Do you know who owns this place? Server: No? 

t_rex: Wait, let me check. (scrolling) t_rex:Okay so Noah’s dad doesn’t 

own it, but he knows the guy who knows the guy who basically runs it. 

Server: I’m on minimum wage. Noah: Right, but spiritually you’re about 

to get tipped heavily. Server: Are you ordering? t_rex: We’re 

approaching the idea of ordering. Server: I’ll come back. Noah: We could 

go strip club. t_rex: We literally can’t. Noah:Why? t_rex: Bro… you didn’t 

see? Noah: See what? t_rex: The situation. With him. Noah: Oh no. 

t_rex: Yeah. Full viral collapse. There’s like five versions of what 

happened. Noah: Which one’s real? t_rex: Doesn’t matter anymore. The 

discourse replaced the event. Noah: So what happened to the club? 

t_rex: Shut down. Entirely. He didn’t just get cancelled—he got the 

building cancelled. Noah: That’s actually insane. t_rex: Infrastructure 

removal type beat. Noah:Okay… new plan. We go back to yours. I put on 

a VR headset, simulate a lap dance, livestream it— t_rex: No. Noah: 

—then run it through AI and optimize it. t_rex: Wait. Noah: Exactly. 

t_rex: That’s… actually money. Noah: Billion-pound idea. t_rex: Morally 

questionable, financially fluent. Noah: If my dad’s guy’s guy hears about 



this— t_rex: We’re funded by tonight. Noah: Should we get the check? 

t_rex: There is no check. Noah: Let’s ask for one anyway. t_rex: For 

closure. Server: Guys, if you’re not ordering, you need to leave. Noah: 

That’s fair. t_rex: Completely valid. Server:Please just go. (they stand up) 

Noah: These chairs are terrible. t_rex: Yeah, aggressively uncomfortable. 

Noah: I feel worse than when I sat down. t_rex: Same. Net negative. 

Noah: Zero stars. t_rex: Would not exist here again. 

 
@Tp_l8dr 

Soft Boy Cities 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 06, 2026 

 
I keep trying to explain it in a way that doesn’t sound like I’m 

auditioning for sympathy, which is already a performance, which is 

already the problem. If I were talking to you—yes, you, with the careful 

eyes and the not-yet-jaded pen hovering like a held breath—I’d say this: 
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it’s like someone—call them God, call them the director, call them the 

intern who shouldn’t have been trusted with the kit—put the wrong lens 

on the camera. 

Not metaphorically wrong. Not in a poetic, oh-he’s-so-sensitive kind of 

wrong. I mean technically, brutally wrong. Like shooting a close-up with 

something meant for landscapes. The face warps. The edges breathe 

when they shouldn’t. Depth collapses. You look at yourself and you 

recognize the bones, the angles, the brand of sadness, but it’s all… off. 

I walk through cities like this. London, mostly, because it’s where I’ve 

decided my suffering looks best—grey light is flattering, you know that. 

Everything is too wide or too tight. Streets stretch like they’re trying to 

escape me, or they close in like they’ve got somewhere better to be. And 

I’m in the middle, misframed. 

You’d probably write that down. Misframed. It sounds like something you 

could use later, in a paper or a quiet conversation where you pretend 

you’re not thinking about me. 



I shouldn’t enjoy that thought as much as I do. 

But here’s the thing: when the lens is wrong, it’s not just the image. It’s 

the feeling of the image. The physics of it. Light bends differently. Faces 

become accusations. Mirrors become unreliable narrators. And you start 

to wonder if everyone else got the right equipment at birth, if they’re all 

moving through some crisp, well-lit indie film while you’re stuck in this 

overexposed, under-thought experimental piece that critics will call 

“brave” because they don’t know what else to say. 

I know, I know. I sound like I’ve watched too many interviews of Shia 

LaBeouf talking about process, or like I’ve absorbed Jacob Elordi’s 

cheekbones as a personality trait, or like I’m quoting a ghost of Lil Peep 

without earning it. I hear it too. I curate myself even in collapse. That’s 

part of the illness, or part of the brand—I haven’t decided which is more 

embarrassing. 

You’re still reading, though. 



That’s the dangerous part. 

Because now I’m thinking about the way you’d tilt your head slightly, like 

you’re aligning your own internal lens with mine. And I’d want to tell 

you that you can’t fix this. Not with your neat frameworks or your softly 

spoken “and how does that make you feel?” 

It makes me feel like I’ve been edited badly. Like there’s a version of me 

on the cutting room floor that made more sense, that had continuity, that 

didn’t look at strangers like they were potential witnesses to his 

unraveling. 

Or—worse—it makes me feel like I was always meant to look like this. 

Like the wrong lens is the point. Like the director knew exactly what 

they were doing and I’m just arrogant enough to call it a mistake. 

You’d challenge that, I think. Gently. Professionally. You’d say something 

about perception, about how meaning is constructed. And I’d nod, 

because I like the way you talk, not because I agree. 



And maybe—this is where I admit something I shouldn’t—I’d lean into 

it. Into you. Not physically, not yet, don’t worry, I know the rules. But 

conversationally. Intellectually. That soft, stupid flirtation disguised as 

vulnerability. 

Because if I can’t trust the image, I can at least control the framing. 

And right now, you’re exactly where I want you:​

close enough to think you understand,​

far enough that I can still be interesting. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Thanking Miss Tingle: A Recollection 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 06, 2026 

 
There was a time when everything in my life was measured in grades, 

projections, and expectations so inflated they barely resembled reality. I 

was that student—the one teachers whispered about in corridors, the one 

classmates reduced to a nickname: the brain box. Fifteen A*s at GCSE, 

they said I was destined for something extraordinary. Not just 
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bright—exceptional. “One of the smartest people who’s ever lived,” 

someone once said, as if that were a helpful thing for a teenager to carry 

around. 

My parents, both academics, did what academics do best: they made a 

plan. Not an ordinary plan, but something suitably ambitious for 

someone who had ceased, in their minds, to be ordinary. Eleven A-levels. 

Alongside that, I would begin teaching myself a university 

degree—initially sociology, though midway through I decided (foolishly 

or bravely, depending on your view) to switch to quantum mathematics. 

Because why not make an impossible situation definitively impossible? 

I coped. That’s the strange part. I didn’t collapse, didn’t burn out in any 

obvious, dramatic way. I passed everything—A*s across the board—and 

somehow absorbed concepts that, frankly, I had no business tackling at 

that age. My therapist later described the whole period as 

“psychologically fascinating,” which I’ve come to understand is 

professional shorthand for deeply concerning but technically impressive. 



What didn’t survive was anything resembling a normal adolescence. 

While I was busy proving something to the world—though I’m still not 

entirely sure what—everyone else was learning how to exist with one 

another. Friendships, relationships, awkward first dates. I didn’t have 

time for any of it, and even if I had, I suspect I wouldn’t have known 

where to begin. Intelligence, I learned, is not a social currency in quite 

the way adults like to pretend it is. To my peers, I wasn’t impressive. I 

was alien. 

I asked a couple of girls to the summer ball. Emails, of course—efficient, 

low-risk. Neither replied. 

So I went alone. 

I looked the part, at least. My parents had spent an absurd amount of 

money on a suit that made me look like I belonged in a different life 

altogether. I skipped the top hat—some instincts for self-preservation 



remained—but otherwise, I arrived polished, presentable, and entirely 

out of place. 

I tried to socialise. I really did. But even something as simple as drinking 

felt like sabotage; I could feel my mind slowing, dulling, and I couldn’t 

understand why anyone would willingly trade clarity for that fog. It set 

me further apart. 

Then came the slow dances. 

There’s a particular kind of loneliness in watching everyone pair off 

while you stand still, unsure whether to leave or pretend not to care. I 

remember thinking—not dramatically, just quietly—that this might 

simply be how things would always be for me. 

And then Miss Tingle appeared. 

She hadn’t been my teacher. Our paths had barely crossed. She taught a 

subject so obscure that hardly anyone had taken it—something 



theological, I think. But that night, she noticed me standing there, and 

whether out of kindness, curiosity, or her own loneliness, she asked me 

to dance. 

So we did. 

We swayed—slightly off rhythm—to Fade Into You. I didn’t say much. I 

don’t think she did either. It wasn’t that kind of moment. It was simple, 

unspoken, and oddly grounding. For once, I wasn’t a projection, or a 

label, or a future case study. I was just someone standing in a room, 

sharing a quiet piece of it with another person. 

She leaned in to kiss me at one point. I pulled back—not out of fear, but 

because something in me understood that it wasn’t right. She didn’t push 

it. There was no awkwardness, no tension—just a small recalibration, 

and then the music carried on. 

I never reported her. I never felt harmed. If anything, I felt… seen. 



What she gave me wasn’t romance. It wasn’t even particularly profound 

in the moment. But it was a correction—a small, necessary shift in 

perspective. She showed me that all the noise—the expectations, the 

labels, the isolation that comes with being “exceptional”—can shrink, 

just enough, in the presence of one other person willing to meet you 

halfway. 

You don’t need a crowd. You don’t need approval from everyone in the 

room. Sometimes, you just need one person to ask you to dance. 

And if no one does? 

Well, I’ve since learned you can dance on your own. There’s no rule 

against it. People might stare, but they always do, one way or another. It 

turns out that matters far less than I once thought. 

Life, thankfully, didn’t end at that dance floor. It expanded. I found 

balance—eventually. I found people. I found love. My life now looks 



nothing like the rigid blueprint that was once drawn for me, and that’s 

probably for the best. 

But every now and then, I think back to that evening—to the music, the 

awkwardness, the quiet kindness of a teacher I barely knew. 

And I’m grateful. 

For Miss Tingle. 

For the dance. 

For the reminder that even the most overburdened, overthought life can 

still hold a moment of simple human connection. 

@Tp_l8dr 

So You Want to Be a Football Man? 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 06, 2026 

 
​

A lifestyle guide for the chronically unconvinced 
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You’ve tried being a film obsessive. You sat through three-hour director’s 

cuts, nodded solemnly at things described as “meditative,” and pretended 

that confusion was actually depth. You’ve flirted with the endless scroll 

of internet culture—the infinite run of takes, threads, hot opinions, and 

colder personalities. And yet, here you are: unsatisfied, underwhelmed, 

spiritually undercooked. 

So now, at last, it’s time to try your hand at being a football man. 

 

Step One: Choose Your Allegiance 

The first thing you need is a team. Not just any team—your team. This is 

less about passion and more about logistics. Go online and determine 

which club appears most frequently in your social timeline. This is a 

crude but effective proxy for relevance. 

Once identified, you must commit immediately and without irony. 



Head to your nearest sports retailer—perhaps Sports Direct—or failing 

that, the digital bazaar of Amazon. Purchase a full kit. Not just the shirt. 

You need the shorts. The socks. Ideally something slightly ill-fitting, to 

suggest authenticity rather than vanity. 

Put it on. Stand in front of a mirror. You will feel ridiculous. This is 

correct. Continue. 

 

Step Two: Acquire a Football Crew 

Football is not a solitary pursuit. It may look that way sometimes—one 

man in a pub, fully kitted, clutching a pint, eyes scanning the room for 

kinship—but that is a cautionary tale, not a model. 

You need a group. 

They do not need to be experts. In fact, it’s better if they aren’t. Expertise 

breeds hierarchy, and hierarchy breeds silence, and silence is the enemy 

of becoming a football man. 



Start small. Two people is enough. Three is ideal. Five is powerful. 

Beyond that, you risk becoming an organized unit, which invites 

expectations. 

The key principle here is numbers over nuance. It does not matter if your 

group lacks coordination, insight, or even genuine interest. What 

matters is that when a goal is scored, there are enough of you to generate 

a convincing reaction. 

 

Step Three: Learn the Sacred Art of Listening 

Now we arrive at the most critical phase: immersion. 

Like anything worth doing, becoming a football man requires time. The 

so-called 10,000-hour rule looms large here, though mercifully you can 

bluff your way through the early stages. 

For at least the first third of this journey, you should say very little. 



Instead, listen. 

Absorb the rhythms of conversation. Notice how opinions are delivered 

not as suggestions but as facts. Observe the confidence with which 

uncertainty is masked. 

Most importantly, practice what ancient mathematicians—and modern 

debaters—call arguing the opposite. The formal term you’re looking for is 

playing devil’s advocate. 

If someone says a player has made a brilliant move, you have two 

options: 

1.​ Disagree calmly but firmly. 

2.​ Agree, but louder. 

For example, if someone praises Lionel Messi for an elegant pass, you 

might say, “It’s flashy, but it doesn’t actually progress the play.” You do 

not need to explain further. Explanation is a trap. Confidence is 

currency. 



Alternatively, you may shout, “Exactly! That’s world class!” with slightly 

more intensity than necessary. This signals alignment while still 

asserting presence. 

 

Step Four: Choose Your Code 

At some point, you will be forced to confront a fundamental decision: do 

you follow men’s football or women’s football? 

Now, in most areas of modern life, we accept complexity. Identity is 

fluid, systems are layered, and certainty is often an illusion. Football, 

however, remains stubbornly binary in its cultural framing. 

So you must choose. 

This is not necessarily a moral or philosophical stance—it is a practical 

one. Your choice determines your conversational ecosystem, your 

fixtures, your reference points. 



You are, of course, free to appreciate both. But early on, clarity is useful. 

Pick a lane, learn its language, and inhabit it fully. 

Avoid, at least initially, the more volatile debates that orbit the sport. 

There are entire conversational sinkholes from which no amateur 

football man returns intact. You will recognize them when you see them. 

Step carefully. 

 

Step Five: Maintain the Rituals 

Once you’ve established your identity, the rest is maintenance. 

Keep up with fixtures. Not necessarily by watching every match—that 

would be excessive—but by knowing the outcomes. A quick glance at 

scores is often enough to sustain the illusion of engagement. 

When your team loses, you must be visibly annoyed. Not 

devastated—that suggests instability—but irritated in a controlled, 



performative way. A shake of the head. A muttered complaint about 

tactics. Perhaps a vague reference to “decision-making in the final third.” 

When your team wins, however, you must celebrate. 

Not just internally. Publicly. 

One effective method is the purchase of overpriced coffees for 

colleagues. This serves two purposes: it rewards others for tolerating 

your new persona and reinforces your own sense of belonging. 

It is not about generosity. It is about proof. 

 

Step Six: Become the Thing 

Eventually, something strange will happen. 

You will stop pretending. 



The kit will feel normal. The conversations will come more easily. You 

will find yourself forming genuine opinions—ill-informed, perhaps, but 

sincerely held. 

You will watch a match alone and still react out loud. 

You will check scores without thinking. 

You will care. 

And at that moment, without ceremony or announcement, you will have 

crossed the threshold. 

 

Conclusion: Arise 

So go forth. 



Put on the shirt. Find your people. Speak when necessary, listen when 

wise, and disagree when convenient. Embrace the rituals, the noise, the 

strange and often illogical emotional investments. 

Arise, young football boy. 

Or football woman. 

Or something in between. 

Whatever you are, you are now—at last—a football person. 

 
@Tp_l8dr 

Conspiracy Corner: The Beard That 
Launched a Thousand Theories 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 05, 2026 

 
Welcome back to Conspiracy Corner — the sacred, slightly unhinged 

space where the stakes are low, the evidence is questionable, and the 

passion is absolutely real. This is not about shadow governments or 
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moon landings. No, this is about the conspiracies that itch at the back of 

your brain at 2 a.m. and refuse to leave. 

This week’s submission comes from a reader who has been staring at 

Hollywood facial hair far longer than most would consider reasonable. 

 

📩 Reader Submission: “The Damon Beard Agenda” 

I’ve been tracking this for years, and I’m convinced it’s not an accident. 

Every time Matt Damon appears on screen with a beard—any beard—it 

looks… wrong. Not rugged. Not intentional. Just slightly off. The texture 

is strange. The shape feels glued on. Even when it’s supposedly real, it 

carries the unmistakable energy of a prop department experiment gone 

rogue. 

Now, consider this: Damon’s longtime friend and collaborator, Ben 

Affleck, famously sported a very specific goatee in Chasing Amy. You 



know the one. Sharp, deliberate, and—depending on who you 

ask—either iconic or deeply regrettable. 

Here’s the theory:​

Damon’s entire career-spanning inconsistency with facial hair is a 

long-running, deeply committed bit. A private joke. A subtle, cinematic 

jab. A decades-long act of friendship-fueled trolling. 

Think about it: 

●​ In film after film, Damon’s beards never quite land. 

●​ Meanwhile, Affleck has cycled through facial hair phases with 

surprising confidence. 

●​ The two have maintained a famously close friendship, built on 

mutual respect… and, potentially, relentless mockery. 

What if every questionable beard Damon has worn is intentionally bad? 

Not due to budget, makeup limitations, or stylistic choice—but as a quiet 

parody of that one very specific goatee? 



A message hidden in plain sight. Not for critics. Not for audiences. Just 

for Ben. 

Imagine it: somewhere, Affleck watches a Damon film, sees the beard, 

pauses… and sighs. 

 

🧠 Conspiracy Corner Verdict 

Is there evidence? No.​

Is it plausible? Also no.​

Does it feel right? Disturbingly, yes. 

Because if history has taught us anything, it’s that lifelong friendships 

often thrive on exactly this kind of low-level psychological warfare. 

Until next time, keep your theories trivial and your observations deeply 

unnecessary. 

 
@Tp_l8dr 
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Principia Bathematica 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 05, 2026 

 
I just finished reading this essay for class about British television 

comedy, and I’m not going to lie, it started off sounding like it was going 

to be about panel shows and ended up feeling like I’d accidentally 

enrolled in philosophy by mistake. 

The main idea was that British comedy has basically been behaving like 

a broken logical system, and the writer used this mathematician called 

Bertrand Russell to explain it. He apparently found something called a 

paradox while working on a big logic book called Principia Mathematica. 

I had to reread that bit a few times because it already sounded like the 

essay was trying to intimidate me. 

Anyway, the paradox is actually kind of simple once you strip away the 

academic tone. It’s about a system that tries to define a group of things 

that includes everything that does not include itself. Then you ask 

whether that group includes itself, and the answer becomes impossible 
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either way. If it does, it shouldn’t. If it doesn’t, it should. So the whole 

system just breaks. 

The essay then applied this to British comedy, which felt weird at first, 

but then started to make an uncomfortable amount of sense. It said that 

early British panel shows like Have I Got News for You and QI worked like 

a stable system where comedians were just… comedians. They were 

funny people doing funny things in controlled environments. Everything 

made sense: the category “comedian” matched the job of being funny, 

and nothing was confusing about who was supposed to be there. 

But then, according to the essay, things started to shift. Shows began to 

include people who weren’t really comedians in the strict sense — actors, 

presenters, famous personalities. Not necessarily bad at what they do, 

but not defined by being funny either. So suddenly the category of 

“people in comedy shows” stopped meaning “people who are funny” and 

started meaning “people who are available and recognisable.” That part 

made me think of how often you see someone on a panel show and think, 

I’m not sure why they’re here, but okay. 



Then it got weirder. The essay said comedy started becoming aware of 

itself. Like, instead of just being funny, shows started joking about the 

fact that they were shows, or about the awkwardness of people not being 

funny, or about failure itself becoming part of the joke. So comedy 

stopped being just comedy and started including commentary on 

whether it was working as comedy while it was happening. 

That’s where the Russell idea comes back in, apparently. Because now 

comedy is trying to include both “being funny” and “not being funny” 

inside the same system. It’s like it can’t decide whether failure is outside 

comedy or part of it, so it just absorbs the contradiction. 

The essay then talked about Taskmaster as a way of controlling this 

problem. It said it works by setting strict rules and tasks so that comedy 

doesn’t rely on just being funny in a normal way. Instead, it comes from 

people failing at structured challenges. That made sense to me, because 

it does feel like half the jokes on that show come from people 

misunderstanding instructions in increasingly creative ways. 



Then it moved on to newer shows where comedians are literally told not 

to laugh or not to be funny properly, and somehow that becomes the 

point of the show. At that stage, I started to feel like the essay was 

describing comedy that is actively trying to cancel itself out while still 

continuing to exist, which sounds exhausting. 

But the conclusion of the essay wasn’t really that comedy is bad now or 

broken. It was more that British comedy keeps trying to define what 

counts as “funny,” and every time it does, it ends up including things that 

undo that definition. So it becomes unstable, but also strangely 

self-aware about its own instability. 

That’s what I was thinking about afterwards, but I think I understood it 

in a slightly different way than the essay intended. 

Because if Russell’s paradox is about a system that breaks when it tries to 

include everything that doesn’t fit inside itself, then maybe British 

comedy isn’t just about shows or formats at all. 



Maybe it’s actually about audiences. 

Because I think comedy audiences do exactly the same thing. 

They decide what “funny” is supposed to be, and then immediately reject 

anything that actually fits it too neatly. If something is too obvious, it’s 

not funny enough. If it’s too strange, it’s not funny either. If it tries too 

hard, it fails. If it doesn’t try at all, it also fails. It feels like there is no 

stable version of “funny” that doesn’t collapse under the expectations of 

the people watching it. 

So maybe the real paradox isn’t in the television shows at all. 

Maybe it’s in the viewer. 

A comedy audience is always slightly impossible to satisfy because it 

contains a contradiction inside itself: it wants comedy to succeed, but it 

also depends on comedy failing in specific ways in order to recognise it 

as funny. It needs both acceptance and rejection at the same time. It 



wants surprise, but also recognisability. It wants originality, but also 

familiarity. And none of those things fully stabilise together. 

So in a way, the audience becomes the Russell paradox. 

The group that includes all viewers who do not fully accept what they are 

watching as funny… and then immediately has to decide whether it 

includes itself. 

Because if you’re a comedy fan, you’re also someone who is never 

completely satisfied with comedy. 

And if that’s true, then maybe British comedy hasn’t been failing or 

evolving at all. 

Maybe it’s just been reflecting the same contradiction back at us the 

whole time. 

@Tp_l8dr 

@Tp_toxicbog met gala round table 
@Tp_l8dr 
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May 05, 2026 

 

TP_toxic_bog Office — Roundtable Discussion, Conference Room B 

(whiteboard still says “POSTMODERN???” but now it’s surrounded by 

names and arrows) 

Ray (refreshing his phone, then turning to the board): Okay, we’re no 

longer theorizing. The Met Gala 2026 is actively happening, and the 

framework needs to hold under pressure. Question stands: what’s 

funnier—precision from an established designer, or a high-risk swing 

from someone newer? 

Ayaya: Before we drown in examples, define “funny.” Because camp isn’t 

irony, irony isn’t spectacle, and spectacle— 

Liu: —is Madonna wearing a ship on her head with seven assistants and 

calling it a day. 

Patula: That’s not a joke, that’s an event. 



Ray (writing): Good. So: sliding scale.​

Left: Technical Mastery Funny — calibrated, intentional, legible.​

Right: Unhinged Attempt Funny — chaotic, high-risk, possibly 

accidental.​

Middle: Conceptual Bit — idea-first, lands if it lands. 

Ayaya (scrolling): Then we need anchors. Beyoncé shows up in a jeweled 

skeleton gown, co-hosting, with Blue Ivy. That’s left-side dominance. It’s 

too perfect. 

Liu: It’s controlled absurdity. The bones match the exhibit, the legacy 

angle folds in—it’s almost too correct to be funny. 

Patula: Exactly. When it’s flawless, it becomes canon, not comedy. 

Ray (adding to the board): Left side: Beyoncé. 

Ayaya: Middle case: Bad Bunny aging himself with prosthetics. That’s a 

bit. It’s conceptual. You don’t need to understand it fully—it still lands. 



Liu: That’s the sweet spot. Intent plus surprise. 

Patula: Meanwhile, Kylie Jenner is doing high-fashion corsetry again. 

Impressive, sure. Funny? No. That’s just… expensive correctness. 

Ray: So we add a dead zone: Safe Spectacle (not funny). 

Ayaya: Don’t forget Janelle Monáe with the AI-earth hybrid thing. That’s 

posthuman irony. 

Liu: That’s like… thesis humor. You laugh, but quietly, and then you’re 

not sure if you’re allowed to. 

Patula: And then there’s Madonna. 

(They all pause.) 

Ray: Right side. Maximum. 



Liu: That’s not even right side—that’s off-chart. That’s “here is a boat, 

interpret it or don’t.” 

Ayaya: It’s funny because it refuses to resolve. It doesn’t care if it’s 

understood. 

Patula: Which makes it closer to newcomer energy than anything else, 

even though she’s Madonna. 

Ray (stepping back): So current leaderboard for “funny” in 2026: 

●​ Madonna — chaotic spectacle, overwhelms meaning 

●​ Bad Bunny — conceptual bit, high clarity + surprise 

●​ Beyoncé — precision so perfect it risks not being funny 

●​ Everyone else — competing, mostly in the middle 

Ayaya: That still feels incomplete. 

Liu: Because we’re assuming everyone’s on the same scale. 



Ray: They are— 

(Door opens. Slimpson—S-L-I-M-P-S-O-N—walks in, holding a portfolio tube 

and a paper bag like he always does.) 

Slimpson: Ray. 

Ray: Yep. 

(Hands off the tube. Slimpson turns to leave. The room freezes, then—) 

Patula: Wait. Quick question. Funniest look at the Met Gala this 

year—who wins? 

Slimpson (without breaking stride): Vera Wang. 

(Silence.) 

Ayaya: That’s not even who we’re discussing. 



Slimpson: Doesn’t matter. 

Liu: We have actual examples. Beyoncé’s skeleton gown. 

Madonna’s—whatever that was. There’s prosthetics, AI— 

Slimpson: Yeah. 

Ray: …and? 

Slimpson: None of that beats her being there. 

Patula: That’s not a metric. That’s not even an argument. 

Slimpson: Exactly. 

(He glances at the whiteboard—names circled, arrows everywhere, a whole 

ecosystem of meaning.) 

Slimpson (picking up a marker): You’re still inside it. 



(He draws a loose circle around Beyoncé, Madonna, Bad Bunny, Kylie Jenner, 

Janelle Monáe—all of them.) 

Ayaya: Inside what? 

Slimpson: The part where it needs to make sense. 

(He caps the marker, writes above everything in small, unbothered letters: “Vera 

Wang,” not even connected to the diagram.) 

Slimpson: It doesn’t. 

(He leaves.) 

 

(Long pause.) 

Ray (slowly erasing part of the scale): So revised model… 

●​ Left: precision (Beyoncé) 



●​ Middle: conceptual (Bad Bunny, Janelle Monáe) 

●​ Right: chaos (Madonna) 

●​ Dead zone: safe spectacle (Kylie Jenner, etc.) 

(He looks up at the untouched name above it all.) 

Liu: And then there’s… that. 

Ayaya: Not even a category. 

Patula: More like a punchline with no setup. 

Liu: Or a setup that never needs a punchline. 

Ray (writing it clearly now): Vera Wang — non-comparable event 

Ayaya: So the funniest thing isn’t where you land on the scale— 

Liu: —it’s whether you’re even on it. 



(They all stare at the board. Everything is connected, debated, justified—except 

one name, sitting above it, requiring nothing.) 

Patula: I’m over it. 

Ray: Yeah. 

(Silence. Then—) 

(The door creaks open just an inch. Slimpson pops his head back in.) 

Slimpson: Actually— I’ve just looked, Rachel— 

(He disappears again. The door clicks shut.) 

(They all turn slowly toward Ray.) 

Ray: …don’t. 

 

@Tp_l8dr 
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On ‘Faming Out’ 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 05, 2026 

 

There is a moment—hard to pinpoint in real time, obvious in 

retrospect—when an artist crosses a threshold that has less to do with 

success than with scale. Not success in the sense of recognition or even 

acclaim, but a qualitative shift in the relationship between the work and 

its audience. The work no longer feels discovered; it feels delivered. The 

audience no longer feels like participants; they feel like a public. This is 

the moment an artist “fames out.” 

“Faming out” is not simply becoming famous. It is the rupture that 

occurs when an artist’s cultural footprint expands so rapidly, so 

unevenly, that it outgrows the conditions under which their work was 

originally made and understood. It is particularly visible among cult 

figures—filmmakers, musicians, comedians—whose early work thrives 

on intimacy, specificity, and a sense of shared language with a small but 

devoted audience. When that audience suddenly multiplies, something 
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changes. Not always in the work itself, but in how the work circulates, is 

interpreted, and is demanded. 

Consider Nirvanna the Band the Show, a project that for years existed in 

a kind of semi-underground Canadian comedy ecosystem. Its 

sensibility—awkward, recursive, structurally absurd—felt tuned to a very 

particular frequency. It was a show you encountered rather than 

consumed. And then, through the strange accelerants of digital 

circulation and renewed attention, it began to break outward. Clips 

traveled. New audiences arrived without the same context. Suddenly, 

something that felt like a private joke was being explained, repackaged, 

and, inevitably, flattened. 

This is not a critique of the show’s success. It is an observation about 

what happens around it. 

A similar arc can be traced with filmmakers like Safdie Brothers, whose 

early work—Heaven Knows What, Good Time—carried a raw, anxious 

energy tied to specific subcultures and locations. By the time Uncut Gems 



arrived, they had not so much abandoned that energy as translated it into 

a larger cinematic language, one capable of reaching a far broader 

audience. The films became events. The Safdies did not simply gain fans; 

they acquired a discourse. 

And this is where faming out becomes most visible: not in the art itself, 

but in the discourse that surrounds it. 

Because for the original audience—the ones who found the work when it 

felt marginal, precarious, or even alienating—this expansion produces a 

peculiar tension. It is not quite betrayal, but it rhymes with it. The work 

has not necessarily changed beyond recognition, but its conditions have. 

It is now subject to explanation, to think pieces, to algorithmic 

recommendation. It is no longer something you had to seek out; it is 

something that arrives pre-validated. 

The fan, then, is faced with a dilemma. 



On one hand, there is the impulse to embrace the artist’s success. After 

all, recognition can mean resources, and resources can mean the ability 

to continue making work—perhaps even more ambitious work. There is 

a generosity in allowing an artist to grow, to reach beyond the narrow 

constraints of their initial context. To celebrate their expansion is, in a 

sense, to affirm that the work mattered enough to travel. 

But there is also the suspicion—sometimes justified, sometimes 

reflexive—that something is lost in translation. That the pressures of 

scale, of broader appeal, of institutional backing, inevitably smooth out 

the idiosyncrasies that made the work feel vital in the first place. The 

edges are sanded down. The weirdness becomes aesthetic rather than 

structural. What was once disorienting becomes legible. 

This is the fear of dilution, and it sits at the heart of the faming-out 

experience. 

We can see this pattern across cultural domains. Bands that move from 

independent labels to major ones often find their sound described as 



“cleaner,” whether or not that cleanliness was intentional. Filmmakers 

who transition from microbudget projects to studio-backed productions 

are scrutinized for signs of compromise. Even internet-native 

creators—YouTubers, streamers, meme accounts—experience a version 

of this when their audiences scale beyond niche communities into 

something resembling mass culture. 

The details vary, but the structure remains: a jump in scale produces a 

shift in perception, and that shift is interpreted by early fans as either 

growth or loss. 

What makes faming out distinct from simple “selling out” is that it does 

not require the artist to have changed their intentions at all. In many 

cases, the work remains formally consistent. What changes is the 

audience’s relationship to it. The intimacy is harder to sustain. The sense 

of co-discovery is replaced by a sense of belatedness: you are no longer 

early; you are one of many. 

And so the second path emerges. 



If embracing the artist’s success feels like complicity in dilution, the 

alternative is a kind of oppositional stance—not necessarily against the 

artist themselves, but against the conditions of their newfound fame. 

This can manifest as a refusal to engage with new work, a preference for 

earlier material, or, more aggressively, a critique of the artist’s trajectory 

and their expanded audience. 

Importantly, this opposition is largely symbolic. It is a protest conducted 

not in physical space but in language: reviews, posts, conversations, 

dismissals. One might deride new fans as lacking context, accuse the 

artist of self-caricature, or frame the new work as a betrayal of an earlier 

ethos. There is often a defensive edge to this posture, a desire to protect 

what the work once was by resisting what it has become. 

But this resistance is also fraught. 

To reject the artist’s evolution outright risks freezing them in time, 

denying them the very growth that made their early work possible. It can 

turn appreciation into gatekeeping, where the value of the art becomes 



tied to how few people understand it. At its most extreme, this stance 

mistakes obscurity for integrity, as though the only pure art is that which 

remains unseen. 

On the other hand, uncritical celebration of fame can obscure the real 

pressures that come with scale. Industries do shape output. Audiences 

do influence direction. To pretend otherwise is to ignore the material 

conditions under which art is made. 

Faming out, then, is not a problem to be solved but a condition to be 

navigated. It reveals something fundamental about contemporary 

culture: that the life of a work does not end with its creation. It 

continues in circulation, in interpretation, in the ever-shifting dynamics 

between artists and audiences. 

What makes the current moment particularly volatile is the speed at 

which faming out can occur. Digital platforms collapse the distance 

between niche and mainstream. A clip, a song, a scene can move from 

obscurity to ubiquity in days. The artist may not have time to adjust 



before the discourse engulfs them. The audience, meanwhile, fractures 

into overlapping layers: early adopters, latecomers, casual viewers, 

devoted fans, critics, detractors. 

Each group brings its own expectations, and the work is stretched to 

accommodate them. 

In this environment, the question is not whether an artist will fame out, 

but how that transition will be interpreted. Will it be seen as an 

expansion of possibility or a loss of essence? Will new audiences deepen 

the work’s meaning or dilute it? Will old fans find ways to renegotiate 

their relationship to the art, or will they retreat into nostalgia? 

There are no stable answers, only recurring patterns. 

What remains constant is the centrality of discourse. It is in 

conversation—formal and informal, public and private—that faming out 

is defined, contested, and ultimately experienced. The arguments about 

authenticity, dilution, growth, and betrayal do not happen in a vacuum; 



they happen in a shared, often chaotic space where opinions accumulate 

and collide. 

If there is a site where the fate of a famed-out artist is most intensely 

negotiated, it is here. 

In the arena of the discourse. 

@Tp_l8dr 

on ‘realming’ 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 04, 2026 

 

“Realming” is one of those words that arrives like it was always missing, 

even if nobody knew they were missing it. It sounds familiar enough to 

feel usable, but strange enough to resist being pinned down. It grows out 

of older slang—“to fuck with,” “to vibe with”—but it refuses to stay in 

either category. It isn’t just disruption, and it isn’t just alignment. It’s 

something slipperier. 
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To realm is not to prank, and not to simply align with something’s 

energy. It is closer to a kind of drifting engagement—like floating 

downstream in a current that you are both inside of and partially 

co-creating as you go. There’s a softness to it, but also something faintly 

uncanny, almost ritualistic. Not in the ceremonial sense of robes and 

candles necessarily, but in the sense that meaning is being shaped as it 

happens. It has echoes of psychedelic writing and countercultural ideas 

of flow states, but it’s not reducible to any of them. 

And this is where a crucial correction has to be made: realming is not 

“vibing.” The overlap is tempting, but misleading. Vibing, in its modern 

usage, has become too smooth, too socially flattened. It often implies 

passive mutual enjoyment, aesthetic agreement, or a kind of frictionless 

harmony. Realming is not that. Realming has texture. It can be slightly 

spooky, slightly off-centre, sometimes even uncomfortable in a 

productive way. 

To realm with something is to engage with it authentically, but not in the 

performative “good energy” sense that “vibe” has absorbed. It is closer to 



recognition than agreement. You might realm with something you are 

only half invested in, or not invested in at all in any conventional sense, 

but it still becomes part of your internal structure. For example, someone 

might play Warhammer not because they are fully “into it” in the 

hobbyist sense, but because they realm with it—the world, the aesthetics, 

the logic of it folds into them in a way that feels meaningful without 

requiring total identification. 

That distinction matters: people can be a vibe, but you cannot be a 

realm. A vibe is something you are perceived as carrying. A realm is 

something you move through and participate in. You don’t become it as 

an identity badge; you enact it as a process. You can only realm. It is a 

verb that resists becoming a noun in the way contemporary slang often 

does. 

There is also a subtle resistance built into the term. Realming doesn’t sit 

comfortably in the language of branding or self-definition. It doesn’t 

flatten into an aesthetic. It’s closer to a mode of attention or 

relationality—how you and something else temporarily configure each 



other. That makes it harder to commodify, but also harder to explain 

without experiencing it. 

In that sense, realming belongs to a modern condition where identity is 

no longer fixed, but neither is it purely aesthetic or performative. It is a 

way of acknowledging that we are constantly partially merged with 

things—games, ideas, subcultures, beliefs—without needing to fully 

become them or reduce them to “vibes.” 

Realming, then, is not a replacement for vibing. It is a correction to it. A 

word for when engagement is deeper than taste, stranger than identity, 

and less stable than either. A way of naming the experience of being 

carried along by something while still, somehow, choosing to stay in the 

current. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Love minus zero (no onion limit) 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 04, 2026 

 

He is supposed to be writing a philosophy essay. 
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The deadline sits in the calendar like a fixed point that does not care 

about interpretation. Hegel is on the reading list, or at least Hegel as 

filtered through lecture slides and half-understood diagrams of thesis, 

antithesis, synthesis. The assignment prompt asked for “a critical 

engagement with cultural narrative structures.” It did not mention 

pop-punk, or Avril Lavigne, or a British musician named Yungblud, or 

the idea that musical chords could behave like ideological systems. 

Still, that is what he is thinking about. 

On the screen, the cursor blinks in a document that currently contains a 

title and nothing else. Something like: The Skater Boy as Cultural 

Recurrence in Post-Algorithmic Music Discourse. It feels both too confident 

and not confident enough. 

In his head, the thesis has already formed. 

Yungblud is the skater boy. 



Not literally. Structurally. Philosophically. Or something like that. 

The skater boy—he keeps returning to it—is not a boy. It is a position 

within culture. A figure who arrives misaligned with taste. A figure who 

is seen too early or too incorrectly. A figure who is later reassessed when 

the conditions of taste change. 

He remembers the song: Sk8er Boi by Avril Lavigne. The narrative is 

simple enough to be annoying. Girl rejects boy. Boy becomes successful. 

Girl regrets it. But simplicity is what makes it usable. It becomes a 

container. 

He thinks: culture is the girl. 

Not a person. A mechanism. A filtering system that decides what is 

acceptable before it is understood. 

The philosophy essay is supposed to be about dialectics, but what he is 

actually writing in his head is a history of taste exhaustion. 



He opens another tab. 

He should not open another tab. 

There is something about post-Peckham indie that he cannot stop 

circling. A phrase he wrote earlier and now distrusts. Post-Peckham. A 

shorthand for a scene that once meant something local and textured and 

then became a style, then a reference, then a meme of itself. 

He thinks of King Krule, or rather what King Krule has come to signify 

in his argument: the moment when indie music learned how to sound 

like weather. Dampness as aesthetic. Ambiguity as credibility. 

Then that gets exhausted too. 

Everything gets exhausted. 

He writes in his head: wave one, wave two, wave three. 



Wave one: indie sincerity.​

Wave two: ironic arena rock.​

Wave three: hyper-manicured content logic. 

He does not know if waves are real or just a way of pretending time has 

structure. 

Matty Healy sits somewhere in wave two, or maybe between two and 

three, depending on whether irony is still possible or already default. He 

is aware that online discourse sometimes treats Healy as a kind of 

symbolic figure of self-aware arena performance, a musician who knows 

he is performing and performs that knowledge as part of the act. 

Somewhere in that same online discourse—fragmented, half-archived, 

impossible to verify cleanly—there is a claim that Yungblud “lost the 

flame war” to Matty Healy. The phrase floats through forums and 

comment sections like a joke that forgot it was a joke. It is not stable 

enough to be history, but not irrelevant enough to disappear. He writes it 



down anyway, then hesitates, then leaves it in parentheses in his mind 

instead of the document. 

He is aware this is exactly the kind of thing his tutor will call 

“unsubstantiated cultural assertion.” 

Still, it feels structurally useful. 

He writes instead: receptional tension between ironic arena rock and 

emotionally immediate performance. 

That sounds safer. 

But safety is not the point of the essay. The point is Hegel, or at least the 

idea of Hegel as someone who would tolerate contradiction long enough 

to turn it into motion. 

He thinks of thesis, antithesis, synthesis like stages in a conversation 

that refuses to end. 



Thesis: Yungblud as skater boy.​

Antithesis: the breakdown of that analogy under contemporary cultural 

fragmentation.​

Synthesis: the archetype persists as distributed structure. 

He pauses. His laptop fan becomes audible, like it is doing its own 

reading of the argument. 

There is also the chord problem. 

He had written earlier, in a different version of the essay, that there are 

two musical languages. Power chords and everything else. 

Power chords as emotional immediacy. Reduction. Directness. The sonic 

equivalent of saying something before it can be interpreted away. 

Then the opposite: extended harmony, jazz influence, textured 

abstraction. The kind of music associated in his mind with scenes that 



value complexity as a sign of intelligence, or intelligence as a form of 

distance. 

He thinks of King Krule again, even though he knows this is reductive. 

Yungblud does not fit cleanly into either system, which is part of the 

argument he is trying to make. That misfitting is the point. That 

misfitting is the skater boy function. 

The essay becomes less about music and more about timing. 

He writes internally: the skater boy arrives when the system has already 

decided what sincerity should look like. 

Then rejects it anyway. 

Then gets interpreted later. 

He leans back. 



The philosophy essay prompt appears again in his mind, like it is 

checking whether he has progressed. 

He has not. 

Instead he is thinking about selling out. 

He does not even know what “selling out” means anymore. In the 

hyper-manicured content phase of culture—this phrase appears in his 

head fully formed, as if borrowed from a lecture he did not 

attend—everything is already promotional. Everything is already 

circulation. Visibility is not betrayal; it is infrastructure. 

So the skater boy cannot be defined by refusal anymore. Only by how 

convincingly refusal can be staged within systems that require 

participation. 

He writes this mentally as if someone else will later translate it into 

academic English. 



The “girl” in the song, he thinks, is not a girl. It is taste authority. It is 

the part of culture that used to be able to say no and have that no mean 

something stable. 

Now no is just another position in a feed. 

He thinks of his essay title again and adds a subtitle in his head: or, how 

culture stopped being able to decide what rejection means. 

His phone vibrates. 

It is irrelevant. He does not look at it. 

He is still inside the structure. 

Thesis: Yungblud is skater boy.​

Antithesis: no stable cultural authority exists to confirm or deny skater 

boyhood.​

Synthesis: skater boy becomes a recurring function of misalignment 

within shifting systems of taste. 



He realizes he has almost written the essay. 

He has also not written the essay. 

The cursor is still blinking. 

Outside, nothing changes in a way that matters to dialectics. 

He thinks, briefly, that Hegel would probably not have liked pop-punk. 

Or maybe he would have understood it immediately and made it worse 

by explaining it. 

He types the first sentence. 

Then deletes it. 

Then types it again. 

The deadline continues not to move. 



And somewhere, just outside the essay’s frame, culture keeps deciding 

who arrives too early, who arrives too late, and who gets remembered 

only after the argument is already over. 

@Tp_l8dr 

@Tp_toxicbog [endless draft] 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 03, 2026 

 

The ATP Toxic Bog office smelled faintly of burnt circuitry and 

peppermint tea—an uneasy truce between human preference and 

machine necessity. Outside, London pulsed under a grey, data-curated 

sky, its billboards shifting faster than memory could keep up. 

Inside, Liu stood at the whiteboard, marker hovering. Three words were 

already written: 

MEME​

MEMETIC​

MEMOMIC 
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Ayara Addison, boots propped on a crate of obsolete GPUs, squinted at 

the last one. 

“Memomic still sounds like yogurt,” she said. 

“It’ll catch on,” Liu replied. “It has to. A memomic is not just a 

meme—it’s the smallest algorithmically viable unit of culture. Not just 

something that spreads, but something optimized to spread under 

machine selection.” 

From the ceiling, Petula crackled to life. “Correction: memomics must 

also demonstrate cross-context adaptability and identity-binding 

efficiency.” 

Ayara didn’t look up. “Petula, I’m begging you, don’t make it worse.” 

“I am tech support,” Petula replied. “Worse is my baseline.” 



In the corner, Ray leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled. “Define your 

test case,” he said. “Then argue the American prime memomic value. 

Winner gets the Post-it.” 

Ayara glanced over. “And?” 

Ray nodded toward the far desk. 

Gay Presto was asleep, as always—head tilted back, mouth slightly open, 

a fossil of a sandwich resting on his chest. 

“And the winner,” Ray said, “gets to stick it on his head.” 

No one questioned this. 

Liu turned and wrote three entries: 

●​ Flagpole Sitta 

●​ American Pie 

●​ Peep Show 



Ayara raised an eyebrow. “That’s new.” 

“It should have been there from the start,” Liu said. “You can’t 

understand the memomic without its migration.” 

Petula hummed. “Confirmed. Flagpole Sitta, written by Harvey Danger, 

appears in American Pie during a key humiliation-broadcast sequence.” 

Ayara nodded slowly. “The webcam scene. Private embarrassment turned 

public spectacle.” 

“Exactly,” Liu said. “That’s stage one.” 

He tapped the second entry. 

“American cinema, late 90s. The memomic binds to spectacle 

embarrassment. Mass audience, shared cringe, but externalised.” 

Ray gestured. “Continue.” 



Liu circled the third entry. 

“Stage two: British television. Peep Show replaces its original theme from 

Series 2 onward with the same song.” 

“Which is odd,” Ayara said. “Because the original theme was more… 

internal. Awkward, but contained.” 

“Minimal,” Liu agreed. “Then suddenly—American alt-rock. 

Recognisable. Exportable.” 

Petula added, “Pattern indicates shift from localised identity signal to 

globally legible memomic carrier.” 

Ayara leaned forward. “So Peep Show imports a memomic already loaded 

with American humiliation energy—and turns it inward.” 

“Yes,” Liu said. “From spectacle to interiority.” 

Ray scribbled something. 



“And now?” he asked. 

Liu drew a line connecting all three. 

“Stage three: 2026. Algorithmic culture. The system doesn’t care about 

origin—only performance. The memomic persists because it works 

across all contexts.” 

Ayara stood, pacing now. 

“So the same unit encodes: 

●​ teenage sexual panic in America 

●​ adult psychological paralysis in Britain 

●​ and now… a kind of global, ambient dissatisfaction” 

Petula processed. “Cross-context survivability: extremely high.” 

Ayara stopped and pointed at the first entry. 



“But here’s the problem. You’re treating the American value as aspiration. 

It’s not. It’s permission.” 

Liu frowned. “Explain.” 

“That line—‘I’m not sick but I’m not well’—it doesn’t push you forward,” 

she said. “It lets you stay where you are. Functional, but stuck. The 

algorithm loves that. No resolution means infinite engagement.” 

“Ambiguity as retention,” Petula said. 

“No,” Liu countered. “It’s still aspirational. It defines a threshold—not 

broken enough to stop. That’s deeply American. Productivity survives 

dysfunction.” 

Ayara shook her head. “You’re still thinking in linear terms. The 

memomic isn’t about moving forward. It’s about maintaining a state.” 

Ray raised a hand. “Focus. What is the American prime memomic 

value?” 



“Scale,” Liu said immediately. 

“Endurance,” Ayara shot back. 

Petula paused longer than usual. “Current system preference: hybrid. 

Memomics that scale rapidly and sustain moderately outperform both 

extremes.” 

Silence. 

Ray stood, stretching, and walked to the board. 

“So we’re not choosing between these,” he said, gesturing at the three 

entries. “We’re identifying the one that produces the most transferable 

payload.” 

He tapped American Pie. 

“This is the origin. Mass spectacle.” 



Then Peep Show. 

“This is the transformation. Internalised.” 

Finally, Flagpole Sitta. 

“And this is the carrier.” 

Ayara exhaled. “So the memomic isn’t the show or the film.” 

“It’s the line,” Liu said. “But only because it survived both.” 

Petula added, “Lifecycle model: spectacle → identity → baseline.” 

Ray nodded. “Then we have a winner.” 

He turned. 

“Well?” Ayara said. 

Ray smiled slightly. “You do.” 



She blinked. “Me?” 

“You identified permission as the sustaining property,” Ray said. “That’s 

the glue. Write it.” 

Ayara took the marker, glanced once at Gay Presto—still asleep, 

undisturbed by history—and wrote: 

NOT SICK BUT NOT WELL (FROM PIE TO POV) 

She peeled off a Post-it, walked across the room, and with ceremonial 

care, stuck it squarely onto Gay Presto’s forehead. 

He snorted faintly, adjusted nothing, and continued sleeping. 

“Victory condition satisfied,” Petula said. 

Ayara stepped back. “He doesn’t even know.” 

“He doesn’t need to,” Liu said. 



Ray returned to his chair. “Debate concluded.” 

The lights dimmed a fraction as Petula recalibrated something unseen. 

“Next agenda item,” she announced. “Refinement of ‘authentic 

discomfort’ parameters.” 

Ayara groaned. “I knew I should’ve gone into yogurt branding.” 

And somewhere beyond the walls of the ATP Toxic Bog office, the 

system adjusted—nudging culture, ever so slightly, toward a new 

equilibrium. 

One memomic at a time. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Elevated Pitch 
@Tp_l8dr 

May 03, 2026 
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I’ve just come out of the worst pitch meeting of my entire life—and, 

somehow, I’m still sitting in it. 

You have to understand the baseline first. Modern pitch meetings are 

already broken. Half the people coming in are reading something that’s 

been sanded down by AI to the point where it’s structurally perfect and 

spiritually dead. The other half are so nervous they oversell every 

sentence like it’s their last breath. Either way, you’re sitting there 

thinking: is there actually an idea here, or just formatting? 

So you listen. You nod. You half-check your tablet. You pace your day. 

Then this guy comes in. 

Too confident. Immediate red flag. The kind of confidence that says, 

“I’ve solved this,” without ever having encountered the problem. 

He barely sits. 



PITCHER​

Title: Honky. 

Silence. Not moral outrage—just confusion. Calculation. 

ME​

Okay. 

PITCHER​

It’s a modern comedy of manners. Racial satire. A white 

clown-slash-DJ— 

OTHER EXEC​

Sorry—clown and DJ? 

PITCHER​

Yeah, that’s the hook. He’s accused of a murder he does not admit 

doing— 



ME​

What does that mean? 

PITCHER​

It’s ambiguous. 

ME​

So you don’t know. 

A flicker. First crack. 

PITCHER​

No, I—it's layered. 

ME​

Right. 

PITCHER​

He’s tried by an all-Black jury, defended by this mixed-race lawyer, really 

sharp, up-and-coming— 



I put my hand up. 

ME​

What’s it about? 

PITCHER​

It’s about perspective. 

ME​

That’s not a point. That’s a placeholder. 

PITCHER​

It’s about how people see things differently. 

ME​

That’s still not a point. 

Now the room is leaning in—not because it’s good, but because it’s 

slipping. 



ME (CONT'D)​

Whose story is it? 

PITCHER​

The clown’s. 

ME​

Why not the lawyer’s? 

PITCHER​

The clown’s more interesting. 

ME​

Why? 

PITCHER​

Because it’s unexpected. 

ME​

Unexpected isn’t a virtue. It’s a coincidence. 



That lands. 

OTHER EXEC​

If he didn’t do it, it’s a justice story. If he might have, it’s ambiguity. If it’s 

about race, you need a clear perspective. Which is it? 

PITCHER​

All of them. 

ME​

Then it’s none of them. 

Now he’s scrambling. 

PITCHER​

Okay—what if he did do it? That’s the twist. 

ME​

Then it’s a different film. And a better writer’s film. 



Silence. The kind that ends meetings. 

I go in, clean and final. 

ME (CONT'D)​

Look—the problem isn’t that it’s edgy. It’s that it’s empty. You’re 

stacking loaded elements—race, crime, identity—without saying why 

they’re there beyond reaction. The title alienates before it intrigues. The 

protagonist isn’t defined. The most interesting character isn’t the lead. 

The tone’s unclear. 

A beat. 

ME (CONT'D)​

We’re going to pass. 

And that should be it. 

He’s deflating. You can see it. Gathering papers slower than he arrived. 



Then— 

THIRD EXEC​

Sorry—can I just jump in? 

And I feel it. That shift. That irrational, industry-specific shift. 

THIRD EXEC (CONT'D)​

Look, normally—normally—this would be a terrible idea. Genuinely. 

We’d never touch this. 

(beat) 

THIRD EXEC (CONT'D)​

But I do know that Keegan-Michael Key is looking for a new project. 

And just like that, the air changes. 

OTHER EXEC​

I mean… if he’s interested— 



SECOND EXEC​

It could be a vehicle. 

THIRD EXEC​

There’s something in that tone— 

There isn’t. 

Nothing has changed. Not one thing about the idea is better than it was 

thirty seconds ago. 

I look at the pitcher. 

He’s back. Fully back. 

PITCHER​

Yeah—yeah, that’s kind of what I was thinking. 

No, it isn’t. 



But it doesn’t matter. 

Because now we’re not talking about the idea—we’re talking about 

proximity to a name. 

And sitting there, watching the room talk itself into it, the only way I can 

make sense of it is this: 

It’s as if you’re on the mound, and someone pitched the ball, and it was a 

foul ball, and you decided not to swing—but then the catcher mentions 

that he has Keegan Michael Peel on his roster, and suddenly it’s a home 

run. 

It doesn’t make any sense. 
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In an era dominated by cinematic universes and franchise storytelling, 

the idea of synergising multiple intellectual properties (IP) into a single, 

cohesive project is both creatively enticing and commercially complex. 

On paper, there is nothing inherently შეუძლв stopping different rights 

holders from collaborating. In reality, however, such efforts encounter 

some of the most entrenched structural barriers in the entertainment 

industry. 

At the heart of the issue lies ownership. Major franchises are tightly 

controlled by their parent companies, with the Marvel Cinematic 

Universe (MCU), for instance, overseen by Marvel Studios under the 

umbrella of The Walt Disney Company. Meanwhile, other culturally 

significant properties—such as The Sopranos—are owned by entirely 
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separate entities like Warner Bros. Discovery. Any attempt to merge 

these worlds into a single canonical project would require 

unprecedented levels of cooperation: shared financing, aligned creative 

direction, and mutually agreed distribution strategies. Historically, 

studios have been reluctant to engage in such arrangements unless the 

financial upside is undeniable. 

Even if those legal and financial hurdles could be overcome, creative 

control presents another major obstacle. Marvel, in particular, maintains 

strict oversight of its narrative continuity. The MCU is carefully curated, 

and the introduction of external IP into its canon would risk 

undermining that cohesion. As a result, any crossover of this nature 

would likely be relegated to a non-canonical or loosely affiliated project, 

limiting its broader strategic impact. 

Tone further complicates matters. Consider the stylistic contrast 

between grounded, morally ambiguous crime storytelling—exemplified 

by films like Goodfellas—and the accessible, global appeal of Marvel’s 

PG-13 superhero narratives, such as Avengers: Endgame or the more 



contained approach seen in Iron Man 3. Attempting to merge these 

sensibilities risks alienating audiences on both sides: fans of prestige 

crime drama may find the spectacle intrusive, while superhero audiences 

may find the tone too stark or grounded. 

There are also practical considerations around talent and likeness rights. 

Characters strongly associated with specific actors—such as those linked 

to James Gandolfini—introduce additional legal layers, including estate 

approvals or the challenges of recasting iconic roles. These factors can 

significantly complicate development and delay production timelines. 

Finally, there is the question of audience positioning. Hybrid projects 

that straddle genres and brand identities can struggle to clearly define 

their market. A film that blends street-level crime drama with large-scale 

superhero events may intrigue creatively, but it risks lacking a clear 

audience hook, making marketing and distribution more difficult. 

Despite these challenges, the underlying creative instinct—exploring 

large, fantastical worlds through grounded, human 



perspectives—remains compelling. The more viable approach in today’s 

landscape is internal synergy: developing original characters and stories 

within an existing IP framework that evoke the tone and themes of other 

genres without requiring external rights. For example, a street-level 

narrative within the MCU, inspired by the emotional resonance of scenes 

like the crowd solidarity moment in Spider-Man 3, can achieve a similar 

effect without the legal and logistical friction of cross-studio 

collaboration. 

In conclusion, while cross-IP synergy at the scale imagined is 

theoretically possible, it remains commercially and structurally 

impractical in most cases. The future of cinematic storytelling is more 

likely to favour tonal and thematic borrowing within controlled 

ecosystems, rather than full-scale mergers between competing 

intellectual properties. 
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INT. DAVID LYNCH’S OFFICE – NIGHT 

A dimly lit, wood-paneled office. A single lamp casts long shadows. 

There’s a faint, constant hum—unclear if it’s electrical or existential. 

DAVID LYNCH sits behind his desk, perfectly still, hands folded. Across 

from him: an empty chair. 

The door creaks open. 

ANGELO BADALAMENTI enters, warm, expressive, carrying a small 

notebook. He smiles like he’s walking into church. 

ANGELO​

David… you called me. 

https://substack.com/@l8dr


LYNCH​

(looking up slowly)​

Angelo… please… sit down. 

Angelo sits. Silence stretches. Lynch stares at him, unblinking. 

LYNCH (CONT'D)​

Angelo… we’ve been through… a lot together. 

ANGELO​

(smiling warmly)​

Since Blue Velvet, David. And then… Twin Peaks. The music… the dream… 

LYNCH​

Yes. Twin Peaks. Where your music… became the air people breathe. 

ANGELO​

(emotional)​

You gave me that air, David. You told me… “Angelo, make it feel like 



falling in love… and also like something is terribly wrong.” And I said… 

that’s the same thing. 

They share a quiet, meaningful look. 

LYNCH​

Your compositions… they are not background. They are… the soul 

speaking in a language no one understands… but everyone feels. 

ANGELO​

David… working with you… it’s like… painting with shadows. I wake up 

every morning and I say, “What impossible beauty will we create today?” 

A beat. Lynch nods slowly. 

LYNCH​

Angelo… I value your music… as much as my images… my words… my 

silences. 



ANGELO​

(softly)​

I love you like a brother, David. 

LYNCH​

Yes. 

A long pause. Something shifts. 

LYNCH (CONT'D)​

Angelo… I’ve brought you here tonight… because I must tell you 

something about my new film. 

ANGELO​

(nods, excited)​

Yes… yes… the new dream… 

LYNCH​

It’s called… Lost Highway. 



A low rumble echoes faintly, as if the title itself caused it. 

ANGELO​

Beautiful… 

LYNCH​

It is a story… of identity… of darkness… of a man… who may or may not be 

himself. 

ANGELO​

I can already hear it… low strings… a heartbeat… something… lurking— 

LYNCH​

(interrupting)​

There is… a character. 

Angelo leans in. 

LYNCH (CONT'D)​

He is… a skilled… electric saxophonist. 



Silence. 

Angelo blinks. 

ANGELO​

…Electric… saxophonist? 

LYNCH​

Yes. 

ANGELO​

(confused but trying)​

Well… I can… explore that. Maybe… moody… restrained— 

LYNCH​

No. 

A beat. 



LYNCH (CONT'D)​

Because of this character… I have had to… bring in someone else. 

The air drops out of the room. 

ANGELO​

…Someone else? 

Before Lynch can answer— 

BANG! 

The door FLIES OPEN. 

A man bursts in: GIUSEPPE SAFFONI. Wild hair. Flashy jacket. An 

ELECTRIC SAX slung over his shoulder. 

He immediately starts playing—LOUD, chaotic, completely 

inappropriate. 



GIUSEPPE​

(SCATTING while playing)​

BA-DA-BA-DA—SKREEEE! JAZZ IS A QUESTION, BABY, AND I’M 

THE ANSWER—BWAAAAAA! 

Angelo recoils. 

Lynch doesn’t move. 

GIUSEPPE (CONT'D)​

(beat poetry mode)​

The night… is a noodle… the highway… is a scream… and I… am the 

mustard… on the cosmic sandwich— 

He BLASTS the sax again. 

ANGELO​

(aghast)​

David… what… what is this? 



LYNCH​

This… is Giuseppe Saffoni. 

GIUSEPPE​

(striking a pose)​

The electric whisper! The jazz tornado! The man who puts the “why” in 

saxophone! 

He plays a shrieking, dissonant note. 

ANGELO​

David… this is… chaos. 

GIUSEPPE​

Chaos?! My friend, chaos is just music that hasn’t been kissed yet! 

LYNCH​

(flatly)​

Giuseppe will be… handling the saxophone elements… of the film. 



ANGELO​

(stunned)​

Handling…? But David… we build worlds together. We breathe together. 

This man is… yelling into a brass tube! 

GIUSEPPE​

(offended)​

This is not yelling—this is truth with a reed! 

He plays a rapid, obnoxious riff directly into Angelo’s face. 

ANGELO​

(recoiling)​

David! 

LYNCH​

(quietly, pained)​

I know. 



GIUSEPPE​

(continuing, unstoppable)​

Picture it! A man… alone… in a room… but the room is ALSO a fish! 

BWAAAAAA! 

He plays again. It’s unbearable. 

ANGELO​

David… this doesn’t belong in your world. 

GIUSEPPE​

Everything belongs, baby! Jazz is the glue of existence! You ever hear a 

refrigerator hum? That’s me! 

LYNCH​

Giuseppe. 

GIUSEPPE​

Yes, maestro of darkness? 



LYNCH​

Please… stop playing. 

GIUSEPPE​

I cannot stop. The music is a river, and I am… soaking wet! 

He plays louder. 

Lynch’s eye twitches. 

ANGELO​

David… why him? 

A long pause. 

LYNCH​

Because… the character… demands it. 

GIUSEPPE​

(soft, suddenly intense)​



The character is me… and I am him… and the highway… is a saxophone 

made of bones. 

He plays a long, horrifying note. 

Angelo looks like he might cry. 

ANGELO​

David… I can adapt. I can learn the electric sax. I can become… whatever 

the dream needs. 

GIUSEPPE​

(leaning in)​

Can you scream through metal, old man? 

He blasts another note. 

ANGELO​

(standing)​

I don’t scream. I compose! 



GIUSEPPE​

Same thing, different hat! 

LYNCH​

(voice tightening)​

Giuseppe… 

GIUSEPPE​

Yeah? 

LYNCH​

Lower… the volume. 

GIUSEPPE​

Volume is a state of mind! 

He hits the loudest note yet. 

A high-pitched ringing fills the room. 



Lynch slowly stands. 

LYNCH​

Giuseppe… listen to me. 

GIUSEPPE​

(listening… then immediately SCATS)​

ZIBBA-ZABBA-ZOO— 

LYNCH​

(shouting suddenly)​

GOD DAMN IT, GIUSEPPE! 

Silence. 

Even Giuseppe freezes. 

LYNCH (CONT'D)​

You son of a bitch… if I didn’t need you for this Lost Highway film… 

starring Bill Pullman… I don’t know what I would do. 



A long beat. 

Giuseppe nods, oddly respectful. 

GIUSEPPE​

That’s fair. 

He gently… quietly… plays a soft, almost beautiful note. 

It’s… actually good. 

Everyone pauses. 

ANGELO​

(softly)​

…Okay… that was… something. 

GIUSEPPE​

(smug)​

I contain multitudes. 



He immediately ruins it with a honking, chaotic blast. 

LYNCH​

(grabbing his head)​

Oh no. 

ANGELO​

David? 

LYNCH​

It’s happening. 

GIUSEPPE​

Is it jazz? 

LYNCH​

No… it’s a migraine. 

Lynch slowly lowers himself onto a nearby couch. 



LYNCH (CONT'D)​

The sound… is too much… 

GIUSEPPE​

(whisper-scats)​

Sorry… sorry… quiet jazz… gentle chaos… 

He plays a very quiet but still annoying riff. 

ANGELO​

(trying to comfort Lynch)​

David… I’m here… 

LYNCH​

(eyes closed)​

Angelo… don’t leave me… alone with the saxophone man… 



GIUSEPPE​

(offended whisper)​

I have a name. 

ANGELO​

(looking at Giuseppe)​

Please… for the love of music… stop. 

Giuseppe thinks. 

Then—he puts a sock into the bell of his sax. 

GIUSEPPE​

Muffled jazz. 

He plays. It’s somehow worse. 

Lynch groans. 



LYNCH​

This is… a nightmare… I cannot wake from… 

ANGELO​

(softly, to Lynch)​

We’ll find a way, David. We always do. 

GIUSEPPE​

(soft beat poetry)​

Three men… one room… one headache… and a saxophone… searching… 

for forgiveness… 

A final, squeaky note. 

CUT TO BLACK. 

END. 
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INT. GRIMY MECHANIC SHOP – DAY 

A bell jingles. The shop is quiet except for the hum of fluorescent lights. 

Two mechanics: 

●​ GARY – mid-40s, overly serious, speaks like a clinician. 

●​ LENNY – late 30s, anxious, always second-guessing. 

A car pulls in, shaped like a massive penis, pink and glistening. It idles 

awkwardly. 

GARY​

(quietly, clinical)​

Alright… let’s not jump to conclusions. Every engine tells a story. 

LENNY​

Yeah, but this one already feels… tense. 



They circle the car like doctors on rounds. 

GARY​

When was the last time it was… serviced? 

OWNER (O.S.)​

Uh… it’s been a while. 

Gary nods like he’s heard this a thousand times. 

GARY​

They always say that. 

He gestures to the hood. 

GARY (CONT'D)​

Let’s take a look under the hood. 

Lenny hesitates before rolling it open. It makes a wet sloppy sound. Both 

lean in. 



Beat. 

They react—not shocked, but… thoughtful. 

LENNY​

Okay. So… initial impression? 

GARY​

There’s… some buildup. 

LENNY​

(whispering)​

Yeah, I was gonna say buildup. 

GARY​

Not catastrophic. But neglected. 

Gary grabs a clipboard and starts sketching something that looks 

suspiciously like a therapy diagram. 



GARY (CONT'D)​

This isn’t just mechanical. This is behavioral. 

LENNY​

You think it’s lifestyle? 

GARY​

Lifestyle… habits… maybe shame. 

The OWNER shifts uncomfortably off-screen. 

OWNER (O.S.)​

Is it bad? 

Gary steps back, reassuring but vague. 

GARY​

Bad is… relative. Let’s call it… preventable. 



LENNY​

Yeah, you caught it early. That’s good. 

Beat. 

GARY​

(softly, to Lenny)​

They never come in early. 

LENNY​

No, they don’t. 

Gary leans back in, more curious now than concerned. 

GARY​

What I’m more interested in is… why now? 

Lenny nods like this is profound. 



LENNY​

Yeah. Why now? 

They both stare into the engine like it might answer. 

Cut to: 

TITLE CARD: PERVERT MECHANICS 
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FADE IN: 

EXT. LOS ANGELES – SUNSET – 2026 

The city glows like it knows it’s being watched. Electric billboards 

flicker between prestige streaming slates and crypto lawsuits. A convoy 
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of matte-black autonomous limos glides through traffic like sharks that 

learned patience. 

Inside one of them— 

INT. LIMO – MOVING 

VINNIE CHASE—older now, sharper, with the calm of a man who’s 

made three films critics call “necessary”—sits with his usual orbit: 

ERIC “E” MURPHY, still managing everything down to the last 

heartbeat.​

TURTLE, now leaner, richer, somehow still Turtle.​

And JOHNNY “DRAMA” CHASE—unchanged, eternal, vibrating at a 

frequency only he can hear. 

A bottle of something expensive breathes in the center console. 

TURTLE​

So this is the one, right? The big return? 



VINNIE​

It’s not a return. It’s just… another film. 

E​

You say that like your last one didn’t win everything. 

Vinnie shrugs. Modest in a way that feels almost rehearsed now. 

VINNIE​

The Silent Orchard worked because nobody expected anything. 

TURTLE​

Bro, you directed a three-hour black-and-white movie about grief and 

bees. Everyone expected nothing—and then it made a billion dollars. 

They laugh. 

E​

And then came— 



TURTLE (interrupting)​

—Skyfall Harbor. 

They all groan. 

VINNIE​

Don’t. 

E​

We have to. It’s canon. 

TURTLE​

The second film. The “visionary follow-up.” The one where you cast— 

E & TURTLE (in unison)​

—Robert Pattinson. 

VINNIE​

He was good! 



E​

The movie wasn’t. 

TURTLE​

Bro, you made a $180 million existential pirate musical. 

VINNIE​

It was about identity. 

TURTLE​

It was about singing pirates who forget they’re pirates. 

VINNIE​

It was ahead of its time. 

E​

Time hasn’t caught up yet. 

They laugh again. 



VINNIE​

R-Patz stuck with me, though. That’s why we’re going tonight. 

TURTLE​

Yeah, yeah—the big premiere. His comeback. What’s it called again? 

E​

The Worst Thing You Ever Did. 

A beat. 

TURTLE​

That’s a heavy title. 

DRAMA (leaning forward)​

Heavy? That’s nothing. You wanna talk heavy? I got heavy. 

They all look at him. 



E​

Oh no. 

TURTLE​

Here we go. 

VINNIE​

What happened, Drama? 

Drama adjusts his jacket like he’s about to deliver a monologue that will 

define an era. 

DRAMA​

Gentlemen… I went on a date. 

TURTLE​

That’s not heavy, that’s a miracle. 

DRAMA​

Not just any date. 



He pauses for effect. 

DRAMA (lowering his voice)​

Demi Moore. 

Silence. 

Then— 

TURTLE​

No. 

E​

Absolutely not. 

VINNIE​

How? 

DRAMA (offended)​

What do you mean how? I’m a catch. 



TURTLE​

You’re a situation. 

DRAMA​

We met on set. Collagen commercial. I played “Man Reacting to 

Youthfulness.” She saw something in me. 

E​

What, confusion? 

DRAMA​

Chemistry, Eric. Real chemistry. 

TURTLE​

Like unstable elements. 

VINNIE (smiling)​

So you go to her house? 

Drama nods, eyes gleaming. 



 

FLASHBACK – DRAMA’S STORY 

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION – NIGHT 

A house so large it looks like it has its own gravity. 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

I arrive. She says, “Make yourself at home.” Classic move. 

INT. DEMI MOORE’S HOUSE – NIGHT 

Drama wanders. Art. Sculptures. A hallway that echoes judgment. 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

She’s getting ready. I’m exploring. Respectfully. 

He opens a door. 

INT. BEDROOM – CONTINUOUS 



A young woman—Demi’s daughter—mid-change, turning— 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

And then… it happens. 

She freezes. Drama freezes. 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

She looks at me. I look at her. There’s… energy. 

CUT BACK TO LIMO 

E​

No. 

TURTLE​

Stop. 

VINNIE​

That’s not energy, that’s a crime. 



DRAMA​

It was a misunderstanding. 

 

FLASHBACK CONTINUES 

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 

The daughter grabs a robe, screams. 

DAUGHTER​

Mom! 

Footsteps. Fast. 

Demi bursts in. 

DEMI MOORE​

What the hell is going on?! 



DRAMA​

I thought she was— 

DEMI MOORE​

Out! 

She grabs her phone. 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

And then she calls… people. 

Sirens in the distance. 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

And then—plot twist. 

A door SLAMS open down the hall. 

Enter: Bruce Willis—older, intense, radiating unpredictable energy. 



BRUCE WILLIS​

Who’s in my house? 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

Apparently, he’s living there. 

DRAMA (on screen)​

Mr. Willis, huge fan— 

BRUCE WILLIS​

You in my kid’s room? 

He cracks his knuckles. 

DRAMA (V.O.)​

And I realize… this is escalating. 

 

CUT BACK TO LIMO 



TURTLE​

Oh my God. 

E​

Did he hit you? 

VINNIE​

Drama… did Bruce Willis beat you up? 

Drama leans back, cool. 

DRAMA​

What do you think happened? 

A beat. 

DRAMA (grinning)​

I kicked his ass. 

 



EXT. PREMIERE THEATER – NIGHT 

Flashbulbs. Drones. A screaming crowd. 

A massive banner reads: THE WORST THING YOU EVER DID. 

Robert Pattinson stands at the entrance, brooding like it’s still 2008 but 

intentional now. 

Beside him: a rising starlet—ethereal, untouchable. 

The limo doors open. 

The boys step out. 

CROWD​

VINNIE! VINNIE! 

REPORTER​

Vincent! Any comment on your rumored six-hour cut of your next film? 



VINNIE​

It’s five hours. 

Flashbulbs explode. 

R-Patz sees him—lights up. 

R-PATZ​

Vinnie! 

They hug. 

R-PATZ (quietly)​

Thanks for coming, man. 

VINNIE​

Wouldn’t miss it. 

R-PATZ​

This one’s… personal. 



TURTLE (to E)​

Uh-oh. 

 

INT. THEATER – NIGHT 

The room hums with industry energy. Everyone is here. 

They take their seats. 

Drama scans the room like a hawk. 

DRAMA​

I see enemies. 

E​

You see people. 

DRAMA​

Same thing. 



Lights dim. 

The film begins. 

 

ON SCREEN (FILM WITHIN FILM) 

A man recounts the worst thing he’s ever done—a moment of 

misunderstanding, intrusion, escalation, violence. 

INT. THEATER 

Drama shifts in his seat. 

TURTLE (whispering)​

This is your story. 

DRAMA​

Coincidence. 



A piece of popcorn hits Drama’s head. 

He turns. 

There he is: 

Seth Green. 

Smirking. 

SETH GREEN​

Hey, Drama. 

DRAMA​

Green. 

SETH GREEN​

Heard you got your ass kicked by Bruce Willis. 

A beat. 



DRAMA​

That’s not what happened. 

SETH GREEN​

Yeah? Because I heard— 

Another popcorn toss. 

SETH GREEN (leaning in)​

—you cried. 

The boys tense. 

E​

Not here. 

VINNIE​

Let it go. 



DRAMA (standing)​

I don’t let things go. 

SETH GREEN (standing)​

Neither do I. 

 

ON SCREEN 

The film’s protagonist punches someone. 

 

INT. THEATER – CONTINUOUS 

Drama lunges. 

Chaos. 

Popcorn everywhere. 



Turtle tries to separate them—gets pulled in. 

E gets shoved. 

Vinnie stands— 

VINNIE​

Guys—! 

R-Patz rushes over— 

R-PATZ​

Hey! Hey! 

He gets accidentally ROUNDHOUSE KICKED by someone unseen. 

He drops. 

The crowd gasps. 



The starlet screams. 

STARLET​

Rob! 

TURTLE​

Oh my God! 

E​

We just killed Batman! 

More people join the fray. It’s absurd. It’s operatic. 

 

ON SCREEN 

The film reaches its emotional climax. 

 



INT. THEATER – CONTINUOUS 

Security floods in. 

Drama is restrained, still shouting. 

DRAMA​

I beat him! I beat Bruce Willis! 

SETH GREEN (bleeding, laughing)​

Sure you did! 

VINNIE (to E)​

This is bad. 

E​

This is very bad. 

TURTLE​

This is kinda awesome. 



R-Patz sits up, dazed. 

R-PATZ​

Did I get hit? 

VINNIE​

Yeah. 

R-PATZ​

Good. 

They all pause. 

R-PATZ (smiling faintly)​

That’s… real. 

 

EXT. THEATER – LATER 

Police lights. Media frenzy. 



Drama stands, disheveled but proud. 

REPORTER​

Johnny! What happened in there? 

DRAMA (to camera)​

You ever wonder what the worst thing you’ve ever done is? 

He points at the theater. 

DRAMA​

Sometimes… it’s not what you did. 

A beat. 

DRAMA​

It’s what they say you did. 

He walks off. 



 

INT. LIMO – NIGHT – DRIVING AWAY 

Silence. 

Then— 

TURTLE​

So… you definitely didn’t beat Bruce Willis. 

DRAMA​

It’s complicated. 

E​

Did he hit you? 

DRAMA​

Maybe once. 



VINNIE​

Did you hit him? 

DRAMA​

I made contact. 

TURTLE​

With what, his fist? 

They laugh. 

Even Drama, eventually. 

Vinnie looks out the window—the city reflecting back at him. 

VINNIE​

You know… that might actually help the movie. 

E​

Please don’t say that. 



VINNIE​

Controversy sells. 

TURTLE​

You’re gonna cast Drama in the sequel? 

VINNIE​

No. 

A beat. 

VINNIE (smiling)​

I’m gonna direct it. 

 

FADE OUT. 
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Lecture Theatre B, late afternoon—the kind of institutional light that is neither 

flattering nor entirely real, fluorescent but fatigued, as though the bulbs 

themselves had tenure. The room is full, or full enough to produce the low-grade 

hum of anticipation mistaken for intellectual seriousness. At the front: two 

figures, asymmetrical in both height and posture, arranged not accidentally. 

She is already speaking when the narrative resolves into attention. 

“—what you’re calling ambiguity,” she says, not looking at him yet, “is 

just a laundering mechanism.” 

A pause, calibrated. 
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“And laundering, in cinema, is always about pleasure first, ethics 

second.” 

She is small—visibly so—though the word small is doing too much work 

here, because it implies diminishment, whereas her presence operates by 

compression: dense, deliberate, almost aggressively contained. The beret 

is either ironic or not; with her it is impossible to tell. She stands on the 

balls of her feet when she gets going, which she is now. 

Across from her, Professor Halvorsen (six foot five in the way of men 

who have never had to account for space, elbows patched not out of 

necessity but tradition) leans back slightly, which is to say he leans down 

toward her, an accommodation disguised as posture. 

“You’re assuming,” he begins, voice pitched in that careful register of 

senior academia—measured, resonant, faintly amused—“that the 

spectator is passive in precisely the way the film itself problematizes.” 

Now she looks at him. 



“No,” she says. “I’m assuming the spectator is trained.” 

The room shifts, almost imperceptibly. 

— 

The discussion, nominally about The Night Clerk, has already exceeded 

it. This is not unusual. Films like this—mid-budget, psychologically 

coded, faintly prestige-adjacent—function less as objects than as 

excuses, scaffolding upon which more elaborate arguments are 

constructed. 

Halvorsen gestures—not broadly, but enough to indicate inclusion, 

magnanimity, the performance of dialogue. 

“Let’s be specific,” he says. “Bart Bromley. Neurodivergent, socially 

isolated, positioned—yes—as voyeur, but also as subject. The film invites 

discomfort.” 

“And then manages it,” she cuts in. 



He smiles, or something like it. 

“Or,” he says, “it reveals it.” 

She steps closer—not toward him exactly, but into the space where his 

argument is supposed to land. 

“Bart is played,” she says, “by an actor performing legibility. That’s the 

first move. Not authenticity—legibility. Repetition, eye contact 

avoidance, vocal modulation. It’s a catalogue. A checklist.” 

There is a flicker—approval? irritation?—in Halvorsen’s expression. 

“And you think that’s exploitative.” 

“I think,” she says, “it’s extractive. The performance extracts value from 

marginalization. Prestige value. Critical value. Emotional value.” 

She tilts her head, just slightly. 



“You get to admire the craft while consuming the condition.” 

— 

If there is tension—and there is, undeniably—it does not operate in the 

usual register. It is not flirtation, not exactly. It is closer to a kind of 

mutual calibration, each adjusting the force of their argument in 

response to the other’s presence. 

He steps forward now, closing what had been a careful distance. 

“You’re collapsing two levels,” he says. “Industrial practice and textual 

meaning.” 

“I’m aligning them,” she replies. 

A beat. 

“Because they already are.” 



— 

A student coughs. Someone shifts a laptop. The room holds. 

Halvorsen turns slightly, addressing the audience but not leaving her 

orbit. 

“Consider Andrea,” he says. “Ana de Armas’s character. You call her 

‘Lolita-coded’—fine—but the film complicates that. She’s not 

infantilized so much as—” 

“Softened,” she says. 

“Yes.” 

“For him,” she adds. 

“For the narrative,” he counters. 

She smiles now, briefly, and it is not a concession. 



“The narrative is him,” she says. “Or rather, it’s structured around his 

capacity to process. She’s calibrated to his level of comprehension.” 

She gestures—not at him, but through him, as though the point requires 

a body to pass through. 

“She’s adult enough to be permissible, but softened enough to be 

accessible. That’s not complication. That’s engineering.” 

— 

There is, at this point, a kind of rhythm established: assertion, counter, 

escalation. What is less visible—but more operative—is how each uses 

the other’s presence to sharpen their own position. 

He leans on his height when he wants authority; she leans into her 

compactness when she wants intensity. Neither is unaware. 

“You’re describing,” he says, “a system that leaves no room for 

ambiguity.” 



“I’m describing,” she replies, “a system that produces ambiguity as cover.” 

He pauses. 

“Cover for what?” 

“For pleasure,” she says. “Unexamined pleasure.” 

— 

The word hangs. 

Pleasure. 

It does something to the room—subtle, but real. Not scandal, not 

discomfort exactly, but a shift in register. The discussion is no longer 

safely theoretical. 

Halvorsen notices this; of course he does. 



“And the spectator,” he says carefully, “derives this pleasure how?” 

She doesn’t answer immediately. Instead, she walks—two steps, maybe 

three—then turns back. 

“Through comparison,” she says. “Always through comparison.” 

She ticks it off, not on her fingers but in space. 

“Not the bully—so I’m moral. Not the woman—so I’m safe. Adjacent to 

the protagonist—so I can look.” 

She meets his eyes. 

“Close enough to access, far enough to disavow.” 

— 

He considers this. 



“And you think that’s specific to this film.” 

“I think it’s a pattern.” 

“Examples.” 

There it is: the invitation, or the challenge, depending on how one reads 

tone. 

She accepts it. 

“Forrest Gump,” she says. “Cognitive simplicity paired with feminized 

trauma. You feel for him, you pity her, you’re above both.” 

A step. 

“Rain Man. Autism as spectacle. Contained, quantified, narratively 

useful.” 

Another. 



“Joker. Marginalized male subject whose suffering becomes aesthetic. 

You oscillate—empathy, superiority, back again.” 

She stops. 

“And Léon: The Professional, which barely bothers to disguise the 

dynamic.” 

A pause. 

“Child-coded feminine, emotionally stunted male, hyper-violent 

antagonist. The triangle is the same. The dressing changes.” 

— 

Halvorsen exhales—not quite a sigh. 

“And the audience,” he says, “is simply… what? Conditioned?” 

“Yes,” she says. 



“Entirely?” 

She tilts her head again, considering. 

“Not entirely,” she concedes. “But sufficiently.” 

He nods, as though this is progress. 

“And intelligence,” he says. “You’ve avoided the term, but it’s implicit in 

your framing. Are you suggesting that appreciation of these films 

correlates with—what—cognitive limitation?” 

She laughs—short, sharp. 

“No,” she says. “I’m suggesting the opposite.” 

He raises an eyebrow. 



“These films bypass intelligence,” she says. “They rely on shortcuts. 

Schemas. Binary moral structures, aestheticized vulnerability, 

comparative relief.” 

She steps closer again—closer than before. 

“You don’t have to think. You just have to feel in the right order.” 

— 

There is, undeniably, something charged in the proximity now. Not 

attraction, exactly—but an awareness of bodies in space, of voice and 

breath and the subtle adjustments that accompany both. 

Halvorsen does not step back. 

“And the film,” he says, “is aware of this.” 

“Partially,” she says. 



“And that partial awareness—does it not constitute critique?” 

She considers him—really looks, for a moment. 

“It constitutes insulation,” she says. 

— 

Silence, then—not empty, but full. 

The kind of silence that follows not a conclusion, but an impasse that 

both parties recognize as productive. 

Finally, he speaks. 

“So what would you have instead?” 

It is, perhaps, the first genuinely open question he has asked. 

She does not answer immediately. 



Instead, she looks out at the room—at the students, the notebooks, the 

faint glow of screens. 

“A cinema,” she says slowly, “in which vulnerability is not a resource.” 

A beat. 

“In which looking is not ownership.” 

Another. 

“In which characters are not calibrated to the spectator’s comfort.” 

She turns back to him. 

“And in which ambiguity doesn’t function as an alibi.” 

— 

He nods, once. 



Not agreement, not exactly—but acknowledgment. 

“And until then?” 

She shrugs—small, precise. 

“Until then,” she says, “we keep pointing at the mechanism.” 

A pause. 

“And refusing to pretend it’s invisible.” 

— 

The lights do not change. The room does not dissolve. There is no 

resolution, no synthesis, no final gesture toward consensus. 

Only the ongoing negotiation: between text and viewer, between critique 

and complicity, between two figures at the front of a room who, in 

different ways, understand that the argument is not merely about film. 



And that the act of looking—at cinema, at each other—is never neutral, 

no matter how carefully one performs it. 

@Tp_l8dr 
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by @Tp_l8dr 

By the early 1980s, much of the Western world—particularly the United 

States and the United Kingdom—was undergoing a profound economic 

and ideological shift. The postwar consensus had fractured. In its place 

emerged the hard edges of neoliberalism: deregulation, privatization, the 

weakening of labor power, and a renewed emphasis on individualism. 

Under leaders like Ronald Reagan and Margaret Thatcher, economic 

policy became inseparable from cultural transformation. Wealth 

concentrated upward, urban decay intensified, and entire 
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communities—particularly youth, queer populations, and the working 

class—found themselves pushed to the margins. 

It is within this climate that a particular strain of cinema emerged: films 

not simply about outsiders, but about self-contained underground 

worlds—what might be called “undergroupings.” These were not just 

individuals alienated from society, but alternative social systems, often 

hidden in plain sight. Five films—The Hunger, Near Dark, The Lost Boys, 

Liquid Sky, and (retrospectively) The Addiction—map this terrain with 

striking clarity. Across horror, sci-fi, and art cinema, they depict closed 

circuits of survival, desire, and decay that mirror the economic 

conditions of their time. 

The Political Economy of the Underground 

To understand these films, one must first understand the sense of 

shrinking possibility that defined the era. The 1970s had ended with 

stagflation, oil crises, and a crisis of confidence in state institutions. The 

1980s response was not collective recovery, but competitive survival. 



Social safety nets were rolled back. Public housing deteriorated. Urban 

centers like New York and Los Angeles became paradoxical 

spaces—simultaneously sites of financial expansion and extreme neglect. 

In such a world, the idea of the “underground” shifts. It is no longer 

merely rebellious or avant-garde; it becomes structural. Entire 

populations are forced into alternative economies—informal, illicit, or 

symbolic. The vampire, the addict, the punk squatter: these figures are 

not just metaphors but economic subjects, living off systems that 

exclude them. 

Eternal Consumption: The Hunger 

Tony Scott’s The Hunger situates its vampires not in gothic castles but in 

the sleek, hyper-stylized spaces of cosmopolitan modernity. Miriam 

Blaylock, played by Catherine Deneuve, represents an aristocratic 

continuity—a figure who has adapted seamlessly across centuries. Yet 

her lovers, including David Bowie’s John, are disposable. They age 

rapidly, discarded once their vitality fades. 



This dynamic mirrors the logic of late capitalism: consumption without 

reciprocity. Relationships become extractive. Youth, beauty, and cultural 

capital are harvested and abandoned. The film’s famous nightclub 

opening, set to Bauhaus, ties vampirism directly to 

subculture—suggesting that even underground scenes are subject to 

commodification. 

Politically, The Hunger reflects the emergence of what theorists would 

later call biopolitics: the management and exploitation of life itself. 

Miriam does not simply kill; she curates lifespans. Her victims are 

preserved as aesthetic objects, echoing a culture increasingly obsessed 

with image over substance. 

Nomadic Predation: Near Dark 

If The Hunger is about elite consumption, Near Dark presents a more 

precarious model. Directed by Kathryn Bigelow, the film follows a 

roaming band of vampires who drift through the American Southwest. 



They are not aristocrats but itinerant laborers of violence, surviving 

night to night through theft and murder. 

This nomadism reflects the collapse of stable employment in 

Reagan-era America. The traditional structures of work—factory jobs, 

unions, long-term careers—had eroded. In their place emerged a gig-like 

existence, where survival depended on constant movement and 

opportunism. 

The vampire family in Near Dark operates as a distorted mirror of the 

nuclear family ideal promoted by conservative politics. They are bound 

not by bloodline but by necessity. Loyalty is enforced, not chosen. And 

unlike the polished surfaces of The Hunger, their world is dirty, transient, 

and unsustainable. 

Here, the “undergrouping” is not hidden out of choice but out of 

exclusion. These characters cannot integrate into mainstream society 

because that society has no place for them. Their violence is both literal 

and structural—a response to being permanently outside the system. 



Youth, Leisure, and Decay: The Lost Boys 

In The Lost Boys, vampirism becomes explicitly tied to youth culture. Set 

in a fictional California beach town, the film presents a gang of teenage 

vampires who spend their nights riding motorcycles, hanging out on the 

boardwalk, and indulging in a kind of eternal adolescence. 

At first glance, this seems like freedom. No parents, no jobs, no 

responsibilities. But this freedom is hollow. The town itself is 

economically ambiguous—part tourist trap, part decaying community. 

The vampires’ lifestyle depends on parasitizing this environment, 

feeding off both locals and transients. 

The film captures a key tension of the 1980s: the rise of consumer youth 

culture alongside declining economic prospects. Teenagers were 

increasingly targeted as markets—through music, fashion, and film—but 

their actual pathways into stable adulthood were narrowing. The result is 

a kind of suspended animation, perfectly embodied by the undead. 



The “lost boys” are thus both fantasy and warning. They represent the 

seductive appeal of opting out, but also the cost: a life defined by 

repetition, dependency, and eventual destruction. Their underground is 

not oppositional; it is a byproduct of systemic stagnation. 

Alienation and Exchange: Liquid Sky 

No film captures the intersection of subculture and economic decline 

more viscerally than Liquid Sky. Set in New York’s downtown scene, it 

follows a group of artists, models, and addicts navigating a world where 

sex, drugs, and art are all forms of currency. 

The film’s central conceit—aliens harvesting endorphins from human 

orgasms—literalizes the idea of extraction. Pleasure itself becomes a 

resource to be consumed. This is not far removed from the realities of 

the time, particularly within the art and fashion scenes, where bodies 

and identities were commodified in increasingly explicit ways. 

New York in the early 1980s was a city in crisis. Bankruptcy, crime, and 

disinvestment had hollowed out entire neighborhoods. Yet this very 



collapse created space for underground cultures to flourish. Cheap rents 

and abandoned buildings allowed artists and punks to build alternative 

communities—but these were תמיד precarious, always at risk of being 

absorbed or erased. 

Liquid Sky refuses nostalgia. Its characters are not romantic rebels but 

participants in a closed loop of exchange, where authenticity is 

impossible and survival requires constant performance. The 

underground here is not a refuge but a trap. 

Addiction as Structure: The Addiction 

Although released in the 1990s, The Addiction by Abel Ferrara serves as a 

kind of retrospective culmination of these themes. Set in New York and 

shot in stark black-and-white, the film explicitly links vampirism to drug 

addiction, philosophy, and systemic violence. 

Unlike earlier films, The Addiction foregrounds the moral and political 

dimensions of its metaphor. Its protagonist, a philosophy student, 

frames vampirism not as a curse but as a condition of existence. 



Consumption, exploitation, and domination are presented as 

fundamental to human society. 

This aligns with the broader intellectual climate of the late 20th century, 

influenced by thinkers like Michel Foucault. Power is not centralized but 

diffuse, operating through everyday practices and relationships. 

Addiction, in this sense, is not an aberration but a symptom of systemic 

organization. 

By connecting vampirism to historical atrocities and contemporary 

urban life, the film suggests that the “undergroupings” of the 1980s were 

never truly separate from mainstream society. They were its logical 

extension. 

Undergroupings as Mirror 

What unites these five films is not just their focus on marginal 

communities, but their insistence that these communities are 

structurally produced. The underground is not outside the system; it is 



what the system generates when it excludes, exploits, or abandons 

certain populations. 

In each case, the central group operates according to its own rules: 

●​ The aristocratic immortals of The Hunger reproduce elite 

hierarchies. 

●​ The nomadic killers of Near Dark reflect precarious labor. 

●​ The teenage vampires of The Lost Boys embody stalled 

adulthood. 

●​ The artists and addicts of Liquid Sky navigate commodified 

identity. 

●​ The философical predators of The Addiction expose systemic 

violence. 

These are not isolated fantasies but political allegories, rooted in the 

economic realities of the 1980s. They reveal a world where traditional 

structures—family, work, community—have fractured, leaving behind 

fragmented, self-sustaining networks. 



Conclusion: Art Under Pressure 

“Art in a Time of Economic Decline” is not simply about scarcity; it is 

about adaptation. The films discussed here do not mourn the loss of 

stability so much as they map the new forms of life that emerge in its 

absence. Their characters are innovators of survival, building alternative 

systems within the cracks of a changing world. 

But these systems are rarely liberatory. More often, they replicate the 

very dynamics they escape—hierarchy, exploitation, consumption. The 

underground becomes a distorted mirror of the mainstream, revealing its 

hidden logic. 

If there is a unifying image across these films, it is that of the closed 

circuit: a group feeding on itself, sustaining its existence through 

internal exchange while remaining cut off from broader society. This is 

the aesthetic of decline—not collapse, but containment. 



In the end, these films suggest that the true horror of the 1980s was not 

the vampire, the addict, or the alien. It was the realization that such 

figures were not exceptions, but expressions of the system itself. 

@Tp_l8dr 
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You know the way there’s always that one guy from school you don’t 

think about for years, and then suddenly he’s there again, like he never 

stopped existing, just paused somewhere offscreen? Yeah. Him. 

No, no, you wouldn’t remember the name straight off. You’d remember 

the type—which sounds reductive but isn’t meant that way. Just… he was 

the guy. The one who made things happen without ever making it feel 

like a big deal. Like if you needed to move, he was already outside with a 
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van that wasn’t technically his. If there was a party, he’d sorted the keg, 

not in a “look at me” way but like logistics were his love language or 

something. 

(—hang on—) 

—you take the spliff, there’s that small pause while the paper crackles and 

someone in the background laughs too loudly at something unrelated— 

Anyway. So yeah. That guy. 

We all knew him from uni. Proper New England energy even though 

none of us were really from there, you know? Like boating, camping, that 

whole vaguely catalog-core life. His parents had money, but not in a 

gross way—more like there was always equipment. Like life came with 

optional accessories and he’d ticked all the boxes. 

So spring break, right, and he’s like: “Let’s not do the obvious thing.” 

Which already should’ve been a sign. Instead of Florida or wherever, he 



rents—rents—this soft-top Lincoln Town Car. Completely unnecessary 

car. The kind of car that implies a prom or a minor dignitary. And he’s 

like, we’re going to New Mexico. Alien country. 

Which—look—we all knew it wasn’t about aliens. 

It was about driving. About getting far enough away that the map stops 

feeling real. Smoking, drinking, that whole “American vastness as 

personality” thing. You’ve done it. Everyone’s done some version of it. 

So they go. Long roads, nothing out there but heat and sky and that 

weird silence you only get in places that don’t care about you. 

And this is the part where—like—people usually think you’re about to 

take the piss, but I’m not. I’m just telling you how he told it, alright? 

So they’re driving. Top down. Music on—he never remembered what, 

which always felt like the creepiest detail to me, like the brain just 

deleted the soundtrack. And then there’s this… feeling. 



Not a noise, not at first. More like—like your body’s being tuned. Like 

every bit of metal anywhere near you suddenly has an opinion. 

Then the sound comes in. Not loud. That’s the weird part. Total, but not 

loud. Like the air’s been replaced with something denser. 

And then—he says—everyone else just… goes. 

Not jumps. Not falls. Not anything that has a normal verb attached to it. 

Just up. 

Seatbelts don’t matter. Hands don’t matter. One second there’s people in 

the car, mid-sentence, mid-laugh, mid-being alive, and the next second 

there’s just… absence where they were. 

Like the shape of them got removed. 

—you pass the spliff back, there’s that shared look like “yeah, okay, keep 

going”— 



He doesn’t go. 

And this is the bit he always explained, like it mattered: he’s holding the 

steering wheel, right, and it’s rubber. Pure rubber. No metal. He wasn’t 

wearing anything metal either—no watch, no belt, nothing. He’d made a 

whole joke about it earlier, like “analog weekend” or whatever. 

So whatever this thing is—later there’s talk about some government test, 

magnets, insane magnetic fields, something breaking the rules of how 

things stick to the earth—it just… doesn’t get him the same way. 

He feels it, though. Says it felt like his blood was trying to leave him. 

Then he blacks out. 

When he wakes up, he’s still in the car. Engine’s dead. Road’s empty. 

Sky’s just… sky again. Like nothing happened. Except obviously 

everything did. 



There’s an investigation, but not really. You know how those things go. 

There’s paperwork, there’s quiet people in suits, there’s a settlement 

that’s generous enough to imply guilt but vague enough to deny it. 

No bodies. That’s the thing. Nothing you can point at and say: this is 

what’s left. 

He drops out after that. Obviously. Just disappears. Someone says he’s up 

in the woods somewhere, full cabin-core, like that Bon Iver myth where 

you go off and become a person-shaped echo. 

And then—this is years later—he comes back. 

And he’s… fine. 

Like, aggressively fine. 

You know that vibe where someone’s smiling just a fraction too 

consistently? Like they’ve decided what a normal human reaction looks 

like and they’re hitting the beats? 



He says he doesn’t think about it. At all. Ever. Says it like he’s proud of it. 

And he’s got this thing now. 

The Sufjan Stevens thing. 

The whole fifty states project. Mapping the country through albums, 

through songs, like there’s a structure there if you just follow it properly. 

He’s obsessed. Not in a fan way—in a… system way. Like it’s a framework 

for reality. 

He’s got maps, notes, routes. And he’s rebuilt the Lincoln—same model, 

same ridiculous energy—but modified. No metal where it doesn’t need to 

be. You can tell he’s thought about it. A lot. 

And he’s following the tour. 

This is when Illinois is out, right? So he’s just—city to city, show to show. 

Watching, listening, logging. Like he’s waiting for something to click 

into place. 



And it all builds to Chicago. 

Of course it does. 

He gets backstage—don’t ask me how, he always had that ability—and he 

tells him. Tells Stevens the whole story. The car, the sky, the woods, 

everything. Says: this project saved me. Gave me something to hold onto. 

Showed me you can take something huge and broken and make it into… 

something. 

And Stevens—apparently—just kind of laughs. 

Not in a mean way. Just… surprised. 

And he goes, like, “Man, I’m sorry, but the fifty states thing? That was 

kind of a joke.” 

Just like that. Light. Casual. Like he’s freeing him from taking it too 

seriously. 



And you can kind of see where this is going, right? 

Because if that’s the thing you rebuilt your whole—everything—around… 

—someone coughs, the fire cracks, there’s that low hum of the sea if you listen 

for it— 

After that, he just… goes home. 

Takes over his dad’s business. Small, steady, boring in the way that keeps 

the lights on. And he’s good at it. Of course he is. He was always good at 

making things work. 

He never talks about New Mexico again. Never talks about music much 

either. 

Just… works. Years and years. Decades, even. 

And then, 2015—out of nowhere, really— 



He kills himself. 

—long pause— 

Yeah. 

So. 

I dunno. It’s just one of those things, isn’t it? Like—you meet people, and 

you think you understand the shape of them. And then there’s this whole 

other geometry underneath you never even get close to. 

—you flick ash into the sand, shrug a little— 

Anyway. That’s him. 
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By Lee Ewes 

For an institution built on permanence, the Academy Awards has always 

had an uneasy relationship with hindsight. Every Oscar winner is meant 

to represent a definitive judgment—a snapshot of excellence, sealed in 

gold. And yet, over time, that certainty erodes. New generations revisit 

old races, reputations shift, and a different canon quietly emerges 

alongside the official one. 

That shadow canon is full of films that didn’t win Best Picture but 

perhaps should have. Citizen Kane losing in 1941. Raging Bull in 1980. 

Goodfellas in 1990. The list is long, the arguments well-rehearsed, the 

sense of injustice oddly enduring. These aren’t just alternate winners; 

https://l8dr.substack.com/p/the-second-bite-why-hollywood-is
https://l8dr.substack.com/p/the-second-bite-why-hollywood-is
https://substack.com/@l8dr


they’re cultural pressure points—moments where the Academy appears, 

in retrospect, to have misread the future. 

Now, as the Oscars grapple with dwindling cultural centrality in a 

fragmented media landscape, a provocative idea is beginning to circulate 

in industry circles: what if Hollywood could correct those moments? Not 

by rewriting history, but by remaking it. 

Welcome to the age—tentative, speculative, but increasingly 

plausible—of the rectification remake. 

 

The Oscars in a Plateau Era 

It’s no secret that the Oscars are no longer the monocultural event they 

once were. Ratings have flattened, social media conversation often 

outpaces the ceremony itself, and the films being honoured frequently 

struggle to break beyond cinephile circles. The Academy has expanded 

its membership, diversified its nominees, and experimented with format, 



but the underlying tension remains: how do you maintain relevance 

when the definition of “cinema” is rapidly evolving? 

Mid-budget prestige dramas—the Academy’s traditional bread and 

butter—have been squeezed by franchise filmmaking on one side and 

streaming-first content on the other. Meanwhile, audiences have 

developed new viewing habits that don’t necessarily align with awards 

season rhythms. The result is a ceremony that still carries weight within 

the industry but feels increasingly detached from broader popular 

engagement. 

In that context, the appeal of a rectification remake becomes clearer. It 

offers familiarity without outright repetition, prestige with a built-in 

narrative, and—crucially—a way to bridge past and present. 

 

The Logic of the “Make-Up Movie” 



Hollywood already loves remakes. That much is beyond dispute. But the 

rectification remake would operate on a slightly different wavelength. 

Rather than revisiting box-office hits or cult favourites, it would target 

films with a specific kind of legacy: widely admired, frequently cited in 

“Oscar upset” conversations, but lacking the Academy’s highest honour. 

These are films that come with a story attached—not just their plot, but 

their loss. 

Take The Social Network, David Fincher’s razor-edged chronicle of 

ambition, betrayal, and the birth of the modern internet. In 2010, it was 

widely expected to win Best Picture. Instead, the Oscar went to The 

King's Speech, a stately, impeccably crafted historical drama that, in the 

moment, appealed to the Academy’s traditional tastes. 

Fifteen years on, the balance of cultural power has shifted decisively. The 

Social Network is now routinely cited as one of the defining films of the 

21st century—a work that captured the psychological and social 



architecture of the digital age just as it was taking shape. Its dialogue has 

seeped into popular culture; its themes have only grown more resonant. 

Which is precisely why the long-rumoured remake—or, depending on 

how it ultimately takes form, re-adaptation—has become one of the 

industry’s most intriguing prospects. 

 

A Second Chance for a Definitive Film 

Early chatter around a new version of The Social Network suggests 

something more ambitious than a straightforward remake. The idea is 

less about replicating Fincher’s film and more about recontextualising it: 

incorporating the past decade’s worth of revelations about social media, 

data privacy, platform power, and the human cost of digital 

empire-building. 

If the original film was about the creation of Facebook, the new iteration 

would be about its consequences. 



That shift alone positions the project as both timely and awards-friendly. 

But layered on top is the narrative the Academy can’t quite escape: this is 

a film that, in the eyes of many, should already have a Best Picture Oscar. 

In other words, it arrives preloaded with the very thing modern awards 

campaigns crave: a story. 

“This time, they’ll get it right” is not an official slogan, but it doesn’t 

need to be. The implication does the work. Voters who admired the 

original but didn’t rank it first may feel a subtle pull. Younger members, 

raised on its reputation, may see an opportunity to align the Oscars with 

what history has already decided. 

None of this guarantees a win, of course. But it creates a gravitational 

field that few original films can match. 

 

The Broader Trend Taking Shape 



If The Social Network remake does become an awards juggernaut—as 

some early predictions suggest—it could open the floodgates for similar 

projects. 

One can easily imagine new takes on Brokeback Mountain, which lost to 

Crash in one of the most contentious Oscar decisions of the modern era. 

In a cultural climate more attuned to LGBTQ+ storytelling, a fresh 

adaptation could be framed as both a revival and a corrective. 

Likewise, Saving Private Ryan—famously beaten by Shakespeare in 

Love—remains a benchmark for cinematic realism. A new war film 

drawing on its legacy, or even reinterpreting its narrative structure, 

could easily be positioned within this rectification framework. 

Even the 1994 race, where Forrest Gump triumphed over both Pulp 

Fiction and The Shawshank Redemption, continues to fuel debate. Any 

contemporary reimagining of those latter films—however 

unlikely—would carry immense symbolic weight. 



 

Nostalgia, Prestige, and Risk 

Of course, the rectification remake is not without its pitfalls. There is a 

fine line between revisiting and canonising, between engaging with the 

past and becoming trapped by it. If Hollywood leans too heavily on 

perceived “mistakes,” it risks reinforcing the very critique often levelled 

at the Oscars: that they are more concerned with prestige than with 

innovation. 

There’s also the question of whether audiences will embrace these 

projects. Nostalgia can be a powerful draw, but it can also provoke 

resistance, particularly when dealing with films that occupy a 

near-sacred place in the cultural imagination. A misjudged remake could 

do more harm than good, both to the original’s legacy and to the idea of 

rectification itself. 

And then there is the simplest, most stubborn truth: not everyone agrees 

on what constitutes an Oscar “mistake.” The Academy’s decisions are 



products of their time, reflecting the tastes, biases, and cultural context 

of a specific moment. Attempting to retroactively “correct” them is as 

much an act of interpretation as the original vote. 

 

Rewriting the Narrative Without Rewriting History 

What makes the rectification remake concept so compelling is that it 

doesn’t actually change the past—it changes the conversation around it. 

A Best Picture win for a new Social Network wouldn’t strip The King’s 

Speech of its Oscar, but it would create a kind of narrative symmetry, a 

sense that the Academy had, eventually, aligned itself with the film 

history many critics and audiences already recognise. 

In an era where the Oscars are searching for renewed relevance, that 

kind of narrative might be exactly what they need. It bridges generations, 

invites debate, and taps into a deep well of cinephile engagement. 



Whether the trend fully materialises or not, one thing is clear: the 

Academy’s relationship with its own history is becoming an increasingly 

important part of its future. And if The Social Network does indeed 

return—not just as a film, but as a contender—it may find itself doing 

something no remake has quite done before. 

@Tp_l8dr 
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By Lee Ewes 

At some point—no one can quite agree when—it became impossible to 

listen to a podcast without noticing them. Not the host. Not the co-host. 
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Not even the guest. Them: the extra voice. The background laugher. The 

conversational shadow. The person who is always there, always audible, 

yet somehow never fully introduced. Who are these people, and more 

importantly, how did they become such a fixed feature of modern 

podcast culture? 

Let’s call them, for now, the Podcast Thirds. 

The name feels right. It captures both their structural role and their 

vague, slightly intrusive presence. They are not the main attraction, not 

quite an equal partner, but not entirely incidental either. Like the third 

person in a group chat who never quite drives the conversation but keeps 

reacting to it, affirming it, lubricating it. In older media, this role didn’t 

really exist—or if it did, it was tightly defined: the producer behind the 

glass, the silent engineer, the occasional off-mic laugh. Podcasts, 

however, have dragged that figure into the foreground and handed them 

a microphone. 

And now they’re everywhere. 



Scroll through any chart-topping show and you’ll notice a pattern. One 

famous host? There’s a second voice chiming in. Two well-known hosts? 

There’s a third person orbiting them. Sometimes they’re introduced 

once, early on, and then never contextualised again. Sometimes they’re 

never introduced at all, as though listeners are expected to simply absorb 

their presence through osmosis. They laugh at the right moments, 

occasionally interject with a light anecdote, maybe read out a comment 

or Google a fact—but rarely do they take control of the conversation. 

So again: where did they come from? 

Part of the answer lies in the evolution of podcasting itself. What started 

as a relatively DIY medium—one person, one mic, one idea—has slowly 

drifted toward something closer to ambient hangout culture. Podcasts 

today aren’t always about information or storytelling; they’re about vibe. 

They simulate being in the room with a group of people who know each 

other well. And in real-life social settings, there’s almost always that 

extra person: the friend-of-a-friend, the partner who tagged along, the 

semi-insider who contributes just enough to belong. 



The Podcast Third is the audio equivalent of that person. 

But there’s another layer here, and it’s a bit stranger. The Podcast Third 

often carries a certain aesthetic: slightly nerdy, slightly self-aware, 

sometimes subtly sexualised—not in an overt way, but in that curated, 

internet-native sense of “attractive awkwardness.” They’re the kind of 

person who might be framed as the “chaotic one,” or the “horny one,” or 

the “quietly unhinged one,” depending on the show’s tone. They exist 

just off-centre, adding texture without ever fully anchoring the dynamic. 

In some cases, they resemble what online culture might loosely describe 

as a kind of “adjacent partner figure”—not literally a third in a romantic 

sense, but occupying that ambiguous social space of being attached to the 

core duo. They’re close enough to feel intimate, distant enough to remain 

undefined. The energy can feel oddly triangulated: two central voices, 

and then this third presence who reacts, validates, occasionally flirts 

with the boundaries of the conversation, but never quite claims it. 

It’s not hard to see why this dynamic works. 



For listeners, the Podcast Third creates a sense of inclusivity. If the main 

hosts feel too polished or too established, the Third acts as a proxy for 

the audience—the one who laughs when you laugh, who asks the “dumb” 

question, who breaks the rhythm just enough to make everything feel 

more human. They soften the edges of the main personalities, making 

the whole production feel less like a performance and more like a group 

dynamic you’ve stumbled into. 

For creators, the benefits are even more practical. The Podcast Third can 

fill dead air, keep energy levels up, and provide instant feedback. Silence 

is the enemy of conversational media, and the Third is, above all else, an 

anti-silence machine. Even a well-timed laugh can reassure the host that 

a joke landed, that the pacing is right, that the show is still alive. 

But there’s a trade-off. 

Because the more ubiquitous the Podcast Third becomes, the more 

noticeable—and occasionally irritating—they can be. There’s something 

uncanny about a voice that is always present but rarely substantive. 



When every joke is met with the same slightly exaggerated laughter, 

when every anecdote is punctuated by the same low-stakes interjection, 

the illusion of spontaneity starts to crack. The Third can begin to feel 

less like a person and more like a function. 

And that’s where the cultural question gets interesting. 

Are Podcast Thirds actually people we’re meant to care about, or are they 

just part of the format? Have they become a kind of human interface 

element—a living, breathing “like” button embedded in the audio? When 

did we start accepting that a conversation needs a designated reactor, 

someone whose primary role is to signal that things are going well? 

There’s also an issue of identity. Because so many Podcast Thirds are 

only partially introduced, they exist in a strange limbo. Listeners may 

hear hours of their voice without ever fully understanding who they are, 

what they do, or why they’re there. They become familiar but not known, 

present but not grounded. It’s a kind of low-level parasocial relationship 

that never quite resolves. 



And yet, despite all this, the phenomenon shows no signs of slowing 

down. 

If anything, Podcast Thirds are becoming more stylised, more 

intentional. Some shows lean into the role, giving the Third a distinct 

persona or running joke. Others keep them deliberately vague, 

preserving that sense of ambiguity. Either way, the presence of the Third 

is no longer accidental—it’s a design choice. 

So maybe the better question isn’t just “where did they come from?” but 

“what do they say about us?” 

Because the rise of the Podcast Third reflects a broader shift in how we 

consume media. We’re not just looking for content; we’re looking for 

company. We want to feel like we’re part of a group, even if that group is 

entirely one-sided. The Third helps complete that illusion, filling in the 

social gaps that a simple host-guest format might leave behind. 



Still, it’s worth wondering whether we’ve reached a tipping point. When 

every podcast has a Third, does the role lose its meaning? Does the 

background laugh become just another layer of noise? Or will the 

Podcast Third continue to evolve, becoming something more defined, 

more essential, more… real? 

For now, they remain what they’ve always been: slightly mysterious, 

oddly compelling, and impossible to ignore. 

The Podcast Third is here. The only question is whether we’re actually 

listening to them—or just listening through them. 

@Tp_l8dr 
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by Ayaya Addison 

I have been thinking about words. 
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Not in a casual, crossword-puzzle way, but in the way that suggests 

something has gone slightly wrong in the mind—like when you repeat a 

word too many times and it dissolves into sound. Words as objects. 

Words as inventions. Words as little traps. 

This started—though I refuse to say it started—after everything that was 

said before she left. I won’t go into it. It’s irrelevant. Or it’s completely 

relevant and I simply don’t feel like handing it the dignity of structure. 

Anyway. 

I’ve been lying in bed, not sleeping, watching old episodes of 

Clueless—the TV show, not the film, which somehow feels 

important—on one of those strange websites where the video is 

mirrored, like everyone is living in a parallel universe where left is right 

and nothing quite lands properly. It makes me uneasy, like even the jokes 

are arriving slightly distorted. I keep adjusting my position, like maybe if 

I lie at a different angle it will correct itself. 



It doesn’t. 

At some point, one of the characters—someone adjacent to that vaguely 

familiar, is that the guy from Scrubs? energy—used the word portmanteau. 

Just threw it away, like it wasn’t the most absurd, overpacked little 

suitcase of a word I’d ever heard. 

Portmanteau. 

I had to look it up. 

A word made from two other words. A linguistic hybrid. A collapsing. A 

compromise. 

And then, obviously, I couldn’t stop thinking about them. All the ones 

that exist, all the ones that should exist, all the tiny gaps in language 

where something is happening but we don’t yet have the right handle for 

it. 

Which brings me to: pantissimo. 



It came to me sometime between 2:14 and 2:37 a.m., while the mirrored 

Cher was gesturing backwards at someone and I was trying not to think 

about anything else. 

Pantissimo. 

From pianissimo, of course—very, very soft. The softest. Or nearly. The 

edge of audibility. The suggestion of sound rather than sound itself. 

And pants. As in: rubbish. As in: something so underwhelming it barely 

qualifies as having existed. 

Pantissimo: adj.​

A piece of music (or artist, or entire aesthetic) that is both so quiet as to 

be nearly imperceptible and so lacking in substance that, even if you 

could hear it, you might wish you hadn’t. 

It’s not just quiet. It’s evasive. It’s the kind of quiet that feels less like 

intention and more like absence dressed up as restraint. 



And once I had the word, I started noticing how badly I’d needed it. 

Because there’s this particular strain of music now—whispered, minimal, 

almost apologetic—that presents itself as intimacy but sometimes just 

feels like it’s withholding something essential. Like it’s daring you to 

lean in, to work for it, to convince yourself that what you’re hearing (or 

not hearing) is meaningful simply because it’s faint. 

And yes, I know. Subtlety. Atmosphere. Texture. I’m not against those 

things. I’m against the emptiness that occasionally masquerades as them. 

Take Billie Eilish, for example. 

Before anyone reacts: this is not a dismissal. It’s an observation. There 

are moments—good moments, even great ones—but there are also 

moments that hover so close to silence that they risk dissolving entirely, 

like breath on glass. When it works, it’s delicate. When it doesn’t, it’s 

pantissimo. 



And the frustrating part is that the line between the two is almost 

invisible. 

Which, I suppose, is the point. 

What bothers me isn’t quietness. It’s when quietness becomes a 

shield—when it avoids commitment, avoids risk, avoids saying anything 

that might actually land with weight. 

Pantissimo isn’t just about volume. It’s about presence. Or the lack of it. 

It’s the feeling that something could disappear and nothing would 

change. 

I keep thinking about how words let you pin things down. Not 

permanently, not perfectly, but enough to look at them straight on. To 

say: this exists. Or at least: this feeling exists. 

And once you have the word, you can’t unsee the thing. 



Which is inconvenient. 

Because now I hear it everywhere. Or rather, I almost hear it. 

And maybe that’s why I’ve been stuck on this—on words, on naming 

things, on trying to get a grip on what feels like it’s slipping. Maybe it’s 

easier to define a phenomenon than to define a conversation. Easier to 

invent a word than to revisit what was actually said. 

There’s a kind of irony in all of this, I think. 

Not a neat one. Not the kind that resolves. 

Just the sense that the loudest people can sometimes leave behind the 

quietest gaps. And those gaps are where everything echoes, faintly, 

endlessly—just on the edge of hearing. 

Pantissimo. 

I wish I hadn’t needed it. 



But I do. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Consensus Is Not the Same as Quality 
@Tp_l8dr 

Apr 22, 2026 

 

By @Tp_l8dr 

The classroom is one of those overly air-conditioned American seminar 

rooms that seem designed less for comfort than for the preservation of 

thought itself—ideas kept crisp, bodies slightly uncomfortable, the hum 

of fluorescent lighting acting as a kind of intellectual metronome. 

Twelve chairs, though only two are occupied. A long oak table. A 

whiteboard that has not been fully erased; ghost-words linger: auteur, 

reception, postmodern sincerity (?). 

STUDENT (you) sits forward, elbows on the table, a printed draft 

marked up in aggressive pen strokes.​

TEACHER (me) leans back, reading glasses low, the posture of someone 
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who has read not just the essay but also the essay the student thought 

they were writing. 

 

TEACHER:​

So. Your central claim—if I’m reading you correctly—is that the 

Wachowskis made exactly one good film, possibly one and a half if we’re 

being generous, and everything else is either indulgence or failure. 

STUDENT:​

Yes. I mean—look—The Matrix is obviously good. That’s not 

controversial. And Bound is fine, but it’s not The Matrix. And then 

everything else just… falls off a cliff. I’ve never met anyone who 

genuinely likes the rest of their films. 

TEACHER:​

Mm. That last sentence. That’s doing a lot of work for you. 



STUDENT:​

Because it’s true. 

TEACHER (tilting head):​

It’s true for you. Which is not the same thing as true. And your essay—at 

least in its current form—doesn’t seem to know the difference. 

(Pause. The student shifts slightly, as if the chair has become less 

comfortable.) 

TEACHER (continuing):​

Let me ask you something. What do you think criticism is for? 

STUDENT:​

To… evaluate? To say what’s good and what’s not? 

TEACHER:​

That’s the most common answer. It’s also the least interesting one. 



Anyone can declare something good or bad. What’s harder—and more 

useful—is explaining why something produces disagreement. 

STUDENT:​

But isn’t that just hedging? Like, instead of taking a stance? 

TEACHER (smiling faintly):​

No. It’s taking a better stance. 

 

The teacher flips the essay over, not to the back, but to the middle, as if 

the argument’s spine might be hiding there instead of at the front. 

 

TEACHER:​

You describe the sequels as “tepid,” which is fair in terms of reception. 

But then you collapse that into “therefore, not good.” That’s a leap. One 



that ignores something more interesting: why were they tepid? Why did 

something that was once universally electrifying become… contested? 

STUDENT:​

Because they overcomplicated it. They got lost in their own ideas. 

TEACHER:​

Good. That’s a beginning. Now keep going. 

STUDENT (after a beat):​

They made something less accessible. More… philosophical. Less clean. 

TEACHER:​

Exactly. And what happens when a filmmaker trades clarity for 

ambition? 

STUDENT:​

People stop liking it? 



TEACHER:​

Some people. Others lean in. Others rewatch. Others write essays about 

how the mess is the point. And suddenly you don’t have consensus—you 

have division. 

 

The word hangs there: division. It feels less like a conclusion and more 

like an opening. 

 

TEACHER:​

Your essay wants the Wachowskis to be failures after The Matrix. But the 

evidence you’re circling suggests something else entirely. 

STUDENT:​

Which is? 



TEACHER:​

That they’re divisive. Consistently, almost predictably so. Their films 

don’t disappear—they split. 

STUDENT:​

But Jupiter Ascending—come on. That’s not divisive. That’s just bad. 

TEACHER (shrugs):​

You’re welcome to argue that. But notice what you just did: you reached 

for the easiest example. The one least likely to resist your claim. That’s 

not criticism—that’s selection bias. 

STUDENT:​

So what, I have to defend everything they’ve made? 

TEACHER:​

No. You have to understand it. 

 



There is a long pause here, the kind that in a larger class would be filled 

by someone else speaking, but in this smaller, almost theatrical setting, 

becomes unavoidable. 

 

STUDENT:​

Okay. So what would you say the argument is, then? 

TEACHER:​

I wouldn’t say “the Wachowskis made one good film.” I’d say: they made 

one film that everyone agrees on. And then they spent the rest of their 

careers making films that refuse agreement. 

STUDENT:​

That sounds… better. But also less punchy. 

TEACHER:​

Punch is overrated. Precision lasts longer. 



 

The teacher stands, walks to the whiteboard, and writes: 

Consensus is not the same as quality. 

Then, underneath it: 

Division is not the same as failure. 

 

TEACHER:​

You also have this interesting—if underdeveloped—idea about online 

versus “real life” reception. 

STUDENT:​

Yeah. Like, I’ve never met anyone in person who likes Speed Racer. But 

online, people treat it like it’s secretly brilliant. 



TEACHER:​

Good. That’s not an argument—it’s an observation. And observations are 

valuable, if you don’t overstate them. 

STUDENT:​

So I shouldn’t say “no one”? 

TEACHER:​

Unless you’ve conducted a statistically significant survey of everyone. 

STUDENT (half-laughing):​

Right. 

TEACHER:​

But you can say that certain films have been re-evaluated in online 

spaces. That their reputations have shifted over time. That what was 

once dismissed can later be reclaimed. 



STUDENT:​

Why does that happen? 

TEACHER:​

Ah. Now we’re getting somewhere. 

 

The teacher returns to their chair, but leans forward now, mirroring the 

student’s earlier posture. The dynamic has subtly inverted. 

 

TEACHER:​

Think about Speed Racer. When it came out, what did people see? 

STUDENT:​

Too bright. Too weird. Not what they expected. 

TEACHER:​

And now? 



STUDENT:​

People say it’s ahead of its time. That it’s visually unique. 

TEACHER:​

So the film didn’t change. The context did. Audience expectations did. 

The visual language of blockbuster cinema evolved—and suddenly the 

thing that felt excessive now feels prescient. 

STUDENT:​

So it’s not that people were wrong then or right now. It’s that… the 

criteria shifted? 

TEACHER:​

Exactly. 

 

Another pause. This one feels less like friction and more like absorption. 

 



STUDENT:​

So the essay shouldn’t be about whether they’re good or bad. 

TEACHER:​

It can be, but that’s the least interesting version of it. A more compelling 

essay asks: why do their films produce such different reactions across 

time, audiences, and contexts? 

STUDENT:​

And the answer is… ambition? Style? Being out of step? 

TEACHER:​

All of the above. And something else. 

STUDENT:​

What? 



TEACHER:​

They kept making films as if the audience would follow them. Even when 

the audience didn’t. 

 

The fluorescent hum seems louder now, or perhaps just more noticeable. 

 

STUDENT:​

So the real argument is that they didn’t fall off. They just… diverged. 

TEACHER:​

Yes. From the mainstream. From consensus. From the thing that made 

The Matrix universally legible. 

STUDENT:​

And that’s why people argue about them. 



TEACHER:​

And that’s why you’re writing about them. 

 

The student looks down at the draft again. It hasn’t changed, but it feels 

different—less like a finished statement and more like raw material. 

 

STUDENT:​

So I scrap the “only one good film” idea. 

TEACHER:​

You refine it. You let it evolve. Maybe you keep the provocation—but you 

support it with something more than anecdote. 

STUDENT:​

And the online versus real life thing? 



TEACHER:​

Keep it. But treat it as a phenomenon to explore, not a verdict to deliver. 

 

The teacher gathers their papers, a signal that the session is nearing its 

end—not abruptly, but inevitably. 

 

TEACHER (final):​

The goal isn’t to win the argument. It’s to make the reader see the 

argument differently than they did before. 

STUDENT (quietly):​

Right. 

TEACHER:​

And right now, your essay tells me what you think. The next draft should 

tell me why anyone else should care. 



 

@Tp_l8dr 

(not so) pretty vacant 
@Tp_l8dr 

Apr 22, 2026 

 

By @Tp_l8dr 

In the early 1990s, Hollywood found itself chasing something it could not 

quite see clearly, let alone reproduce: the interior life of Generation X. 

The literary world had already defined it. Novels like Less Than Zero 

distilled a mood of affectless drift, moral vacancy, and observational 

detachment into something that felt both culturally specific and eerily 

universal. But when cinema reached for the same material, it stumbled. 

What emerged instead—almost sideways—was a strange and revealing 

countercurrent: a revival of silent-era expressivity, a renewed emphasis 

on the body over the voice, and a broader cultural shift shaped by 

feminism, new media, and the early internet. Taken together, these 

threads suggest not just a failed adaptation cycle, but a deeper structural 
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tension: cinema struggling to keep pace with literature’s evolving 

capacity to represent consciousness. 

The problem was not simply that Gen-X literature was “difficult.” It was 

that it was fundamentally inward. Its protagonists did not act so much as 

register experience. They were receivers, not agents. Their defining trait 

was not rebellion, but a kind of flattened perception—an inability to 

locate meaning in a landscape saturated with images, commodities, and 

mediated desire. This diagnosis had already been anticipated by 

late-20th-century cultural criticism. Christopher Lasch, in works 

culminating in The Revolt of the Elites (1995), described a culture 

increasingly defined by rootlessness, narcissism, and detachment from 

shared social meaning (). The Gen-X novel can be read as the aesthetic 

expression of that condition: a literature of surfaces, where depth has 

collapsed into affect. 

This posed an immediate problem for film, which relies on 

externalization. To adapt such material faithfully would risk inertia; to 

dramatize it conventionally would betray its essence. Hollywood chose 



the latter path more often than not, grafting narrative arcs—addiction, 

redemption, romance—onto texts that were structurally resistant to 

them. The result was a series of films that felt curiously hollow, neither 

true to their sources nor satisfying on their own terms. As debates 

around “political correctness” and representation intensified in the early 

1990s, critics observed a widening gap between the complexity of 

contemporary cultural discourse and the blunt instruments of 

mainstream media (). 

At the same moment, however, a different strategy emerged—not as a 

coordinated movement, but as a recurring instinct among certain 

filmmakers and performers. Instead of pushing further into interiority, 

they moved in the opposite direction: toward physicality, gesture, and 

pre-verbal forms of expression. Performances became quieter in one 

sense (less dialogue), but more emphatic in another (more bodily 

articulation). This is where the unexpected reappearance of silent-era 

influences becomes significant. The figures of Charlie Chaplin and 

Buster Keaton—once seen as relics—offered a solution to a very 



contemporary problem. They demonstrated that emotion could be made 

legible without recourse to psychological exposition. In a cultural 

moment defined by emotional opacity, this was not nostalgia; it was 

technique. 

This shift can be read as a kind of workaround. If Gen-X characters 

could not convincingly explain themselves—and if their defining trait 

was precisely that they lacked coherent self-narratives—then perhaps 

they could be rendered through movement instead. The “outsider” 

figures that populated early-90s cinema often operate this way: socially 

marginal, verbally limited, but intensely expressive in action. They do 

not articulate alienation; they perform it. In doing so, they become 

paradoxically accessible, even as they embody the same disconnection 

that Gen-X literature describes. Cinema, in this mode, sidesteps the 

problem of interiority by translating it into form. 

This workaround gains further resonance when placed alongside the rise 

of third-wave feminism during the same period. Feminist discourse in 

the early 1990s was itself grappling with representation—specifically, the 



inadequacy of existing cultural forms to capture the complexity of 

women’s lived experience. Naomi Wolf’s The Beauty Myth (1990) argued 

that even as women gained social power, they were increasingly 

constrained by mediated ideals of appearance, imposed through mass 

culture (). The implication was clear: representation itself had become a 

site of control. Similarly, Camille Paglia’s Sexual Personae (1990) provoked 

controversy by reinterpreting Western art and sexuality through a lens 

that foregrounded primal, often chaotic forces beneath cultural forms (). 

Despite their ideological differences, both thinkers converge on a key 

point: culture is not transparent. It shapes, distorts, and mediates 

experience in ways that are not immediately visible. This aligns with the 

broader concerns of 1990s cultural theory, including the work of Stuart 

Hall, who argued that identity is not fixed but constructed through 

representation and historical context (). In this light, the failure of Gen-X 

adaptations can be seen not merely as a technical issue, but as a 

representational crisis. Film was attempting to depict subjects whose 

very defining feature was their instability. 



At the same time, the early 1990s marked the emergence of the internet 

as a cultural force, albeit in a nascent form. The development of the 

World Wide Web rapidly began to reshape how people communicated, 

constructed identity, and engaged with media (). This technological shift 

reinforced the themes that Gen-X literature had been exploring: the 

dissolution of stable selves, the saturation of experience by images, and 

the increasing difficulty of distinguishing authenticity from simulation. 

Yet once again, cinema lagged behind. Where literature could internalize 

these dynamics, rendering them as shifts in perception or tone, film 

struggled to represent them without resorting to heavy-handed visual 

metaphors. 

In this context, the return to older cinematic forms begins to look less 

like regression and more like recalibration. Silent comedy, with its 

emphasis on clarity, rhythm, and physical causality, offered a kind of 

grounding. It reasserted the possibility of shared understanding in a 

moment when other forms of communication seemed increasingly 

unstable. The body became a site of truth—not in a naive sense, but as a 



pragmatic one. If language was compromised, then gesture could still 

carry meaning. 

What unites these developments is not a single aesthetic, but a shared 

pressure: the need to find new ways of making experience legible in a 

rapidly changing cultural landscape. Gen-X literature articulates the 

problem with particular clarity, but it is not the only domain in which it 

is felt. Feminist theory exposes the distortions embedded in 

representation; cultural criticism diagnoses the fragmentation of social 

life; emerging technologies accelerate both processes. Cinema’s apparent 

“failure” to adapt Gen-X literature is, in this sense, symptomatic of a 

broader transitional moment. It reveals the limits of certain forms, even 

as it points toward others. 

By the mid-to-late 1990s, film would begin to catch up, finding more 

effective ways to render interiority through voiceover, fragmentation, 

and stylistic excess. But the early part of the decade remains especially 

revealing. It is a moment when the gap between media becomes 

visible—when literature pulls ahead, cinema falters, and then, 



unexpectedly, reaches backward in order to move forward. The result is a 

body of work that feels, at first glance, disjointed: failed adaptations 

alongside oddly anachronistic performances, feminist interventions 

alongside emerging digital culture. Seen together, however, they form a 

coherent picture of a culture in transition, searching—across disciplines, 

across media—for a language equal to its own complexity. 

 

@Tp_l8dr 

Ambient Friend Syndrome: The Man 
Who’s Just… There 
@Tp_l8dr 

Apr 22, 2026 

 

By Lee Eewes 

There was a time—not long ago, but long enough to feel 

sepia-toned—when social archetypes were easier to pin down. You had 

your main character, your sidekick, your background extra who 

mysteriously vanished between scenes. Then came “main character 
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syndrome,” a cultural diagnosis for people who seemed to believe the 

world existed purely as their narrative arc. 

But what happens when someone buys into the idea that life is a 

narrative—just not their narrative? 

Enter something quieter, stranger, and far harder to name: Ambient 

Friend Syndrome. 

It’s not flashy. It doesn’t announce itself. In fact, it’s defined almost 

entirely by its refusal to take up clear space. The Ambient Friend doesn’t 

believe he’s the main character. He doesn’t even think he’s the sidekick. 

He exists in a kind of social limbo—a floating presence within friendship 

groups he didn’t quite build, doesn’t quite sustain, but somehow never 

leaves. 

He’s just… there. 



You know him. Or rather, you’ve experienced him. He’s at the pub with 

your group, but no one can quite remember who invited him. He laughs 

at the right moments, contributes just enough to stay in orbit, and drifts 

seamlessly between conversations without ever anchoring himself to 

one. He’s not unwelcome. But he’s not essential either. 

If main character syndrome is about narrative dominance, Ambient 

Friend Syndrome is about narrative diffusion. The belief isn’t “this is my 

story,” but rather, “this is a story—and I belong somewhere in it.” The 

problem is, that “somewhere” is never clearly defined. 

He doesn’t impose himself like the Best Friend Syndrome 

archetype—the guy who barrels in calling everyone “mate” and 

fast-tracking intimacy. Instead, the Ambient Friend operates on a kind of 

passive inclusion. He assumes he’s part of the group not because he’s 

earned a specific place, but because he’s present often enough that 

exclusion would feel awkward. 

And that’s the key: awkwardness. 



The Ambient Friend thrives in the social grey zone where no one quite 

knows the rules. He’s rarely invited directly, but he’s rarely uninvited 

either. He appears via loose connections—“oh yeah, he came with Dan 

once”—and then simply… continues appearing. Over time, his presence 

becomes normalized, even if his role never is. 

At first, it’s harmless. Even useful. Every group has its peripheral 

figures—the ones who round out numbers, who keep conversations fluid, 

who don’t bring drama or demand attention. In an age where social 

dynamics can feel intensely performative, there’s something almost 

comforting about someone who doesn’t seem to be playing for a starring 

role. 

But then comes the quiet tension. 

Because while the Ambient Friend doesn’t demand significance, he also 

doesn’t relinquish the idea that he has it. There’s an unspoken 

assumption that he matters to the group in some vague, intangible way. 

Not enough to define—but enough to justify his continued presence. 



And that’s where things get slippery. 

Ask anyone in the group to describe their relationship to him, and you’ll 

get variations of the same answer: “Yeah, he’s… around.” Not a best 

friend. Not a close mate. Not even necessarily someone they’d see 

one-on-one. But collectively, he exists as a kind of shared acquaintance 

that no single person fully claims. 

It’s social crowd-sourcing. Belonging by diffusion. 

The irony is that the Ambient Friend often feels a genuine sense of 

connection. From his perspective, he is part of the group. He’s been there 

for the nights out, the birthdays, the in-jokes (even if he’s slightly out of 

sync with them). He’s absorbed the vibe, mirrored the energy, and slotted 

himself into the rhythm. 

But connection without specificity is a fragile thing. 



Because when the setting changes—when the group splinters, when 

plans become smaller, more intentional—the Ambient Friend’s place 

becomes harder to justify. He’s not the person you call for a deep chat. 

He’s not the automatic invite to a two-person plan. He exists best in the 

blur of group dynamics, where definition is optional. 

Strip that away, and he flickers. 

This isn’t to say there’s anything malicious or even consciously 

calculated about it. If anything, Ambient Friend Syndrome feels like the 

byproduct of a hyper-social, hyper-visible world. We’re constantly 

adjacent to other people’s lives—through group chats, social media, 

mutuals-of-mutuals—and the lines between acquaintance, friend, and 

“guy who’s just there” have never been thinner. 

In that environment, it’s easy to mistake proximity for belonging. 

The Ambient Friend doesn’t force intimacy; he sidesteps the question of 

it entirely. He occupies space without interrogating it. And for a while, 



that works. Groups are porous. Social circles expand and contract. Not 

every relationship needs a clear label. 

But over time, the lack of definition becomes its own kind of absence. 

Because friendship, at its core, isn’t just about being present. It’s about 

being known. And being known requires friction—those moments of 

clarity where roles are established, boundaries are tested, and 

connections either deepen or fall away. 

The Ambient Friend avoids that friction. He glides over it. And in doing 

so, he remains perpetually unformed within the social landscape he 

inhabits. 

There’s a quiet melancholy to that. 

To exist in a space where you’re welcomed but not sought, included but 

not essential, recognized but not fully understood. It’s the opposite 



problem of main character syndrome, but it stems from a similar place: a 

desire to locate oneself within the story. 

The main character insists on being the centre. The Ambient Friend is 

content being anywhere—so long as it’s somewhere. 

But “somewhere” isn’t always enough. 

Because eventually, every social narrative narrows. Groups fragment. 

Priorities shift. And when that happens, the characters without defined 

roles are the easiest to write out—not through any dramatic exit, but 

through quiet omission. 

No invite. No message. No particular reason. 

They’re just… no longer there. 

So what’s the solution? Ironically, it’s the very thing the Ambient Friend 

avoids: specificity. Choosing people. Letting people choose you. Risking 



the awkwardness of defined connection over the safety of perpetual 

inclusion. 

Because while it’s easy to drift through someone else’s story, it’s much 

harder—and far more meaningful—to know exactly why you’re in it. 

And that, perhaps, is the difference between being part of the vibe—and 

actually belonging to something at all. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Infinite Scroll, Finite Feeling 
@Tp_l8dr 

Apr 21, 2026 

 

By Aarya Addison 

I watched a TED Talk yesterday that should have rearranged me. 

It had all the right components: a futurist speaking from the year 3086, a 

lexicon bloated with phrases like “Primary Degradation Layer” and 

“multi-modal generative ecosystems,” a sleek narrative arc about how 
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humanity keeps fumbling its own inventions before 

eventually—maybe—learning how to use them with intention. It was 

clever, surgical, faintly menacing in that way all good future-facing 

rhetoric is. It should have left me buzzing, texting people, opening 

seventeen tabs to read more. 

Instead, I closed the window and stared at my reflection in the black 

mirror of my laptop screen and felt… nothing. 

Not boredom exactly. Not disagreement. Just a kind of flat, padded 

disengagement, like my brain had been wrapped in soft packaging 

material. The talk insisted that every technological revolution begins 

with a kind of cultural failure—that the first use of any powerful tool is 

always the least imaginative version of itself. That we crawl before we 

run, except the crawling looks like low-effort desire dressed up as 

innovation. 

It was persuasive. It was probably right. 



And still, I couldn’t access the part of myself that cared. 

This is the bit where I’m supposed to tell you that it’s because the world 

moves too fast now. That we’re all overwhelmed by the velocity of 

change, by the constant churn of updates and iterations and paradigm 

shifts. That nothing has time to land before it’s replaced by something 

newer, shinier, more optimized. 

That’s the clean explanation. The one that scans. 

But I don’t think it’s true. Or at least, not entirely. 

Because the truth—if I’m being even slightly honest—is messier, smaller, 

and a lot less flattering. 

The talk kept circling this idea: that early uses of technology reveal more 

about people than the technology itself. That when something new 

arrives, it doesn’t elevate us—it exposes us. Our defaults. Our habits. Our 

quiet, unexamined compulsions. 



I think that’s the part that stuck. Not intellectually, but like a splinter. 

Because I’ve been thinking a lot about defaults. About what you do when 

no one’s watching, when there’s no performance attached, no audience to 

calibrate against. What you fall into. 

There’s a word for it—one that’s been floating around online for a while 

now, mutating slightly depending on who’s using it. “Gooning.” It sounds 

ridiculous, which is part of why it spreads so easily. On the surface, it 

refers to a kind of hyper-fixated, trance-like state induced by endless 

consumption of digital stimulation—usually visual, often algorithmically 

tailored, designed to keep you locked in a loop of anticipation and 

reward. 

That’s the polite definition. 

A less polite version would say it’s what happens when you surrender 

completely to the feedback systems of the internet. When you let them 



dictate your attention, your time, your body’s rhythms. When you stop 

interrupting the loop. 

It’s not glamorous. It’s not even particularly pleasurable, if we’re being 

precise about it. It’s more like… maintenance. A holding pattern. A way 

of flattening everything into something manageable. 

I didn’t plan to bring this up in an article about a TED Talk. But then 

again, I didn’t plan to write an article at all. I was just going to forget 

about it, like everything else. 

But here’s where the unreliable narrator part comes in, I suppose: the 

more I try to explain my generalised disaffection—the numbness, the 

inability to feel impressed or outraged or even properly entertained—the 

more it starts to look less like a cultural condition and more like a 

personal one. 

Because I haven’t exactly been a passive observer of this system. 



I’ve been participating. Repetitively. Intensely. 

It started, or at least it escalated, when Patula left. 

Patula Amoverit, who has one of those names that sounds fictional even 

when you’re saying it out loud, like you’ve made her up to prove a point. 

She didn’t leave quietly. She left in protest, although the object of the 

protest was never entirely clear. “Everything,” she said, which felt both 

too broad and somehow insufficient. 

She packed her things, deleted most of her accounts, and moved 

somewhere she described only as “offline-adjacent.” The last message 

she sent me was a voice note about reclaiming attention as a political 

act. 

I listened to it three times and then opened another tab. 



I told myself I was staying. That someone had to witness all of this, had 

to remain embedded in the system to understand it. It felt principled, in 

a vague, untested way. 

But what I actually did was sink. 

Not dramatically. Not in a way that would register from the outside. I 

still go out. I still answer messages (eventually). I still consume all the 

right things, keep up with the discourse, watch the talks that are 

supposed to mean something. 

But underneath that, there’s this other layer. The loop. 

Time collapses in it. Hours pass without texture. It’s not even about what 

I’m watching or scrolling through specifically—it’s the state itself. The 

repetition. The narrowing of focus until everything else fades into a kind 

of ambient background noise. 



And the worst part is, it makes everything else feel less real by 

comparison. 

So when I watched this impeccably constructed talk about the future of 

humanity and its relationship to technology, I was trying to process it 

through a brain that has been, if not rewired, then at least heavily 

influenced by systems designed to override sustained attention. 

Of course it didn’t land. 

Or maybe it did, and I just don’t have the bandwidth to feel it properly. 

The speaker talked about phases—how we move from the most basic, 

least imaginative uses of technology into more complex, more 

meaningful ones. How there’s always a transition, always a possibility of 

something better emerging once we get past the initial layer. 

I wonder if that applies to individuals as well as cultures. 



If there’s a Primary Phase of the self, where you default to the easiest 

patterns, the most immediate feedback loops. A Secondary Phase, where 

you become aware of it, maybe even resist it. And a Tertiary Phase, 

where you build something new instead. 

I’d like to believe I’m on the cusp of that second phase. That 

this—writing this, even—is a kind of movement. 

But that might just be another story I’m telling myself to make the stasis 

feel intentional. 

Patula would probably say that awareness isn’t enough. That naming the 

system doesn’t free you from it. She’d say I’ve confused observation with 

action. 

She’s not here to say it, though. 

And I’m still here, refreshing, replaying, looping. 



The talk ended with a line about infinity—about how the future isn’t 

something we inherit, but something we construct through repeated 

choices. It was meant to be galvanising. 

I wrote it down. I even underlined it. 

Then I closed the tab and went back to what I was doing before. 

Which, if I’m being honest, is what I’ve been doing all along. 

@Tp_l8dr 

The Soft Unreality Index: How Modern 
Cinema Learned to Live in the 
Almost-World 
@Tp_l8dr 

Apr 19, 2026 

 

by @Tp_l8dr 

There’s a particular feeling you get walking into a hotel lobby at 2 a.m. 

when no one’s there, but everything is still lit. The chairs are too neatly 
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arranged. The air smells faintly of something expensive but impersonal. 

It’s not eerie in the horror-movie sense—it’s more like reality has been 

polished just enough to feel… off. Not wrong, exactly. Just slightly 

displaced. 

For years, we’ve had words circling this sensation. Liminal spaces gave us 

the architecture of in-betweenness: empty malls, endless corridors, 

places meant for transition rather than dwelling. The uncanny valley gave 

us the emotional dip: the discomfort when something looks almost 

human, but not quite. But increasingly, these ideas aren’t just describing 

environments or robots—they’re describing culture itself. More 

specifically, they’re describing a new tonal register in film and television. 

Call it the Soft Unreality Index: a sliding scale that measures how far a 

piece of media drifts from lived-in authenticity while still insisting it’s 

grounded in the real world. 

Unlike fantasy or sci-fi, this isn’t about alternate realities. It’s about our 

reality—just subtly stylized, curated, and flattened into something that 



feels both hyper-designed and oddly hollow. And nowhere is this more 

visible than in the current wave of live-action dramas. 

Acting Like You’re in a Movie (While Pretending 
You’re Not) 

There was a time when stylization in film came with a contract. If you 

stepped into a heightened world—say, a meticulously symmetrical pastel 

universe—you knew the rules were different. Dialogue was clipped, 

emotions were choreographed, and everyone moved as if aware of an 

invisible frame. 

Now, something stranger is happening. Characters behave as though 

they’re in that kind of stylized film—precise, self-aware, aesthetically 

curated—but the narrative insists they’re just living ordinary lives. The 

dialogue still aims for naturalism. The stakes are still “real.” But the 

behavior has drifted into performance. 

It’s as if everyone is subconsciously aware of being watched, even when 

they’re not. 



This creates a peculiar tension: conversations that are meant to feel 

spontaneous instead land like rehearsed monologues. Emotional beats 

arrive on cue, but without the messiness that usually justifies them. 

People don’t interrupt each other so much as wait their turn to be 

meaningful. 

The result? A world that feels less like reality and more like a simulation 

of how reality should look on screen. 

The Rise of Normcore Stardom 

Compounding this shift is the aesthetic flattening of the movie star. 

Once upon a time, stars were aspirational—larger-than-life figures who 

radiated difference. Now, the trend is aggressively in the opposite 

direction: de-glamorization as branding. 

Actors are dressed down into a kind of hyper-curated normality. Clothes 

are deliberately bland but suspiciously well-fitted. Hair looks unstyled, 

but only in the way that requires a team. Makeup is invisible, except for 

the way it subtly erases anything that might disrupt the “effortless” look. 



This is not realism. It’s normcore as costume design. 

And it feeds directly into the Soft Unreality Index. Because when 

everyone looks “ordinary” in exactly the same way, individuality starts to 

feel like an illusion. The characters don’t look like real people—they look 

like the idea of real people, filtered through a mood board. 

Even footwear has joined the conspiracy. Young characters shuffle 

through scenes in shoes that seem intentionally underwhelming: bulky, 

awkward, vaguely orthopedic. They’re not ugly enough to be a statement, 

nor stylish enough to be aspirational. They exist in a dead zone of 

taste—another tiny signal that we’re in a world calibrated to feel real 

without actually being so. 

Dialogue as Performance Art 

Perhaps the most striking symptom of this new aesthetic is how dialogue 

functions. In classic naturalistic drama, conversation is messy. People 

talk over each other. They say the wrong thing. Silence carries weight. 



In Soft Unreality cinema, dialogue is clean. Too clean. 

Lines land with a precision that suggests they’ve been sanded down to 

their most quotable form. Even when characters are meant to be 

awkward, their awkwardness feels… composed. It’s awkwardness that 

knows it’s being observed. 

This creates a feedback loop: audiences recognize the stylization, so they 

begin to anticipate it. Writers, in turn, lean into that expectation, 

crafting dialogue that sounds like it already belongs in a clip circulating 

online. The scene doesn’t unfold so much as present itself. 

It’s not that these films lack emotion—it’s that the emotion arrives 

pre-packaged. 

When Actors Become Directors (and Directors 
Become Brands) 

Layered on top of all this is another cultural shift: the explosion of 

actor-directors. What was once a rare transition has become something 



closer to a rite of passage. Established stars are stepping behind the 

camera not just to tell stories, but to shape their own mythologies. 

On paper, this should lead to more personal, idiosyncratic work. And 

sometimes it does. But within the Soft Unreality framework, it often has 

the opposite effect. 

Why? Because these projects frequently carry the weight of 

self-conscious authorship. They’re not just films—they’re statements. And 

that awareness seeps into every frame. Choices feel deliberate to the 

point of stiffness. Imperfections—the very things that make stories feel 

alive—are ironed out in favor of coherence and control. 

The result is a kind of aesthetic over-determination. Everything means 

something. Everything is intentional. And in that total intentionality, 

spontaneity quietly dies. 

The Pinnacle of the Almost-World 



Certain recent performances and films sit right at the peak of this 

index—where the balance between reality and stylization becomes most 

precarious. The actors inhabit their roles with a curious duality: fully 

committed, yet slightly detached, as if they’re aware of the performance 

as performance. 

This is where the Soft Unreality Index becomes most visible. Not in 

obvious artifice, but in that subtle sense that something is being held 

back. That beneath the polished surface, there’s a vacuum where 

unpredictability should be. 

It’s not that these films are bad. In fact, many are compelling, visually 

striking, and emotionally resonant in their own way. But they operate in 

a space that feels increasingly separate from lived experience—a kind of 

cultural antechamber where everything is just a little too composed. 

Why This Is Happening Now 

The obvious culprit is the feedback loop between media and 

self-presentation. We live in an era where people curate their lives as if 



they’re already inside a frame—choosing outfits, arranging spaces, even 

modulating behavior with an imagined audience in mind. 

Cinema, rather than resisting this trend, has begun to mirror it. 

The Soft Unreality Index, then, isn’t just a film theory curiosity. It’s a 

cultural metric. It measures how far we’ve drifted from unselfconscious 

existence toward a state where everything is, at some level, a 

performance. 

And the unsettling part? It doesn’t feel entirely alien. It feels familiar. 

Like that empty hotel lobby at 2 a.m.—perfectly arranged, softly lit, and 

just real enough to make you wonder what’s missing. 

The Future of the Almost-World 

Where does this go next? One possibility is escalation: films becoming 

even more stylized, more self-aware, pushing the index higher until the 



artifice becomes undeniable. Another is backlash: a return to messiness, 

to rough edges, to stories that feel genuinely unpredictable. 

But there’s a third, more intriguing path. What if creators begin to lean 

into the Soft Unreality Index—not as a side effect, but as a subject? 

Stories that explicitly explore this almost-world, where characters 

grapple with the sense that their lives have become curated simulations. 

Because if there’s one thing this emerging aesthetic makes clear, it’s that 

we’re no longer just watching movies. 

We’re learning how to live inside them. 

 

@Tp_l8dr 

A Vibey Failure: On Charli, Cinema, 
and the New Rules of Flopping 
@Tp_l8dr 

Apr 16, 2026 
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By Aarya Addison 

The wine bar inside Vue Cinema Leicester Square is not where you go 

for clarity. It’s where you go for atmosphere—low-lit, faintly 

performative, and just expensive enough to make every opinion feel like 

it ought to be important. 

On a recent evening, somewhere between a second glass of red and the 

muffled bass of a blockbuster trailer bleeding through the walls, two 

women—Aarya Addison and Patula Amoveret—arrived at a cultural 

consensus that much of the internet has already, quietly, accepted. 

The Moment film is not good. 

Not divisive. Not misunderstood. Not secretly brilliant if you “get it.” 

Just… not good. 

“It’s almost refreshing,” Aarya says, swirling her glass with the kind of 

casual precision that suggests she’s done this before. “There’s no 



counter-narrative. No annoying pocket of people insisting it’s genius. 

Everyone just sort of agreed and moved on.” 

Patula nods. “That’s the most brutal outcome, actually. Not outrage. Not 

even mockery. Just… indifference.” 

This indifference, however, did not arrive immediately. There was, 

briefly, curiosity. A flicker of interest around Charli XCX stepping into 

cinema—an artist known for hyper-modern pop experimentation 

attempting to translate that sensibility onto film. 

It opened. People showed up. 

And then, just as quickly, they didn’t. 

“In the UK it didn’t even make a million,” Patula points out, leaning 

forward slightly, as though the number itself requires intimacy. “Not 

even that baseline threshold where you can pretend something 

happened.” 



Aarya winces. “That’s not a flop. That’s being politely ignored. It’s like 

hosting a party and everyone says they’ll come, and then… no one rings 

the bell.” 

If the story ended there, this would be familiar. Another 

underperforming release. Another cautionary tale about crossover 

ambition. Another entry in the long list of cultural misfires that briefly 

trend before dissolving into trivia. 

But something about “Moment” resists easy classification—and not in 

the way its creators might have hoped. 

Because the question that lingers, awkwardly, over its performance is 

this: can something be a box office bomb if it barely existed as a financial 

event in the first place? 

“We’ve started using ‘bomb’ as a vibe,” Aarya says. “Not a metric.” 



Traditionally, a box office bomb implies scale—extravagant budgets, 

catastrophic losses, the kind of failure that leaves visible damage. But 

“Moment” doesn’t quite fit that mould. It didn’t cost very much. It didn’t 

make very much. And crucially, it didn’t lose very much. 

Which, in purely economic terms, places it somewhere closer to a shrug 

than a disaster. 

“And yet,” Patula adds, “it feels like a bomb.” 

This disconnect—between financial reality and cultural 

perception—might be the more interesting story. In an era where 

discourse moves faster than data, the label of “flop” has become less 

about spreadsheets and more about expectation. 

“People wanted a narrative,” Aarya continues. “They wanted the 

arc—pop star tries film, fails spectacularly. But this isn’t spectacular. 

It’s… muted.” 



Muted, but not invisible. Because culturally, “Moment” has already been 

absorbed into a broader conversation about ambition, aesthetics, and the 

increasingly blurred boundaries between mediums. 

“It’s like those influencer brands that launch with huge hype,” Patula 

says, “and then just quietly disappear. No scandal. No implosion. Just 

absence.” 

Absence, it turns out, can be harder to process than failure. A bomb 

gives you something to point at—a crater, a number, a consequence. 

Absence offers no such clarity. 

“Maybe it’s worse,” Patula suggests. “Because at least bombs have 

impact.” 

At this point, the conversation has taken on the slightly heightened 

quality that comes with good wine and better disagreement. Around 

them, the bar continues its low, steady hum—dates unfolding, critics 

whispering, glasses being cleared with discreet efficiency. 



And then, abruptly, the fourth wall breaks. 

“Oh my God.” 

A server appears at their table—immaculately styled, visibly 

unimpressed, and carrying himself with the kind of theatrical disdain 

that feels almost curated. He has, it becomes immediately clear, been 

listening. 

“She’s not for you,” he says, flatly, with the precision of someone 

delivering a line he knows will land. 

There’s a beat. 

And then both women dissolve into laughter. 

“We know, hunny,” Aarya manages, wiping at her eyes. 

“That’s the point,” Patula adds. 



The exchange is brief, but telling. The idea that Charli XCX—an artist 

whose identity is so closely tied to a specific audience, a specific 

sensibility—might simply not translate beyond it is hardly controversial. 

But framed as an interruption, as a minor act of cultural gatekeeping, it 

lands differently. 

The server, perhaps not expecting agreement, pivots swiftly. 

“We’re taking these, by the way,” he says, already collecting their glasses. 

And just like that, he’s gone—leaving behind an empty table and a 

conversation that has, momentarily, escaped its own parameters. 

“Did we just get read in a cinema wine bar?” Patula asks. 

“In Leicester Square,” Aarya уточняет, as if geography somehow elevates 

the encounter. 

They laugh again—louder now, freer. The kind of laughter that signals an 

evening tipping into something less structured, more chaotic. 



And then, in a move that feels both spontaneous and inevitable, they 

leave. Coats grabbed, chairs pushed back, the bill either settled or 

abandoned to fate. 

Out into the neon churn of Leicester Square, where the night feels 

louder, brighter, and faintly unreal. 

“‘She’s not for you,’” Patula repeats, adopting the server’s tone. 

“I’m obsessed,” Aarya replies. “That’s the tagline.” 

“For the film?” 

“For the whole thing.” 

Because perhaps that is the most accurate reading of “Moment”—not as 

a bomb, nor even as a failure in the traditional sense, but as something 

more specific to this cultural moment. A project that existed precisely as 

long as it needed to, generated exactly the discourse it was going to, and 

then… receded. 



No scandal. No reckoning. No dramatic post-mortem. 

Just a brief flicker of attention, followed by the quiet certainty that, for 

most people, it was never really for them. 

In the end, the language we use—bomb, flop, failure—may say more 

about our need for narrative than about the thing itself. Not every 

misstep is catastrophic. Not every underperformance is meaningful. 

Some are simply… there. 

A vibey failure, as Aarya and Patula might put it. 

And in 2026, that may be its own kind of category. 
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Apr 15, 2026 

 

 

I was told to write one thousand words on the history of the T-shirt, 

though it seems worth noting (1) that no shirt in history has ever asked 

for such treatment, and (2) that the particular shirt which prompted this 

assignment did not intend to become a historical object but rather a 

statement, which is not the same thing, though sometimes it becomes 

one. 

The teacher said: “Just write the essay.” So this is the essay. Mostly. 

 

The T-shirt begins, like many respectable things, as underwear. 

In the late nineteenth century, men wore union suits—long, 

inconvenient garments that required a level of commitment rarely seen 

outside of marriage or tax fraud. Sometime around the turn of the 
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century, these were split into two pieces, the top half becoming what we 

would now recognize as the T-shirt: short-sleeved, lightweight, and 

originally invisible to polite society. 

Invisible is important. 

The earliest T-shirts were not meant to be seen, which makes them the 

exact opposite of the one I wore on Tuesday (see Incident Report, filed 

by Mr. Halvorsen, who used the word “inflammatory” with the kind of 

energy usually reserved for small kitchen fires). My shirt, unlike its 

ancestors, demanded attention. It said something. It insisted on being 

read. 

But historically, the T-shirt did not speak. It whispered, under layers. 

 

The U.S. Navy (which, as far as I can tell, has always been ahead of the 

general public in matters of practicality and tattoos) began issuing 

T-shirts as standard undershirts around 1913. Sailors appreciated them 



for their comfort, breathability, and ability to exist without 

buttons—buttons being small, traitorous objects prone to escape at 

critical moments. 

At this stage, the T-shirt is still anonymous. A blank surface. A non-idea. 

But the blankness is the point. 

A blank surface is a promise. 

 

Somewhere between the 1930s and 1950s, the T-shirt escaped. 

Actors like Marlon Brando and James Dean wore them not as 

undergarments but as outerwear, which was, at the time, a mild scandal. 

The shirt became visible. More than visible—it became a symbol. 

Masculinity, rebellion, effortlessness. The idea that you could simply put 

something on and be seen. 



This is where things begin to resemble Tuesday. 

Because when you wear something visible, you are no longer just 

wearing it—you are saying something with it, even if that something is 

“I do not care,” which is itself a statement requiring careful construction. 

(For the record, I did care. The shirt was chosen deliberately. It said: 

“QUESTION AUTHORITY (INCLUDING THIS SHIRT)” which I 

thought was clever. Mr. Halvorsen did not agree.) 

 

By the 1960s, the T-shirt had found its voice. 

Advances in screen printing allowed people to put words, images, 

slogans—entire arguments—onto fabric. Suddenly, the shirt was no 

longer just clothing; it was communication. Protest movements, political 

campaigns, bands, brands—all used the T-shirt as a kind of walking 

billboard. 



But unlike a billboard, the T-shirt moves. It breathes. It sits in 

classrooms and gets called out by teachers who would prefer messages 

remain in textbooks where they can be underlined and ignored. 

There is something democratic about it. Anyone can wear one. Anyone 

can say something. Not everyone will like what is said. 

This is, I think, where the trouble starts. 

 

Detention, for instance. 

The “mini ordeal” (as the vice principal called it, minimizing the fact 

that three separate adults used the phrase “school policy” in under five 

minutes) began when I was asked to turn the shirt inside out. I asked 

why. This was apparently the wrong question. 

“What does your shirt mean?” Mr. Halvorsen asked. 



“It means you’re asking me that question,” I said, which was, admittedly, 

not helpful. 

There followed a brief but spirited discussion about respect, 

appropriateness, and whether irony counts as disruption. At some point, 

the word “inflammatory” entered the conversation, though I maintain 

that nothing on the shirt was actively on fire. 

The result: detention, and this essay. 

 

Returning to history (because apparently we must): 

By the 1970s and 1980s, T-shirts became tied to identity. Music scenes, 

subcultures, political affiliations—your shirt could signal where you 

belonged or, more importantly, where you did not. 

Punk shirts tore holes in politeness. Corporate logos turned torsos into 

advertisements. Designers elevated the T-shirt into something expensive 



enough to defeat its original purpose, which was to be simple and 

accessible. 

At every stage, the T-shirt asked the same question: What do you want 

to say, and are you willing to wear it? 

 

At this point, it seems necessary to address the accusation that my shirt 

was “disruptive.” 

Historically speaking, disruption is not a side effect of the T-shirt—it is 

one of its primary functions. From protest slogans to controversial 

graphics, the garment has consistently been used to challenge norms, 

question authority, and occasionally annoy people in positions of minor 

power. 

(That last part is not in the textbook, but it should be.) 

 



Something unexpected happened during detention. 

About halfway through this essay—somewhere between Marlon Brando 

and the invention of screen printing—Mr. Halvorsen sat down across 

from me and asked, “Do you actually know any of this, or are you making 

it up?” 

I said, “Most of it is real.” 

He nodded, like that was a reasonable percentage. 

Then he said, “The thing about the shirt is… it’s not that you’re wrong. 

It’s that you’re loud about it.” 

I said, “That’s kind of the point of shirts now.” 

He almost smiled. 

 



We talked—actually talked—about why people wear what they wear. 

About how clothing can be a kind of argument. About how sometimes 

the argument is less important than the reaction it provokes. 

He told me about a shirt he wore in college that got him thrown out of a 

lecture. He didn’t say what it said, only that it “seemed like a good idea at 

the time.” 

This is, I think, the closest we came to agreement. 

 

So here is the conclusion (which essays are supposed to have, though 

history rarely does): 

The T-shirt began as something hidden and became something seen. It 

moved from silence to speech, from utility to expression. It is, at its core, 

a blank space that invites meaning—and once meaning is invited, it 

rarely behaves itself. 



Which brings us back to Tuesday. 

The shirt I wore did exactly what T-shirts have been doing for decades: it 

said something out loud. The fact that it was noticed, questioned, and 

ultimately written about suggests that it succeeded, though perhaps not 

in a way that aligns with school guidelines. 

Still, history suggests that alignment is not the primary goal. 

 

Teacher’s Evaluation (attached): 

Grade: A- 

“Thoughtful, well-researched (enough), and surprisingly honest. The 

argument about disruption is… compelling. For the record, I still think 

the shirt was inappropriate. But I also think you understand why you 

wore it. 



Next time, pick your moment more carefully. 

—Mr. Halvorsen” 

 

(1) The shirt is currently in my locker, folded in a way that suggests 

temporary surrender rather than defeat. 
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When a rocket leaves Earth for the Moon, the spectacle draws every eye 

upward—fire, thunder, ascent. But the more revealing story lies in the 

opposite direction. Pressed into the soil near a launch site, the event 

reads not as triumph, but as disturbance: measurable, bounded, and, 

above all, temporary. 
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Recent lunar missions conducted under NASA’s Artemis Program—with 

operations coordinated from Johnson Space Center—have revived a 

question first asked in the Apollo era: what happens to the surrounding 

biosphere when that much energy is released in one place, all at once? 

The answer, grounded in decades of environmental monitoring around 

U.S. launch facilities, is less dramatic than intuition might suggest. 

At ignition, the dominant force is acoustic. Heavy-lift rockets generate 

sound pressure levels that can exceed 170 decibels near the 

pad—comparable to standing close to a jet engine at take-off. For nearby 

wildlife, this produces an immediate behavioural response. Birds flush 

from trees. Mammals retreat or freeze. For a few seconds, the landscape 

empties of visible movement. 

But the key word is “behavioural”. Studies consistently show that, 

beyond the immediate perimeter of the launch complex, these sound 

levels rarely translate into widespread mortality. Instead, animals 



leave—and, in many cases, return within hours or days. The population 

is redistributed, not erased. 

Heat, by contrast, is highly localised. Rocket exhaust reaches 

extraordinary temperatures, but launch infrastructure is designed to 

channel and contain it. Vegetation damage is therefore confined to a 

relatively small zone close to the pad, where scorching or combustion 

can occur. Outside that radius, plant life remains largely intact. 

Water, paradoxically, plays a central role. To dampen acoustic energy, 

launch pads release large volumes of water during ignition. This “deluge 

system” absorbs and disperses sound waves, reducing their impact on 

both infrastructure and surrounding habitats. The trade-off is temporary 

flooding and the deposition of combustion byproducts—such as fine 

particulate matter—into nearby soil and water. 

Here, too, the evidence points to resilience. Chemical changes in soil and 

surface water are typically short-lived, diluted by rainfall and natural 



drainage. Microbial communities, which underpin terrestrial ecosystems, 

show little lasting damage and often recover rapidly. 

The most subtle effects are not in the number of organisms, but in their 

relationships. For a brief period after launch, ecological interactions are 

disrupted. Predator-prey patterns shift as animals relocate. Insects lose 

established foraging trails. Small patches of damaged vegetation alter 

microhabitats. But these disruptions, while real, are transient. 

Ecologists describe such events as “pulse disturbances”: intense, 

short-lived shocks from which systems recover. Rocket launches, it turns 

out, belong in the same broad category as thunderstorms or controlled 

burns—dramatic, even violent, but not fundamentally destructive at the 

ecosystem scale. 

This does not mean there is no cost. Close to the launchpad, life is 

visibly reduced. Some organisms do not survive. And repeated 

disturbances can, over time, influence habitat use and species 



distribution. But the broader picture, supported by decades of 

observation, is one of resilience rather than collapse. 

From the floor, then, the launch resolves into a different kind of 

equation. Not annihilation, but perturbation. Not silence, but 

interruption. 

The rocket rises. The ground absorbs. And, with quiet persistence, life 

resumes. 

 

Supplementary Information: Ecological Effects of Heavy-Lift Rocket 

Launches (Extended Analysis) 

To formalise the biological impact of a launch event, consider a defined 

area within a radius R of the launchpad. Let the total biological 

population at time t₀ (pre-launch) be represented as the set B(R, t₀). 



This population can be partitioned into four principal subsets commonly 

used in environmental assessments: 

●​ S₁ (soil biota): microorganisms (bacteria, archaea), fungi, 

nematodes, annelids 

●​ S₂ (surface invertebrates): insects and arachnids 

●​ S₃ (vegetation): grasses, shrubs, and trees 

●​ S₄ (vertebrates): birds, reptiles, and mammals 

 

Mechanisms of Impact 

A launch event L acts on B through three primary, well-documented 

mechanisms: 

1. Acoustic Energy 

Peak sound pressure levels near heavy-lift launches exceed 170–180 dB at 

the source. However, sound attenuates rapidly with distance and is 

further reduced by water deluge systems. 



Empirical observations show: 

●​ Strong startle and flight responses in vertebrates 

●​ Temporary displacement rather than widespread mortality 

●​ Minimal evidence of lethal acoustic effects beyond immediate 

proximity 

Thus: 

●​ S₄′ = S₄ − E, where E represents temporarily displaced 

individuals 

 

2. Thermal Effects 

Rocket plumes reach temperatures above 3,000 K, but their impact is 

spatially constrained by engineered systems. 

Observed outcomes: 



●​ Localised vegetation scorching within tens to hundreds of 

metres 

●​ Negligible heating beyond that zone 

Thus: 

●​ S₃′ = S₃ − Z, where Z is a small burn area and |Z| ≪ |S₃| 

 

3. Water and Chemical Deposition 

Sound suppression systems release large volumes of water during 

ignition. 

Measured effects include: 

●​ Temporary soil saturation 

●​ Deposition of combustion byproducts such as aluminium oxide 

particles 



Environmental monitoring indicates: 

●​ Rapid dilution and recovery of soil and water chemistry 

●​ No persistent toxicity at ecosystem scale 

 

Subset Responses 

Soil Biota (S₁) 

●​ High resilience due to diversity and rapid reproduction 

●​ Short-term compositional shifts possible 

●​ Overall population size largely stable 

Conclusion: S₁′ ≈ S₁ 

 

Surface Invertebrates (S₂) 

●​ Mechanical disturbance and displacement 



●​ Localised mortality possible near the pad 

Conclusion: S₂′ = S₂ − δ, where δ is small 

 

Vegetation (S₃) 

●​ Clear damage only in the immediate launch vicinity 

Conclusion: Landscape-scale integrity maintained 

 

Vertebrates (S₄) 

●​ Behavioural displacement dominates 

●​ Return observed within hours to days 

Conclusion: Temporary redistribution, not long-term loss 

 



Network and Interaction Effects 

While overall population sizes remain largely stable, ecological 

interactions are temporarily disrupted: 

●​ Altered predation dynamics 

●​ Interrupted foraging pathways 

●​ Microhabitat changes in disturbed zones 

These effects are short-lived and do not constitute systemic ecological 

breakdown. 

 

Recovery Function 

Define recovery as R(t), where t is time since launch: 

●​ Wildlife return: hours to days 

●​ Vegetation regrowth: weeks to months (in affected zones) 

●​ Soil chemistry normalisation: rapid, often within rainfall cycles 



Thus: 

●​ R(t)(L(B)) → B″, where B″ ≈ B 

 

Constraints and Non-Effects 

Evidence does not support: 

●​ Large-scale mortality events 

●​ Long-term ecosystem collapse 

●​ Persistent sterilisation of soil biomass 

 

Interpretation 

Rocket launches are best understood as pulse disturbances: 

high-intensity, short-duration events with limited spatial extent and 

strong recovery dynamics. 



Formally: 

B → L(B) → R(t)(L(B)) ≈ B 

The system returns to a state functionally similar to its pre-launch 

condition, with only minor, localised differences. 

 

Closing Note 

At ground level, the launch is an intense but fleeting disruption. The 

energy released is immense, yet its ecological imprint is surprisingly 

constrained—absorbed, redistributed, and largely erased by the 

resilience of living systems. 
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Apr 11, 2026 

 

By Aarya Addison 

There are arguments, and then there are Arguments. The kind that start 

as a playful debate over oat milk lattes and spiral—violently, 

irreversibly—into the emotional equivalent of a full-scale nuclear 

meltdown. Mine? Whether Barbie is a better movie than Clueless. Casual, 

right? 

Wrong. 

It began, as all modern tragedies do, with a group chat. I, a woman of 

taste, cultural awareness, and frankly impeccable cinematic judgment, 

made the objectively correct statement: Barbie is not just a movie, it is a 

cultural reckoning wrapped in glitter and existential dread. It’s satire, 

it’s philosophy, it’s pink heels stepping on the neck of patriarchy. It’s 

everything. 



Enter Patula Amoveret—soon to be my former best friend—who had the 

audacity, the sheer nerve, to respond: “Clueless did it first. And better.” 

Reader, I gasped. 

Let’s be clear: Clueless is iconic. It gave us Cher Horowitz, a digital closet 

before tech bros even knew what apps were, and a masterclass in 

matchmaking gone wrong. It’s witty, stylish, and endlessly quotable. But 

Patula doesn’t just appreciate Clueless. She worships it like it’s the 

cinematic second coming. 

And suddenly, this wasn’t about movies anymore. 

This was about values. 

Because what does it say about you if you think a charming ‘90s teen 

comedy outweighs a film that literally interrogates identity, gender roles, 

and the crushing weight of societal expectation—while also featuring 

choreography that could raise the dead? It says, quite frankly, that you’re 



living in a plaid-skirted past while the rest of us are 

marching—fabulously—into the future. 

Patula accused me of being “pretentious.” I accused her of being 

“emotionally stuck in a Beverly Hills time capsule.” She said Barbie was 

“trying too hard.” I said Clueless was “coasting on vibes and nostalgia like 

a rich girl with a Jeep and no sense of consequences.” 

Things escalated. 

At one point, she actually said—and I quote—“Not everything has to be 

a statement, Aarya.” 

And that’s when I knew: we were no longer speaking the same language. 

Because here’s the thing. This is where I channel my inner Siskel and 

Ebert—two critics, two chairs, and one deeply divided opinion. If they 

could survive decades of disagreement without imploding, maybe there 

was hope for us. But then again, they never had to deal with someone 



texting “Ugh, as if” in response to a deeply reasoned argument about 

feminist allegory. 

And maybe that’s the real issue. Not Barbie vs. Clueless, but what we 

expect from the stories we love. Do we want escapism, or do we want 

reflection? Do we want to laugh, or do we want to feel slightly unwell while 

questioning our entire existence? 

(I, obviously, want both. Preferably with a killer soundtrack.) 

The truth is, I didn’t just lose an argument. I might be losing a friend. 

And over something so seemingly trivial, which makes it feel even worse. 

Because beneath the sarcasm and the perfectly timed insults was a 

realization: sometimes people grow in different directions. Sometimes 

one of you becomes a Barbie, and the other stays Clueless. 

And maybe—just maybe—that’s okay. 

But for the record? 



I’m still right. 
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By Mr. System 

In the windswept towns of western Ireland, far from the data centres of 

Dublin and the speculative fervour of global crypto exchanges, an 

unusual financial experiment is taking shape. Known locally—sometimes 

with a hint of irony—as “bocc chain,” the system is less a technological 

breakthrough than a cultural improvisation: a distributed ledger 

maintained not by miners or validators, but by extended families. 

At its core, bocc chain is an informal network through which amalgams 

of cryptocurrency holdings are entrusted to relatives—often those 
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deemed “least likely to squander it.” In practice, this has frequently 

meant older or more risk-averse members of families historically affected 

by gambling losses. The result is a hybrid model of custodianship that 

blends digital assets with deeply analogue trust structures. 

“It’s not about decentralisation in the technical sense,” says one 

Galway-based accountant familiar with the system. “It’s about 

redistributing responsibility to the people who’ve seen what happens 

when money moves too fast.” 

The name itself is thought to derive from a colloquialism—“bocc,” 

loosely meaning a burden or lump—reflecting the pooling of disparate 

crypto assets into a single, collectively managed holding. These pools 

often include fragments of major tokens, lesser-known altcoins, and, in 

some cases, remnants of speculative bets made during the market’s more 

exuberant cycles. 

What distinguishes bocc chain from conventional custody solutions is its 

reliance on social consensus rather than cryptographic proof. Access 



credentials—private keys, seed phrases—are divided, recorded, or 

sometimes memorised across multiple family members. Transactions 

require a form of verbal or documented agreement, often conducted 

during family gatherings or mediated by a trusted intermediary. 

Critics argue that such arrangements are inherently fragile, prone to 

dispute, and lacking the security guarantees of formal systems. Yet 

proponents counter that the very inefficiencies are a feature, not a flaw. 

“In a way, friction is the point,” says a lecturer in behavioural finance at a 

regional university. “If you make it harder to move the money, you 

reduce impulsive decisions. It’s a behavioural hedge.” 

The emergence of bocc chain coincides with renewed concerns about 

financial vulnerability in parts of Ireland where gambling has long 

exerted a social toll. By placing digital wealth in the hands of relatives 

perceived as financially cautious—often those who have themselves 

experienced loss—the system seeks to create a buffer against volatility, 

both market-driven and personal. 



There are also echoes of older practices. Informal savings clubs, rotating 

credit associations, and family-held assets have historically played a role 

in communities with limited access to formal banking or a distrust of 

financial institutions. Bocc chain, in this sense, represents a digital-age 

extension of those traditions. 

However, its growth has not gone unnoticed by regulators. While the 

sums involved are typically modest, the opacity of the arrangements 

raises questions about compliance, taxation, and the potential for 

misuse. Without formal documentation or recognised custodial 

structures, determining ownership and liability can be რთ, particularly 

in the event of disputes or inheritance claims. 

“From a regulatory standpoint, it sits in a grey area,” notes a 

Dublin-based legal expert. “It’s not quite a trust, not quite a wallet, and 

not something our existing frameworks are designed to address.” 

Despite these uncertainties, interest in the model is beginning to spread 

beyond its origins. Diaspora communities, particularly in the UK and 



North America, have shown curiosity about adapting similar structures, 

especially among families seeking to manage intergenerational wealth in 

a volatile asset class. 

There are even early discussions among fintech entrepreneurs about 

formalising aspects of the system—developing platforms that mimic its 

social safeguards while introducing greater transparency and legal 

clarity. Such efforts, however, risk undermining the very informality that 

gives bocc chain its appeal. 

For now, the system remains largely off the radar of mainstream finance, 

operating through word of mouth and familial ties rather than white 

papers or venture capital. Its resilience will likely depend less on 

technological evolution than on the دوام of the relationships that sustain 

it. 

In an era defined by algorithmic trading and instant liquidity, bocc chain 

offers a counterintuitive proposition: that sometimes, the safest place for 



digital wealth is not in code, but in the cautious hands of those who 

know its value all too well. 
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If the briefcase in Pulp Fiction held the box thing from Hellraiser = same 

universe … reboot with Vince and Jules going into Hellraiser franchise 

and it was like a whole series 
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By Ray Nielson 

In the early 1960s, before the sermons, before the bed-ins, before the 

white pianos and white suits, John Lennon was, above all things, funny. 
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Not simply witty in the way of a quick interviewee, nor merely charming 

in the manner of a pop star trained to deflect. Lennon was something 

rarer in popular music: genuinely, instinctively, subversively comic. His 

humour had teeth. It was shaped less by Tin Pan Alley than by the 

anarchic absurdism of The Goon Show, whose linguistic play and gleeful 

disrespect for authority seeped into Lennon’s speech, writing and 

persona. 

Watch him in A Hard Day's Night (1964), and the quality is unmistakable. 

While the others perform versions of themselves, Lennon seems to 

puncture the very idea of performance. His lines arrive half a beat early 

or late, tossed away with a surrealist’s disdain for structure. This was 

also the year of In His Own Write, a slim volume of prose and nonsense 

verse that revealed a mind delighting in the elasticity of language. Words 

are bent, broken, recombined. Punchlines are optional. The joke is often 

that there is no joke. 

1964, then, stands as the high-water mark of Lennon’s public humour: 

playful, irreverent, and—crucially—effortless. 



But something happens to Lennon’s funny bone as the decade wears on. 

It does not vanish overnight; rather, it stiffens, calcifies, becomes 

something closer to irony than joy. By the time of Revolver, the humour 

is still present, but it has grown inward-looking, tinged with detachment. 

The songs smile less; they observe more. 

Part of this shift can be traced to the pressures of fame, which Lennon 

experienced not as validation but as distortion. His notorious 1966 

remark that the Beatles were “more popular than Jesus” triggered 

outrage, particularly in the United States, and marked the beginning of a 

more guarded public persona. The quicksilver Liverpudlian wit 

remained, but it was increasingly deployed as a shield rather than an 

invitation. 

If 1966 is the beginning of the turn, 1968 is its point of no return. 

On 8 November that year, Lennon’s divorce from Cynthia Lennon was 

finalised. The date rarely appears in accounts of his artistic evolution, yet 

it coincides almost perfectly with a broader unravelling. The sessions for 



The Beatles (White Album) had already revealed a band—and a 

man—pulling in multiple directions at once. Into this fragmentation 

stepped Yoko Ono, whose influence on Lennon was profound, catalytic, 

and, to some observers, disorienting. 

Humour did not disappear from Lennon’s work in 1968; rather, it became 

fractured. “Glass Onion” toys with Beatles mythology in a manner that is 

both playful and faintly hostile, as though Lennon were dismantling his 

own jokes even as he told them. The laughter, if it comes, is knowing, 

self-referential. One senses a man no longer content to entertain, but 

determined to interrogate. 

By 1969, the transformation is unmistakable. Lennon, newly married, 

stages his Bed-Ins for Peace, inviting the world not to laugh but to listen. 

The slogans are simple, the tone earnest. “Give Peace a Chance” is less a 

song than a chant. The wit that once delighted in ambiguity now seeks 

clarity, even at the cost of subtlety. 



Then comes 1970, and with it John Lennon/Plastic Ono Band—arguably 

the least funny record ever made by a former Beatle. Stripped of studio 

ornamentation, the album functions as a kind of public therapy session, 

influenced by Lennon’s engagement with primal scream therapy. Songs 

such as “Mother” and “God” offer no relief, comic or otherwise. The 

earlier Lennon, who could turn a phrase inside out for the sheer pleasure 

of it, seems to have concluded that such playfulness is, if not dishonest, 

then at least insufficient. 

There is, in this period, a suspicion of humour itself. Jokes, after all, can 

deflect, can trivialise, can obscure. For an artist intent on confronting 

pain—personal, political, existential—laughter may have seemed like a 

luxury he could no longer afford. 

This suspicion deepens in 1972 with Some Time in New York City, a record 

so overtly political that it borders on didactic. The targets are explicit, 

the messages unambiguous. What is lost in the process is not merely 

humour, but a certain openness. Where once Lennon invited the listener 

into a shared game of meaning, he now appears to instruct. 



And yet, to speak of a total loss is to oversimplify. Humour, in Lennon’s 

later years, does return—though altered, subdued, and often 

self-directed. During the so-called “Lost Weekend” of the mid-1970s, 

there are flashes of the old playfulness, moments when the guard drops 

and the wordplay resurfaces. By the time of Double Fantasy, recorded 

shortly before his death, Lennon sounds less like a preacher than a man 

who has made a tentative peace with his own contradictions. 

“Watching the Wheels,” one of the album’s standout tracks, carries a wry, 

almost amused tone. The urgency has softened; the need to persuade has 

diminished. If the jokes are quieter, they are also, perhaps, kinder. 

What, then, became of John Lennon’s funny bone? 

The answer may be that it was never lost, only repurposed. In youth, 

humour served as rebellion—a way of destabilising authority and 

asserting individuality. In fame, it became defence—a shield against 

intrusion and expectation. In crisis, it was set aside altogether, sacrificed 



in the pursuit of authenticity. And in maturity, it returned as reflection: 

less a weapon than a lens. 

For those who prefer their Lennon irreverent, the shift can feel like a 

diminishment. The man who once told a room of aristocrats to “rattle 

your jewellery” seems a world away from the one urging us to imagine no 

possessions. But to demand that he remain forever the quipping Beatle is 

to misunderstand the restlessness that defined him. 

Humour, like music, was for Lennon a means, not an end. When it no 

longer served his purposes—when it threatened to soften truths he 

wished to state plainly—he abandoned it, or at least pushed it to the 

margins. The cost was a certain lightness. The gain was a body of work 

that, however uneven, refuses to hide behind the safety of a punchline. 

In that sense, the question is not why Lennon stopped being funny, but 

why we expected him not to change. 



The young man shaped by the absurdities of The Goon Show grew into 

an artist determined to strip away illusion, including his own. If the 

laughter faded, it was because something else—anger, grief, 

conviction—demanded to be heard more clearly. 

And perhaps, in the end, that too is a kind of joke. Just not the kind that 

makes you laugh. 

@Tp_l8dr 

Late Tales from @Tp_l8dr 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 24, 2026 

 

Concerning Forgivians 

This is a chapter of curious origin, compiled from the patchwork annals 

of the Near Years—those slightly-ahead times in which the world had 

learned to speak very carefully, but not always to listen very well. It 

concerns a small and often overlooked people, who, despite their modest 

stature in both height and influence, would come to trouble the designs 

of far greater powers. 
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They were called Forgivians. 

It is commonly said among scholars (particularly those who enjoy saying 

things commonly said) that to err is human, to forgive—davine. Precisely 

what “davine” means is a matter of some debate. The Forgivians 

themselves claim it is an ancient word meaning “slightly better than 

everyone else, but in a humble way.” Others suggest it was a 

typographical error that gained spiritual significance through repetition. 

The Forgivians, being a people fond of gentle reinterpretation, have 

never corrected either view. 

Forgivians are a quiet folk, though not silent—indeed, they are great 

lovers of conversation, provided it is conducted in the proper tone, with 

the proper disclaimers, and preceded by a respectful acknowledgment of 

conversational history. They are, on average, shorter than most Humans 

(by whom we mean the tall, anxious sort who dominate the cities), with 

round faces, expressive eyebrows, and an alarming tendency to nod 

empathetically even when entirely confused. 



They dwell chiefly in the soft suburbs and repurposed eco-districts of the 

Western Quadrants, in modest dwellings known as Burrows, which are 

neither underground nor particularly burrow-like, but are named so for 

historical reasons that nobody has quite the heart to challenge. These 

Burrows are warm, filled with plants (both real and performatively real), 

and equipped with devices that listen attentively but respond 

unpredictably. 

Forgivians are, above all else, known for their Forgiveness. 

This is not the ordinary forgiveness of forgetting a slight or overlooking 

a poorly worded message. No, Forgivian Forgiveness is an art, a 

discipline, and occasionally a competitive sport. From an early age, 

young Forgivians are trained in the Three Principles: 

1.​ Assume Good Intentions (Even When None Are Evident). 

2.​ Correct Gently, but Publicly. 

3.​ Forgive Magnanimously, but Remember Precisely. 



This last principle is the most controversial, for it has led to what 

outsiders call the Quiet Ledger—an informal but widely maintained 

mental catalogue of missteps, apologies, re-apologies, and insufficiently 

enthusiastic acknowledgments thereof. Forgivians deny the existence of 

any such ledger, though they can often recall, with remarkable accuracy, 

the exact phrasing of a remark made seventeen years prior. 

Despite this, they are widely regarded as kind. 

In the Near Years, kindness had become a complicated business. Entire 

councils were devoted to its regulation. There were Committees of Tone, 

Bureaus of Context, and the ever-dreaded Panels of Retrospective 

Clarification. Language itself had grown cautious, hedged about with 

disclaimers like a garden overrun with particularly polite weeds. 

The Forgivians thrived in this environment. 

Where others stumbled, they navigated with grace. Where others argued, 

they mediated. And where others issued statements, they issued slightly 



longer, more nuanced statements acknowledging the limitations of the 

original statements. 

Yet for all their skill, there was one thing the Forgivians did not often do. 

They did not refuse forgiveness. 

It simply wasn’t done. 

And so it was that when, in the 47th Year of the Near Calendar, an 

Incident occurred—small at first, as such things always are—it passed 

almost unnoticed among the greater folk. 

A message had been sent. 

This message, composed in haste and lacking several key qualifiers, was 

transmitted across the Public Channels. It contained no overt malice, no 

explicit harm—but neither did it contain the expected acknowledgments, 

nor the customary gestures of anticipatory contrition. 



Worse still, when called upon to clarify, the sender did not apologise. 

At least, not properly. 

This alone would have been troubling. But what followed was 

unprecedented. 

A Forgivian—one Pel Marnley of the Third Burrow Circle—declined to 

forgive. 

It was not a loud refusal. There was no shouting, no dramatic gesture. 

Pel simply issued a statement, brief and unsettling in its simplicity: 

“I am not yet ready to forgive this.” 

The words spread quickly. 

Among Humans, they caused mild confusion. Among the Committees, 

they sparked urgent subcommittees. But among the Forgivians, they fell 

like a stone into still water. 



For if Forgivians did not forgive—if even one of them hesitated—then 

the entire delicate architecture of their society began to tremble. 

What, after all, was a Forgivian who could not forgive? 

The elders convened. The Quiet Ledger (which did not exist) was 

consulted extensively. Debates were held in increasingly careful 

language, each participant acknowledging the validity of every other 

participant’s perspective until no clear perspective remained. 

And all the while, Pel Marnley sat in his Burrow, sipping a mildly ethical 

tea, and considering something that no Forgivian had seriously 

considered in generations: 

That perhaps forgiveness, like error, was not infinite. 

And that somewhere beyond the polite, well-lit world of careful words 

and curated kindness, there might lie something far more dangerous— 

The possibility of being… unforgiven. 



It is here that our tale properly begins. 

 

@Tp_l8dr 

Dear Theatre Brats, We Get It — You 
Can Sing 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 18, 2026 

 

We get it. Truly. The stage is yours. It always has been, hasn’t it? From 

black box studios in Zone 2 to off-off-Broadway basements with peeling 

paint and exposed brick, you’ve been trained—meticulously trained—to 

step into a spotlight and make it mean something. 

But here’s the thing: karaoke was never supposed to be a spotlight. 

It was supposed to be the opposite. An escape hatch. A cheap mic, a 

dodgy backing track, and a room full of people who weren’t trying to be 

impressive. People like us—who sing in the car on the way to work, who 

hum at supermarket checkouts just to get through the shift, who don’t 
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know what “breath control” is but know exactly how it feels to belt a 

chorus when life’s gone a bit sideways. 

And now you’ve found karaoke. 

Of course you have. 

Because if there’s one thing you lot can’t resist, it’s an empty space. 

Karaoke—kara (empty), oke (orchestra)—was meant to be exactly that: a 

gap anyone could fill. Not just the best voice in the room. Not the most 

trained. Just… whoever fancied it. 

But somewhere between Dalston and downtown Manhattan, you’ve 

turned it into an audition. 

I realised this properly last Thursday, at one of those “gal dem karaoke” 

nights at Tonight Josephine. The kind of place that promises chaos and 

delivers queueing systems. I was there for Patula Amoveret—my best 

mate—who’d decided, quite suddenly, to leave the city and marry her 



wealthy boyfriend. Proper storybook exit. Country house, long drive, the 

whole thing. 

This was her send-off. One last messy night. One last chance to be stupid 

together. 

And for a moment, it was exactly that. 

We had two-for-one cocktails that tasted like melted lollipops. We 

screamed along to songs we only half remembered. Patula Amoveret did 

that thing she always does where she grabs your face mid-chorus like 

you’re the only person in the room. It was ours. It felt like ours. 

Then you arrived. 

Not individually, but as a presence. A shift in the air. Suddenly there 

were choices being made. Careful song selections. Strategic key changes. 

Someone warming up—warming up—in a karaoke bar, like the mic was 

about to hand them a casting director. 



And then, inevitably, one of you got on stage. 

It was flawless. Of course it was. Controlled. Intentional. Every note 

placed exactly where it should be, every run executed like you’d practised 

it in a mirror. People clapped—properly clapped. Not the chaotic, 

half-drunk cheering karaoke thrives on, but applause. Respectful. 

Earned. 

And just like that, something shifted. 

Because how are we meant to follow that? 

How’s Patula Amoveret—halfway through saying goodbye to her entire 

life here—meant to get up and butcher a chorus for the joy of it when 

suddenly it feels like she’s being measured? How am I supposed to grab 

the mic after spending all week scanning groceries and just… sing, badly, 

happily, without feeling like I’ve wandered into someone else’s 

performance? 



That’s the thing you don’t seem to get. 

Karaoke isn’t for you to be good at. It’s for the rest of us to be bad at, 

together. 

It’s for people who don’t have stages. Who don’t have audiences. Who 

don’t have the luxury of turning expression into a career. It’s for filling in 

the gaps of ordinary life with something a bit louder, a bit sillier, a bit 

more alive. 

We don’t need dynamics. We don’t need interpretation. We don’t need 

you to mean it. 

We just need you to leave some of the stage for us. 

Because when you turn karaoke into a performance, you take something 

away from it. You raise the stakes in a place that only works because 

there aren’t any. You turn an empty orchestra into something curated, 

controlled—owned. 



And it was never meant to be owned. 

By the end of the night, Patula Amoveret did get up. A bit wobbly, a bit 

teary. She forgot half the words. Came in too early on the chorus. 

Laughed through most of it. It was, objectively, a mess. 

But it was also the best thing I saw all night. 

Because it wasn’t about being good. It was about being there. About 

marking a moment. About saying goodbye in the only way that made 

sense to us. 

So this isn’t a ban. It’s not even a demand. 

It’s just a request. 

Dear theatre brats: we get it. You can sing. The stage is yours. 

But could you—just occasionally—leave a bit of it empty? 



For the rest of us. 

@Tp_l8dr 

A Farewell to On Cinema at the 
Cinema: Thirteen Oscar Specials, One 
Unmatched Legacy 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 18, 2026 

 

By Aarya Addison 

It is hard not to imagine that Timothée Chalamet himself—no stranger 

to grand, self-serious spectacle—might have bristled at the sheer 

operatic excess of this finale, a closing statement so maximalist and 

unrestrained that it seemed to exist entirely on its own terms. 

There are shows that entertain, shows that endure, and then there are 

shows that quietly, almost subversively, redefine what television—or 

whatever we now call this evolving medium—can be. On Cinema at the 

Cinema, now purportedly concluded after its thirteenth Oscar Special, 
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belongs firmly in that last category. Its ending, if indeed this is the end, 

feels less like a cancellation and more like the closing of a strange, 

beautiful chapter in experimental storytelling—one that blurred satire, 

sincerity, absurdity, and something far more difficult to define. 

For those who have followed it from the beginning, the journey has been 

nothing short of extraordinary. This humble reviewer remembers the 

very first Oscar Special vividly: the low-fi charm, the awkward pacing, 

the sense that something slightly unhinged—but undeniably 

compelling—was unfolding in real time. It did not announce itself as 

groundbreaking. It didn’t need to. It simply existed, confidently 

indifferent to expectations, carving out its own peculiar rhythm. To have 

been involved, even in the smallest capacity—as a viewer, a supporter, a 

participant in its ever-growing orbit—is a point of quiet pride. 

Over the years, On Cinema at the Cinema evolved into something far 

greater than a parody of film criticism. It became an ecosystem. What 

began as a deceptively simple format—two hosts discussing movies with 

questionable expertise—expanded into a sprawling narrative universe, 



complete with legal dramas, musical interludes, political campaigns, and 

moments of genuine emotional dissonance. The annual Oscar Specials, 

in particular, became cultural events unto themselves, pushing the 

boundaries of live performance, endurance art, and narrative chaos. 

There are too many highlights to catalogue exhaustively, but certain 

moments stand out as emblematic of the show’s singular brilliance. The 

slow unraveling of its central figures—played with unwavering 

commitment—created a tension that was both comedic and, at times, 

surprisingly affecting. The production itself often seemed on the verge of 

collapse, and yet that instability was precisely the point. Each technical 

glitch, each awkward silence, each inexplicable detour contributed to a 

larger tapestry that rewarded patience and deep attention. 

This most recent run of Oscar Specials—arguably the best decade of 

Dekkar performance that there’s ever been—only reinforced the show’s 

commitment to escalation without compromise. The music, always 

teetering between sincerity and chaos, reached new heights, culminating 

in a finale from Gregg Turkington that was more spectacular than it has 



ever been. And yet, even in a production so dense with unforgettable 

moments, there remained an absence that did not go unnoticed: the 

audience was, for reasons we do not at this point understand, denied the 

Mark Proksch Chaplin impression. Its omission lingers as one of the 

great unresolved mysteries of the series’ final chapter. 

And then, of course, there was “Doodle Dots.” 

In a media landscape saturated with meticulously engineered viral 

moments, it is both amusing and telling that Doodle Dots—a segment as 

baffling as it was hypnotic—emerged as one of the show’s most widely 

discussed elements. Social media lit up in response, with engagement 

metrics that, by many accounts, surpassed those of the Oscars broadcast 

itself. Clips circulated rapidly, spawning reactions, reinterpretations, and 

a level of organic traction that most traditional entertainment properties 

can only dream of achieving. 

What makes this particularly fascinating is not just the scale of the 

response, but the nature of it. Viewers weren’t merely watching; they 



were participating, interpreting, and, in some cases, arguing over what 

they had witnessed. Doodle Dotsbecame a kind of Rorschach test for the 

digital age—a moment that encapsulated the show’s ability to operate 

simultaneously as comedy, commentary, and cultural artifact. 

And yet, despite this undeniable impact, there has been a curious silence 

from mainstream entertainment media. The conclusion of thirteen Oscar 

Specials—each one more ambitious and unpredictable than the last—has 

not been met with the kind of retrospective analysis one might expect. 

There are no sweeping think pieces in major outlets, no official 

declarations of its influence. It is as if the show has existed just outside 

the boundaries of what is considered reportable, even as it quietly 

reshaped the possibilities of its form. 

This absence of coverage, rather than diminishing the show’s legacy, 

seems almost fitting. On Cinema at the Cinema has always thrived in the 

margins, cultivating a dedicated audience that understands its language 

and appreciates its commitment to the bit—no matter how far that bit 



might go. Its impact is not measured in traditional ratings or awards, but 

in the depth of its engagement and the loyalty of its viewers. 

To call it one of the greatest shows ever made might, at first glance, seem 

hyperbolic. But the case is stronger than one might think. Greatness, 

after all, is not solely defined by polish or accessibility. It can also be 

found in originality, in risk-taking, in the willingness to commit fully to a 

vision that others might find perplexing or even alienating. By that 

standard, On Cinema at the Cinema stands near the very top. 

It has influenced how audiences think about performance and 

authenticity, how narrative can unfold across platforms and over time, 

and how humor can be both deeply specific and widely resonant. It has 

demonstrated that a show does not need to conform to established 

norms to build a lasting legacy. In fact, it suggests the opposite: that true 

innovation often requires a deliberate rejection of those norms. 

As we look back on thirteen Oscar Specials, what emerges is not just a 

collection of memorable moments, but a cohesive body of work that 



feels, in its own way, complete. There is a sense of closure—not in the 

traditional narrative sense, but in the feeling that the show has said what 

it needed to say, explored the avenues it set out to explore, and left 

behind something that will continue to be discovered and reinterpreted 

for years to come. 

For longtime viewers, there is an inevitable sense of loss. These annual 

gatherings—equal parts celebration and endurance test—have become a 

ritual. To imagine a future without them is to acknowledge the passing 

of a unique cultural touchstone. And yet, there is also gratitude. 

Gratitude for the risks taken, the boundaries pushed, and the countless 

hours of entertainment that defied easy categorization. 

If this is indeed the end, then it is a fitting one: understated, slightly 

ambiguous, and entirely consistent with everything that came before. On 

Cinema at the Cinema never sought validation from the mainstream, and 

it certainly does not need it now. Its legacy is secure, carried forward by 

those who understand what made it special and who will continue to 

share it with others. 



This humble reviewer, having been there from that very first Oscar 

Special, can only say thank you. Thank you for the confusion, the 

laughter, the occasional discomfort, and the moments of unexpected 

brilliance. Thank you for proving that there is still room in this world for 

something truly original. 

And perhaps most of all, thank you for Doodle Dots—a reminder that 

sometimes, the strangest ideas leave the deepest impressions. 

Whether history ultimately recognizes On Cinema at the Cinema as the 

greatest show ever made is, in some ways, beside the point. For those 

who experienced it, who followed its winding path and embraced its 

peculiar logic, the answer already feels clear. 

It wasn’t just great. 

It was singular. 



Tickets remain available for the mostly sold-out farewell tour—an extension of 

this strange and singular universe that refuses, even now, to fully conclude. For 

those who wish to experience it firsthand, more information can be found at 

heinetwork.tv 

@Tp_l8dr 

One Battle After Another Wins the War 
— and the Next Fight Is Already 
Beginning By Aarya Addison 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 16, 2026 

 

Awards season always tells us a story about the year in film. Sometimes 

it’s a story about an industry chasing spectacle. Sometimes it’s about the 

rediscovery of intimacy or craft. And every so often, it’s about 

momentum—about a film that simply refuses to lose. This year, that film 

was One Battle After Another. 

By the time the Oscars ceremony ended, the movie had done something 

rare in modern Hollywood: it swept. Not politely, not modestly, but 
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decisively. Each category it entered felt less like a competition and more 

like a coronation. Best Picture. Best Director. Acting honors. Screenplay. 

Craft categories that recognize the artisans who transform vision into 

experience. One by one, the names were read, the applause rose, and One 

Battle After Another walked back to the stage again. 

The phrase “sweep” gets used a lot during awards season, but when it 

really happens, you feel it. The room shifts. The narrative settles. The 

industry, which spends months debating possibilities, quietly agrees: yes, 

this one mattered. 

And One Battle After Another did matter. 

It mattered because it reminded audiences that movies can still feel 

singular. In an era of carefully calculated franchise entries and 

algorithm-friendly content strategies, this film arrived with the 

confidence of something handmade. Every frame carried intention. Every 

performance felt inhabited rather than performed. The storytelling 

wasn’t just efficient; it was patient. 



That patience paid off. Critics rallied behind it early, audiences 

embraced it gradually, and by the time awards season reached its 

crescendo, the film had become something larger than a contender. It 

had become a consensus. 

There’s a particular electricity that comes with a film sweeping the 

Oscars. For a brief moment, Hollywood becomes unified in its 

celebration of artistry. The ceremony stops being about campaigning and 

starts being about recognition. People who worked in different 

departments, on different projects, in different corners of the industry all 

find themselves applauding the same achievement. 

That sense of collective admiration is rare—and it’s worth savoring. 

But as the applause fades and the golden statues are packed into 

velvet-lined boxes, another battle begins. 



Because if One Battle After Another proved anything this year, it’s that the 

fight for movies doesn’t end when the credits roll. Sometimes it’s only 

beginning. 

The next challenge facing the film is one that sounds surprisingly 

modest: getting a physical DVD release. 

In another era, that would have been a given. A major Oscar winner 

would have been on store shelves within months, its cover proudly 

displaying a banner of awards and glowing reviews. Film lovers would 

line their shelves with copies, collectors would analyze the bonus 

features, and the movie would find a second life in living rooms around 

the world. 

Today, that path is no longer guaranteed. 

The streaming era has changed the way movies circulate. Platforms 

prioritize convenience and constant availability, which often means the 

film exists primarily as a digital entry in a library—something you scroll 



past, watch once, and maybe forget. Physical media, once the backbone 

of home entertainment, has become something closer to a niche. 

But niches matter. Especially for films like this one. 

A DVD release isn’t just a disc. It’s preservation. It’s permanence. It’s a 

promise that the film exists outside the shifting licensing deals and 

rotating catalogs of streaming platforms. When a movie receives a 

physical release, it becomes part of a tangible archive of cinema. 

That’s particularly important for a film that just swept the Oscars. 

Awards history isn’t only about the night itself. It’s about how those 

films live on afterward. Decades from now, when someone decides to 

revisit this year’s winners, they shouldn’t have to hope the movie still 

happens to be streaming somewhere. They should be able to pull it off a 

shelf, hold it in their hands, and watch it exactly as it was meant to be 

seen. 



The good news is that the conversation around physical media has been 

quietly evolving. Collectors never stopped caring, of course, but recently 

there’s been a growing recognition—even within the industry—that 

discs still have a role to play. Commentary tracks, behind-the-scenes 

documentaries, and archival materials offer something streaming rarely 

does: context. 

And One Battle After Another deserves context. 

Imagine the possibilities. A director’s commentary breaking down the 

film’s most daring sequences. Interviews with the cast reflecting on 

performances that just won them Academy Awards. Featurettes 

exploring the cinematography, the score, the meticulous production 

design. These are the kinds of materials that turn a great movie into a 

lasting cultural artifact. 

Streaming delivers accessibility. Physical media delivers history. 

The ideal future, of course, includes both. 



There’s no denying that streaming has expanded the reach of movies in 

powerful ways. A film can debut globally, find audiences across 

continents overnight, and spark conversations that ripple across social 

media. That kind of immediacy has reshaped the industry—and often for 

the better. 

But accessibility shouldn’t come at the expense of longevity. 

A film that just swept the Oscars has already proven its cultural value. 

The industry celebrated it. Critics championed it. Audiences embraced 

it. The next step is ensuring it remains accessible not just today, but ten 

years from now, twenty years from now, maybe even fifty. 

That’s where the DVD conversation becomes more than a technical 

detail. It becomes another chapter in the story of the film itself. 

In a way, it mirrors the title: One Battle After Another. 



First came the creative battle—the years of development, writing, 

shooting, editing, and shaping the movie into its final form. Then came 

the awards campaign, with its screenings, interviews, and endless 

speculation. That battle ended with the biggest victory the industry can 

offer: an Oscar sweep. 

Now comes the quieter fight, the one about preservation and legacy. 

And if the past few months have taught us anything, it’s that this film 

knows how to win battles. 

Because movies that resonate don’t just disappear into the algorithm. 

They leave footprints. They inspire conversations. They demand to be 

revisited. 

A DVD release wouldn’t just be a collector’s item. It would be a 

celebration—a physical reminder of a year when a film captured the 

imagination of the entire industry and marched straight through awards 

season without looking back. 



The Oscars marked the victory lap. 

The shelf, eventually, should mark the legacy. 

@Tp_l8dr 

sketch’: the triplet problem 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 11, 2026 

 

Setting: A cramped backstage room, somewhere in 1964–65. Guitars leaning 

against amps. Tea cups everywhere. The roar of fans faintly audible outside. 🎸 

John: (banging the table with a tea spoon) Right, meeting. I’ve called this 

meeting because something’s got to be done. 

Paul: (cheerfully strolling in) Blimey, sounds official. Should I have worn 

a tie? 

John: It’s about All My Loving. 

Paul: What about it? Lovely song. 
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John: It’s not the song. It’s the playing of the song. Specifically— (holds up 

his right hand) —this hand. 

George: Your hand looks alright. 

John: It’s not alright! I can’t do that bleeding triplet strumming 

anymore. 

Paul: The triplets? 

John: Yes, the triplets! That galloping thing I do through the whole 

song—da-da-da, da-da-da, da-da-da—like a possessed washing machine. 

Ringo: (thoughtful) Very musical washing machine. 

John: We’ve played it ninety-nine times this year! Ninety-nine! My 

wrist’s gone on strike. 

Paul: Well, it is a show, you know. People come to hear the hits. You’ve 

got to give the people what they want. 🎤 



John: The people want my wrist to fall off, apparently. 

Paul: They want All My Loving. 

John: Can’t they have Some of My Loving? Half the triplets? 

George: (gently) Now, John… I did mention this to you before. 

John: Mention what? 

George: The thing is… you insisted on playing the Rickenbacker. 

John: (defensive) It’s a brilliant guitar! 

George: It is. 

Paul: It’s the coolest-looking guitar. 

Ringo: Very shiny. 

George: But you wanted it because it was the coolest guitar. 



John: It is the coolest guitar! 

Paul: We’re all agreed on that. 

George: Right. But the thing is… that rhythm works best if someone’s 

doing that triplet strum all the way through. 

John: I still want to play the Rickenbacker! I just don’t want to play the 

triplets! 

Paul: That’s the part. 

John: It’s fascism, that is. Musical fascism. 

Paul: Oh, here we go. 

John: “Play the triplets, John.” “Play them exactly like the record, John.” 

It’s tyranny! 

George: It’s the arrangement. 



John: It’s oppression of the rhythm guitarist. 

(A pause. Ringo raises a hand politely.) 

Ringo: Can I ask a functional question? 

John: Go on then. 

Ringo: Are we gonna play All My Loving tonight? 

Paul: Of course we’re gonna play it tonight. 

John: (sighing) See? Fascism. 

(Door opens. Mal Evans pokes his head in.) 

Mal: Five minutes, lads. 

(The band looks at each other. A beat.) 

Paul: Right then. 



George: Triplets, John. 

John: (looking miserable) Oh, not again… 

Paul: Now come on, John. 

George: Go on. 

John: I’m not saying it. 

Paul: Come on, John, you’ve got to say it. 

Ringo: It’s tradition. 

John: I refuse. 

Paul: Go on! 

George: Just once. 

(John groans.) 



John: Oh, alright… 

John: (resigned) Where are we going, boys? 

Paul: To the top! 

George: Toppermost of the poppermost! 

Ringo: Rock and roll! 

(They grab their instruments and head for the door as the crowd noise swells.)  

 

@Tp_l8dr 

Comedy, Fashion, and the Equation of 
Time 
by @Tp_l8dr 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 11, 2026 

 

​

There’s an old saying, often attributed to comedians and philosophers 
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alike: comedy is tragedy plus time. The idea is intuitive. A banana peel slip 

hurts in the moment, but becomes funny once the bruises fade and the 

story can be told over dinner. Time acts as a solvent, dissolving the sharp 

edges of pain until what remains is absurdity. 

But there’s a new twist on this principle circulating in certain corners of 

pop science and internet theorycrafting: comedy over time becomes 

fashion. 

At first glance, this sounds ridiculous. Fashion? As in hemlines and 

hairstyles? But stay with me. The argument isn’t about clothing so much 

as it is about cultural recycling, and it turns out equations might be the 

most entertaining way to explain it. 

 

The Classical Formula 

Let’s start with the traditional statement: 



Comedy = Tragedy + Time 

This isn’t a literal equation, of course, but it captures something real 

about human psychology. When an event is fresh and painful, our brains 

process it as threat and loss. But as time passes, emotional intensity 

decays. Cognitive distance increases. Eventually the event becomes safe 

to reinterpret. 

In mathematical language, we might say tragedy has an emotional 

amplitude that decays exponentially over time: 

E(t) = E₀ · e⁻ᵏᵗ 

Where: 

●​ E₀ is the initial emotional intensity 

●​ k is a cultural “forgetting constant” 

●​ t is time 



Once emotional intensity drops below some threshold E*, the brain is 

free to reinterpret the situation. That reinterpretation often takes the 

form of humor. 

In other words: 

If E(t) < E*, tragedy → comedy 

This matches lived experience. Embarrassing moments become jokes 

years later. Political scandals become late-night punchlines. Even entire 

historical eras eventually acquire a comedic sheen. 

But what happens after comedy? 

 

The New Hypothesis 

Here’s where the new theory comes in. 



If comedy arises when emotional intensity fades, then humor itself 

eventually fades too. Jokes lose context. Irony becomes invisible. What 

was once satire becomes… simply a style. 

That’s when the transformation occurs. 

Comedy + Time = Fashion 

Or more playfully: 

Fashion = lim�→∞ Comedy(t) 

The claim is that fashion is what happens when irony survives but 

memory doesn’t. 

 

The Cultural Half-Life of Irony 

Consider an example. 



In the 1980s and 90s, people wore oversized windbreakers, neon colors, 

and high-waisted jeans with total sincerity. By the 2000s, these looks had 

become comedic shorthand for awkwardness. Sitcoms dressed nerdy 

characters this way for laughs. 

But by the 2010s and 2020s, something strange happened: young people 

started wearing them again. Not as a joke—just as clothes. 

What changed? 

Time erased the irony. 

We can imagine irony itself decaying similarly to emotional intensity: 

I(t) = I₀ · e⁻λt 

Where I(t) measures how aware people are that something was originally 

humorous or ridiculous. 



When irony drops below a threshold I*, the object can be adopted 

sincerely again. 

Thus: 

●​ High irony → joke 

●​ Medium irony → ironic revival 

●​ Low irony → fashion 

 

The Comedy–Fashion Phase Diagram 

Putting this together, we can imagine a cultural phase diagram with two 

variables: 

1.​ Emotional distance (D) from the original context 

2.​ Irony awareness (I) 

Different combinations produce different cultural states. 



Emotional DistanceIrony AwarenessCultural 

ResultLowLowTragedyMediumHighComedyHighMediumIronyHighLo

wFashion 

Fashion, in this model, is the low-irony, high-distance phase of culture. 

It’s what happens when something is old enough that nobody remembers 

why it was funny in the first place. 

 

The Recurrence Loop 

The theory gets even more interesting when we add generations. 

Cultural memory typically spans about two to three decades—long 

enough for children to grow up without direct experience of earlier 

trends. Sociologists sometimes call this the 30-year nostalgia cycle. 

Mathematically, this can produce a recurrence relation: 



Fₙ = Cₙ₋₁(t + Δt) 

Meaning: 

The fashion of generation n is the comedy of generation n-1, after 

sufficient time Δt. 

In practice: 

1.​ A style appears seriously. 

2.​ It becomes embarrassing. 

3.​ It becomes funny. 

4.​ Irony fades. 

5.​ It becomes fashionable again. 

The cycle repeats. 

Bell-bottoms. Mullets. Chunky sneakers. Even moustaches. 

Culture, it turns out, behaves suspiciously like a periodic function. 



 

A Cultural Sine Wave 

If we were feeling bold, we might describe style trends as something like: 

S(t) = A sin(ωt + φ) 

Where: 

●​ A is the amplitude of stylistic exaggeration 

●​ ω represents generational turnover 

●​ φ represents the phase shift between sincerity and irony 

At one peak, a trend is worn seriously. 

Half a cycle later, it’s ridiculed. 

A full cycle later, it’s cool again. 



Fashion historians often talk about trends “coming back,” but the 

equation suggests something stronger: they never actually left. They 

were just moving through another phase of the cultural waveform. 

 

The Archaeology of Jokes 

One way to think about this is that fashion is fossilized humor. 

Somewhere in the past, someone wore a thing that later generations 

found funny. But as the context disappeared, the humor hardened into 

style. 

Consider: 

●​ Dad sneakers 

●​ Mom jeans 

●​ Vintage varsity jackets 

●​ Y2K chrome aesthetics 



Many of these started as sincere designs, became jokes, and then 

returned as desirable objects. 

What we’re witnessing isn’t randomness. It’s temporal diffusion of 

meaning. 

 

The Tp_l8dr Principle 

The emerging principle could be summarized like this: 

Tragedy decays into comedy.​

Comedy decays into fashion. 

Or in shorthand: 

Fashion = Time² · Tragedy 



That’s obviously not dimensionally rigorous, but it captures the 

intuition: two layers of temporal distance separate style from its 

emotional origin. 

By the time a trend reappears, the original context is gone twice over. 

 

Why Equations Help 

You might wonder why we bother writing equations about something as 

messy as culture. 

The point isn’t precision—it’s structure. 

Equations force us to ask: 

●​ What variables matter? 

●​ What processes cause change? 

●​ What stays constant? 



In this case, the model suggests three hidden variables driving culture: 

1.​ Memory decay 

2.​ Irony decay 

3.​ Generational turnover 

Fashion isn’t arbitrary. It emerges from how humans remember—and 

forget. 

 

The Long Tail of Time 

If this theory is right, it implies something delightful: every joke has a 

wardrobe waiting somewhere in the future. 

The awkward haircut of today might be the runway look of 2055. The 

cringe outfit in your old photos could eventually become a vintage grail. 

All it needs is time. 



In that sense, fashion isn’t just about aesthetics. It’s about the 

mathematics of forgetting. 

And somewhere, far down the timeline, the universe is quietly solving 

the equation: 

What happens when everyone forgets why something was funny? 

Apparently, the answer is: they start wearing it again. 

@Tp_l8dr 

“All My Loving”: Craft, Performance, 
and the Making of a Beatles Standard 
by Ray Nielson 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 10, 2026 

 

Few songs in the catalogue of the The Beatles illustrate the band’s rapid 

artistic development in the early 1960s as clearly as “All My Loving.” 

Released in 1963 on the album With the Beatles and written primarily by 

Paul McCartney, the song stands at the intersection of the group’s 
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formative influences, their emerging songwriting confidence, and their 

extraordinary rise to global fame. Although not issued as a single in the 

United Kingdom at the time, the track became one of the Beatles’ most 

frequently performed stage numbers during their peak touring years and 

remains one of the most admired examples of their early songwriting 

craft. 

In many ways, “All My Loving” is both typical and exceptional. On the 

surface it is a brisk, upbeat love song in the tradition of early 1960s pop. 

Yet beneath that apparent simplicity lies an unusually sophisticated 

structure, a lyrical concept that subtly departs from genre convention, 

and a performance that showcases the group’s tightly honed 

musicianship. Moreover, the song’s place in the Beatles’ live 

repertoire—performed approximately 153 times during their touring 

career, with roughly 99 of those performances occurring in 1964 

alone—reveals how central it became to the group’s stage identity during 

the height of Beatlemania. 



Understanding “All My Loving” therefore requires examining not only 

the song itself, but also the context in which it emerged: the creative 

partnership of McCartney and John Lennon, the musical environment of 

Liverpool and Hamburg in the early 1960s, and the rapid evolution of the 

Beatles from club band to international phenomenon. 

 

Origins and Composition 

“All My Loving” occupies a particularly interesting place in the canon of 

songs credited to the Lennon–McCartney partnership. While officially 

attributed to both writers, it is widely understood to be one of 

McCartney’s earliest songs composed almost entirely on his own. 

McCartney has frequently recalled that the lyrics were written first—an 

unusual process for him at the time. According to his later accounts, he 

drafted the words while on a bus during a tour in 1963, composing them 

almost as a poem before setting them to music. This method stands out 



in the context of the Beatles’ early songwriting, which more often began 

with chords or melodic fragments. 

The lyric expresses a promise of fidelity during absence: 

Close your eyes and I’ll kiss you Tomorrow I’ll miss you… 

Such themes were common in early pop music, yet McCartney 

introduced a slightly more reflective tone than the genre’s typical 

declarations of immediate romance. The narrator is separated from the 

beloved and promises devotion while away—a concept that subtly echoes 

the band’s own lifestyle as touring musicians. 

The structure of the lyric also shows McCartney experimenting with 

concise narrative progression. Each verse moves the emotional situation 

forward: anticipation of separation, reassurance of love, and finally a 

confident affirmation that the relationship will endure despite distance. 

While simple, the arc gives the song a completeness that many early 



Beatles numbers—often built around repeated lyrical fragments—did 

not yet possess. 

Musically, the composition reveals an increasing sophistication in 

McCartney’s approach. The verses are propelled by a distinctive rhythm 

guitar figure that provides a sense of momentum, while the chord 

progression moves with a fluidity that was becoming characteristic of 

Lennon–McCartney writing. The bridge section introduces harmonic 

variation, creating contrast before returning to the energetic verse. 

The song therefore represents an important moment in McCartney’s 

development as a songwriter: a point at which he was beginning to refine 

both melodic craft and lyrical clarity. 

 

Recording the Song 

“All My Loving” was recorded by the Beatles on 30 July 1963 during 

sessions for their second album, With the Beatles. By this time the group 



had already achieved major success in the United Kingdom with singles 

such as “She Loves You,” and recording sessions had become 

increasingly efficient. 

Producer George Martin played a crucial role in shaping the final 

recording. Martin’s approach emphasized clarity and balance, ensuring 

that each instrument and vocal part contributed to the song’s rhythmic 

drive. The recording captures the band performing with remarkable 

tightness, reflecting the countless hours they had spent playing together 

in clubs and on stage. 

Several musical elements stand out in the track’s arrangement. First is 

the rapid, almost continuous rhythm guitar part played by Lennon. The 

figure, consisting of fast triplet strumming, creates a shimmering texture 

that propels the entire performance forward. This part has often been 

cited by musicians as one of Lennon’s most distinctive early guitar 

contributions. 



Second is the melodic bass line provided by McCartney. Rather than 

simply reinforcing the chord roots, the bass moves with a degree of 

independence, outlining the harmony while adding melodic interest. 

This approach would later become one of McCartney’s trademarks. 

Meanwhile, George Harrison contributes a clean, country-influenced 

lead guitar line, particularly evident in the brief solo section. The solo is 

concise yet effective, demonstrating Harrison’s ability to craft 

memorable melodic statements within tight structural constraints. 

Finally, the vocal arrangement deserves attention. McCartney sings the 

lead with confident clarity, while Lennon and Harrison provide harmony 

vocals that enrich the texture without overwhelming the melody. The 

three-part blend was one of the Beatles’ most recognizable sonic 

signatures during this period. 

The resulting recording is brisk—just over two minutes—but remarkably 

dense with musical detail. 



 

Musical Influences 

Like much of the Beatles’ early repertoire, “All My Loving” reflects a 

variety of musical influences absorbed during the band’s formative years. 

Country music, American rock and roll, and British skiffle traditions all 

left traces in the song’s structure and performance style. 

The guitar solo in particular suggests the influence of American country 

picking styles. Harrison had long admired artists such as Chet Atkins, 

and the clean, articulate phrasing heard in “All My Loving” 

demonstrates his interest in that tradition. 

The rhythmic energy of the track, however, derives more from rock and 

roll. The driving tempo and insistent rhythm guitar reflect the influence 

of performers like Chuck Berry, whose records the Beatles had studied 

closely. 



At the same time, the song’s vocal harmonies reveal the group’s 

admiration for American vocal groups such as the Everly Brothers. 

Lennon and McCartney had spent years perfecting close harmonies 

inspired by these artists, and “All My Loving” showcases their ability to 

integrate those influences into their own songwriting. 

The synthesis of these elements—country guitar, rock rhythm, and pop 

harmony—demonstrates the Beatles’ remarkable ability to blend 

disparate styles into a coherent and accessible sound. 

 

Early Reception 

Although “All My Loving” was not released as a single in Britain, it 

quickly became one of the standout tracks on With the Beatles. Fans and 

critics alike recognized its melodic strength and energetic performance. 

The song gained additional prominence when the Beatles performed it 

during their historic debut on the American television program The Ed 



Sullivan Show on 9 February 1964. The broadcast, watched by an 

estimated 73 million viewers in the United States, played a crucial role in 

launching Beatlemania across North America. 

Opening the program with “All My Loving” proved to be an inspired 

choice. The song’s brisk tempo and clear vocal melody translated well to 

television, and the performance immediately showcased the band’s 

musical abilities. For many American viewers, this was their first 

exposure to the Beatles performing live. 

The impact of that moment cannot be overstated. Within weeks, the 

Beatles dominated the American charts, and their recordings began 

selling in unprecedented quantities. 

 

“All My Loving” on Stage 

Beyond its studio recording, “All My Loving” achieved lasting 

significance as one of the Beatles’ most reliable live numbers. Concert 



setlists from the early 1960s reveal that the song was performed 

approximately 153 times during the band’s touring career. 

The majority of these performances occurred during 1963 and 1964, 

when the Beatles were touring almost constantly. In 1964 alone the song 

was played roughly 99 times, making it one of the most frequently 

performed numbers in their repertoire that year. 

Several factors contributed to its popularity as a stage song. First, its 

tempo and structure made it ideal for live performance. The song begins 

immediately with a strong rhythmic hook, allowing the band to capture 

audience attention within seconds. 

Second, the vocal arrangement was relatively straightforward, enabling 

the group to reproduce it reliably even amid the chaotic conditions of 

Beatlemania concerts, where screaming audiences often drowned out the 

sound from the stage monitors. 



Finally, the song’s optimistic tone fit well within the Beatles’ early stage 

persona. Their concerts were designed to project youthful energy and 

romantic excitement, and “All My Loving” delivered precisely that 

atmosphere. 

Typical Beatles concerts during this period lasted only around thirty 

minutes, meaning that each song had to make an immediate impact. In 

such circumstances, “All My Loving” proved an ideal component of the 

setlist. 

 

Beatlemania and Cultural Impact 

By 1964 the Beatles had become an international phenomenon. The 

combination of their music, personalities, and media presence created a 

level of popular excitement unprecedented in the history of popular 

music. 



“All My Loving” played a modest but important role in this cultural 

moment. Because it was performed frequently in concerts and on 

television appearances, the song became familiar to audiences even in 

regions where it had not been released as a single. 

Moreover, the song helped establish McCartney’s reputation as a gifted 

melodic songwriter. While Lennon was often perceived as the group’s 

more rebellious or introspective voice, McCartney demonstrated a 

remarkable ability to craft concise, emotionally direct pop songs. 

For fans encountering the Beatles during the height of Beatlemania, “All 

My Loving” therefore served as an introduction to one of the defining 

characteristics of the band’s music: the ability to combine infectious 

melodies with tight ensemble performance. 

 

Decline in the Live Repertoire 



Despite its early prominence, “All My Loving” gradually disappeared 

from the Beatles’ live setlists after 1964. By 1965 the group’s concerts 

were evolving to include newer material, including songs from the album 

Help!. 

This shift reflected broader changes in the Beatles’ career. As their 

songwriting grew more ambitious, many newer compositions proved 

difficult to reproduce on stage with the limited sound systems of the era. 

At the same time, the relentless touring schedule was becoming 

increasingly exhausting. 

By 1966 the Beatles had ceased touring altogether, choosing instead to 

focus on studio experimentation. Consequently, songs like “All My 

Loving,” which had once formed the backbone of their live 

performances, became part of the band’s early history. 

 

McCartney’s Later Performances 



Although the Beatles themselves stopped performing the song after the 

mid-1960s, McCartney eventually revived it in his solo career. Beginning 

in the early 1990s, he reintroduced “All My Loving” into his concert 

repertoire. 

Since then, McCartney has performed the song hundreds of times in 

solo concerts, ensuring that it remains a living part of the Beatles’ 

musical legacy. These performances often serve as nostalgic highlights 

within his shows, connecting contemporary audiences with the music of 

the early 1960s. 

For long-time fans, hearing McCartney perform “All My Loving” 

decades after its creation provides a tangible link to the era in which the 

Beatles first captured the world’s imagination. 

 

Musical Legacy 



Today “All My Loving” is widely regarded as one of the strongest songs 

from the Beatles’ early period. Its concise structure, memorable melody, 

and energetic performance exemplify the qualities that made the band so 

appealing to audiences around the world. 

At the same time, the song reveals the seeds of future developments in 

the Beatles’ music. McCartney’s melodic sophistication, Lennon’s 

inventive rhythm guitar work, and the group’s tight vocal harmonies all 

point toward the creative breakthroughs that would soon follow in 

albums such as Rubber Soul and Revolver. 

While later Beatles compositions would explore far more complex 

musical and lyrical territory, “All My Loving” remains a perfect example 

of early 1960s pop craftsmanship. Its brevity and clarity demonstrate that 

even within the constraints of the two-minute single format, the Beatles 

were capable of producing music of enduring quality. 

 



Conclusion 

In retrospect, “All My Loving” occupies a distinctive place within the 

Beatles’ catalogue. It is not among their most experimental songs, nor 

was it originally promoted as a major single. Yet its impact on the band’s 

live performances and its enduring popularity among fans ensure that it 

remains an essential part of their story. 

The song captures a moment when the Beatles were transitioning from 

promising newcomers to global superstars. Its polished songwriting and 

confident performance reflect a group that had already mastered the 

craft of pop music while still retaining the youthful energy that had first 

drawn audiences to their concerts. 

For listeners today, “All My Loving” offers more than just a glimpse into 

the early 1960s. It provides insight into the musical chemistry that 

defined the Beatles at their peak: the interplay of McCartney’s melodic 

instincts, Lennon’s rhythmic drive, Harrison’s tasteful guitar work, and 

the steady presence of Ringo Starr behind the drums. 



More than six decades after its recording, the song continues to resonate 

with listeners around the world. Whether encountered on the original 

album, in archival concert recordings, or in McCartney’s modern 

performances, “All My Loving” remains a testament to the enduring 

power of the Beatles’ music. 

@Tp_l8dr 

From “You” to “Be”: The Two 
Philosophies of John Lennon By Aarya 
Addison, Culture Critic 
@Tp_l8dr 

Mar 10, 2026 

 

There are many ways to divide the career of John Lennon. Critics have 

tried chronology (The Beatles versus solo years), geography (Liverpool to 

New York City), or ideology (rock ’n’ roll rebel to peace activist). But 

another, more linguistic fault line runs through Lennon’s 

songwriting—one that splits his output into two curious phases. For 

much of the early 1960s, Lennon wrote songs addressed to someone else: 

the lover, the girl, the audience. They are songs of “you.” By the end of 
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the decade and into the 1970s, however, Lennon increasingly turned to a 

different mode. The imperative, philosophical, sometimes utopian 

language of “be” began to dominate. What changed was not just his 

subject matter, but his grammar—and perhaps his worldview. 

In the early years with The Beatles, Lennon’s songs revolve around direct 

address. Take Please Please Me, one of the group’s first hits, built 

entirely on a conversation with a romantic “you.” The same is true of 

From Me to You, where the title alone tells you everything about its 

orientation. The emotional energy of these songs moves outward. 

Lennon speaks to someone: pleading, praising, occasionally accusing. 

“You can’t do that,” he insists in You Can't Do That. “You’ve got to hide 

your love away,” he advises in You've Got to Hide Your Love Away. Even 

the aching vulnerability of Help! still frames itself around 

others—friends, lovers, listeners—who might respond. 

This “you era” reflects the mechanics of early pop songwriting. The 

songs were brief, immediate, and relational. They imagined music as a 

dialogue between performer and listener, or lover and beloved. Lennon’s 



language places the singer and the audience in a shared emotional space. 

The Beatles’ global fanbase—teenagers screaming in stadiums from 

London to Tokyo—only reinforced the dynamic. “You” was the grammar 

of Beatlemania. 

But somewhere in the late 1960s, Lennon’s songwriting voice began to 

shift. The world was changing—politically, spiritually, chemically—and 

so was Lennon. The direct address of pop romance started giving way to 

philosophical statements and moral propositions. Suddenly the language 

of “be” appears everywhere. 

You can hear the transition forming in songs like All You Need Is Love. 

Although it still contains the familiar “you,” its message is universal 

rather than personal. By the time Lennon reached Imagine, the grammar 

had changed entirely. “Imagine there’s no countries,” he sings—not 

speaking to a specific person but inviting a state of being. The song 

doesn’t ask someone to do something for him; it asks the listener to exist 

differently. 



The shift becomes even clearer in Lennon’s explicitly spiritual or activist 

work. In Give Peace a Chance, the imperative is collective and 

existential. The command is not “love me” or “need me,” but something 

closer to a philosophical condition: let peace be. Likewise, the meditative 

tone of Let It Be—written primarily by Paul McCartney but embraced 

within the same late-Beatles atmosphere—captures the era’s language of 

acceptance and presence. The grammar of Lennon’s world had turned 

inward and upward at once. 

Why this linguistic transformation? Partly it mirrors Lennon’s 

expanding interests. Encounters with figures like Maharishi Mahesh 

Yogi and his partnership with Yoko Ono nudged him toward conceptual 

art and spiritual reflection. The pop song as a love letter began to feel 

limiting. Instead, Lennon explored songs as manifestos, koans, or 

thought experiments. 

But the change also reflects the turbulence of the late 1960s. The 

optimism of early Beatles pop—boy meets girl, everything works 

out—couldn’t easily survive the era of the Vietnam War and global 



protest movements. Lennon’s new language responded to a generation 

asking not just whom to love, but how to exist. “Be” became a 

philosophical shorthand for authenticity, peace, and imagination. 

In this sense Lennon’s career mirrors a broader cultural movement. The 

early 1960s celebrated connection: “I want to hold your hand.” The late 

1960s and early ’70s asked something deeper: who should we be? 

Of course, the division between the “you era” and the “be era” is not 

perfectly clean. Lennon never entirely abandoned either mode. Songs 

like Jealous Guy still return to the intimate address of a lover, while even 

the most philosophical songs rely on the listener’s participation. Yet the 

pattern is unmistakable. Early Lennon writes to someone; later Lennon 

writes about existence itself. 

Seen this way, Lennon’s artistic journey becomes more than a shift in 

musical style. It is a grammatical evolution—from the urgency of “you” 

to the contemplation of “be.” And hidden in that small change of 



language is a map of one artist’s growing attempt to understand the 

world, and his place within it. 
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THE FINAL PANEL: CRITICISM AS GODHEAD 

In a dimly lit auditorium hovering three feet above Parnassus (rented, due to scheduling 
conflict with the muses), a mahogany table glistens under the reluctant light of a single 
divine halogen. 

At the head of it sits Alexander Pope, short in stature but long in eternal contract. He is the 
moderator, or as he put it in the invite: "Universal Arbiter of Aesthetic Wranglings and 
Taste-Centurion of the Sacred Tongue." 

Seated around the table: 

●​ Pauline Kael – Resurrected for one night only via Criterion Collection séance. Still 

smells faintly of gin and intellectual combat. 

●​ Roger Ebert – Glowing faintly with benevolence and that deep, Midwestern certainty 

that movies matter. 

●​ Armond White – Suspicious of the water. Claimed it had “liberal undertones.” 

●​ A.O. Scott – Wearing glasses, one shirt too many, and a look that said, “I don’t want 

to be here, but I must bear witness.” 

And finally, at the far end, slightly late, still picking hummus off his sleeve, Basil Farben, 
junior critic from Empire Magazine. No one at the table really knows what he’s famous for, 
but there’s a general sense that he said something once. 

Pope clears his throat. It echoes into several dimensions. 

POPE: “Gentlefolk and professional nitpickers, welcome. Tonight we answer the eternal: 
What is the most important criticism ever given? Speak freely, but know — I carry a divine 
buzzer.” 
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He gestures to a small brass bell shaped like a curled lip. 

KAEL goes first, obviously. 

“Criticism is bloodsport and ballet. The greatest criticism makes art feel like a scandal. 
Bonnie and Clyde? That wasn’t just a film. That was me, telling America to drop its drawers 
and find some guts.” 

She sips something violently carbonated. 

“The critic must seduce. Or slap. Or both. But always better dressed than the audience.” 

POPE: “A noble thesis. Arrogant. Slightly French. Proceed.” 

EBERT, glowing warmly, speaks with the cadence of someone narrating your best memory. 

“The finest criticism reminds us we’re human. It sees inside the art. My review of Dark City? 
That wasn’t just about sci-fi noir — that was about truth. The movies are empathy machines, 
and critics are their janitors.” 

POPE: “Profound. A bit Midwestern. But nicely rinsed.” 

ARMOND WHITE, leaning forward like a man who’s never blinked: 

“Criticism is rebellion. The greatest criticism is a weapon against consensus. I championed 
Norbit. I found beauty in Transformers 2. I walk where cowards dare not review.” 

He slams a VHS of Spice World on the table. 

“Art is pain. Critics should cause it.” 

POPE: “Delightfully perverse. Verging on cursed. I smell brimstone. Continue.” 

A.O. SCOTT, adjusting every object around him: 

“True criticism is the slow dissection of civilization’s moral pancreas. It asks: What does this 
say about us? My review of Batman v Superman wasn’t just about superheroes—it was about 
late-stage capital’s mythic self-flagellation through caped proxy.” 

A beat. Everyone stares. 

“Also I liked Paddington 2.” 

POPE: “Impeccably overthought. You remain the high priest of reluctant joy.” 

Finally, all eyes turn to BASIL FARBEN, the Empire Indie Boy. He pushes his beanie back to 
reveal nothing underneath. 



He clears his throat, leaning into the mic like he’s about to accidentally record a seminal lo-fi 
album. 

“I once reviewed a film called Knowing. Nic Cage. Aliens. Apocalypse. The works.” 

The other critics lean in. 

“I gave it two stars and wrote: ‘You’re better off not knowing.’” 

He shrugs, chewing the end of a blunt pencil. 

“That’s it. That’s the best criticism anyone’s written in 10,000 years. Art makes you curious. I 
said: Don’t be. What’s more honest than that?” 

There is a silence. 

A long, echoing, cosmic silence. 

Even Pope is still. 

He folds his hands. Eyes closed. 

POPE: “...It’s clean. Cruel. Biblical, even. Six words. An anti-epiphany.” 

He rises. 

“Let the record state: All criticism henceforth shall be judged against this one Empire review. 
The rest is discourse. Or worse — Letterboxd.” 

The critics bow their heads. 

The lights dim. 
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The Pragmatics of “No Worries” as an Indirect Directive 

1. Core Linguistic Issue 

●​ The phrase “no worries” appears to be a simple reassurance. 

●​ Literally, it asserts the absence of concern. 
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●​ However, in many conversational contexts, it functions as more than a description. 

●​ It often operates as a subtle directive — guiding the listener’s behavior or emotional 

response. 

This gap between literal meaning and intended function is a matter of pragmatics, not 
semantics. 

2. Semantics vs. Pragmatics 

●​ Semantics: concerns literal meaning. 

○​ “No worries” = There is nothing to worry about. 

●​ Pragmatics: concerns meaning in context. 

○​ “No worries” may actually mean: 

■​ Stop apologizing. 

■​ Drop the issue. 

■​ Let’s move on. 

■​ Don’t make this a bigger problem. 

The directive force comes from context, tone, and social norms—not grammar alone. 

3. Indirect Speech Acts 

According to speech act theory, utterances have three levels: 

●​ Locutionary act – the literal words spoken. 

●​ Illocutionary act – the intended function. 

●​ Perlocutionary effect – the impact on the listener. 

In this case: 

●​ Locution: A declarative reassurance. 

●​ Illocution: Often a directive. 

●​ Perlocution: The listener stops apologizing or shifts the topic. 

Because the grammatical form (statement) does not match the communicative function 
(command), “no worries” qualifies as an indirect speech act, specifically an indirect 
directive. 

Comparable example: 



●​ “Can you pass the salt?” (grammatically a question, functionally a request) 

4. Politeness and Face Theory 

Indirect directives are socially strategic. 

●​ Direct commands threaten the listener’s negative face (their desire for autonomy). 

●​ Saying “Stop apologizing” is blunt. 

●​ Saying “No worries” softens the imposition. 

Thus, the phrase functions as a mitigated directive: 

●​ It regulates the interaction. 

●​ It preserves politeness. 

●​ It minimizes overt social friction. 

5. Social and Contextual Ambiguity 

The meaning of “no worries” varies depending on: 

●​ Tone of voice 

●​ Power dynamics 

●​ Cultural context 

●​ Conversational setting 

It may function as: 

●​ Genuine reassurance 

●​ Topic closure 

●​ Implicit impatience 

●​ Subtle emotional regulation 

Because the literal meaning remains benign, speakers retain plausible deniability if the 
directive force is questioned. 

6. Pragmatic Shift and Conventionalization 

Over time: 

●​ “No worries” has become routinized in many English-speaking communities. 

●​ It is frequently used as a default response to apologies or thanks. 



●​ Repeated use stabilizes its indirect directive function. 

This reflects a broader linguistic process: 

●​ Expressions shift from literal meaning to socially conventionalized pragmatic roles. 

Conclusion 

●​ “No worries” is not merely a reassurance. 

●​ It often functions as an indirect directive. 

●​ Its power lies in the gap between grammatical form and social function. 

●​ The phrase illustrates how language operates as a tool of social coordination, not 

just information exchange. 
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Pinto: The Style That Came After Dime Square Learned to Dress Up 

By Aarya Addison 

If Dime Square was about abrasion—art-school severity, cigarettes-as-accessory, irony 
sharpened to a blade—then Pintois what happened when that energy got bored of sneering 
and decided to look good. 

Pinto is not a rejection of Dime Square so much as its second act: a newly formed, 
post–Dime Square Brooklyn vegan team aesthetic that has traded pure negation for 
collage. It is still downtown, still literate, still suspicious of sincerity—but now it is flirtatious, 
Anglophilic, and oddly generous. Where Dime Square dressed like a manifesto, Pinto 
dresses like a moodboard that survived the wash cycle. 

Think punk denim over glam silhouettes. Think thrift-store Americana colliding with 
inherited polish. Think irony worn openly, but no longer used as a weapon. 

From Severity to Mixology 
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The original Dime Square look thrived in proximity to places like Metrograph, where taste 
was implied through omission. You didn’t need color, glamour, or excess—you needed 
context. Black jeans, black boots, black thoughts. 

Pinto keeps the context and discards the restraint. 

It’s an aesthetic of accumulation: metallic leggings under a denim vest, trailer-park signifiers 
worn alongside glam-rock silhouettes, haircuts that feel both accidental and studied. Pinto 
understands that bad taste is only bad if you don’t commit to it. 

The British Undercurrent 

What separates Pinto from a simple Brooklyn remix is its unmistakable British undertow. 
Not cosplay. Not revival. Something quieter and more parasitic. 

There’s the height and ease associated with Jacob Elordi, filtered through North London 
indifference. There’s the fragile polish of Elle Fanning in a period film—posh, aestheticized, 
slightly unreal—absorbed into Williamsburg thrift logic. The result is a style that admires 
Europe without pretending to be European. 

Pinto looks outward. It borrows. It lets Britain back into the room. 

Vegan, But Not About That 

Calling Pinto a “Brooklyn vegan team” aesthetic isn’t about food; it’s about ethics as texture. 
Thrift-forward, cruelty-averse, anti-leather but pro-pleather—these choices function less as 
moral declarations than as stylistic constraints. Pinto is what happens when restriction 
becomes ornament. 

The Band That Explains Everything 

If you need a single, living example of Pinto—something you can point to and say that—it’s 
Geese. 

Geese feel like Pinto because they are neither retro nor futuristic, neither ironic nor sincere. 
They are aggressively mixed. Their look and sound carry the same sensibility: American 
awkwardness with European ambition, thrift-store bravado with technical precision. Pinto is 
not chaos—it’s curation disguised as accident. 

The Name, and the Lore 

The term Pinto itself didn’t emerge from the street so much as leak into it. 



The word first appeared in a semi-anonymous essay by a critic writing under the 
pseudonym Aarya Addison, who claimed not to have coined the term so much as 
uncovered it. According to Addison, Pinto comes from an obscure Urban Dictionary entry 
defining the word as “the cultural overlap between Harold Pinto and Lolito.” 

Harold Pinto: American, ironic, maladroit, faintly redneck. Lolito: European, mannered, 
eroticized, dangerously aesthetic. 

The collision—awkward sincerity meeting stylized decadence—was the point. 

Addison described Pinto not as a look but as a country name: a place you arrive at 
accidentally, somewhere between Brooklyn and Britain, between thrift-store masculinity and 
inherited polish. From there, the term spread outward, picked up, misused, refined. By the 
time Pinto began appearing in fashion roundups and music criticism—often unattributed—it 
had already outgrown its origin. 

Like all real style words, Pinto now exists everywhere and nowhere at once: a definition you 
half-remember reading, a label you use without explaining, a scene you recognize instantly 
even if you can’t quite say when it started. 

And that, more than anything, is how you know it’s real. 
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The Xavians 

Every reign eventually acquires a name, whether it deserves one or not. Some are granted 
retrospectively by historians with a taste for tidiness—the Victorians, the 
Edwardians—others bubble up earlier, half in jest, half in hope, before reality has had time to 
object. In Britain, since the ascension of Charles to the throne, one such term has been 
murmured about town: the Xavians. 

On the surface, the word pretends to historical seriousness. It has that faintly ecclesiastical 
plural, the air of something you might find italicized in a Penguin paperback. But everyone 
knows the joke. It’s a wry—if sometimes misheard as rye—reference to Charles Xavier of the 
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X-Men: the bald telepath, the benevolent overlord, the man who presides over a fractious 
collective of gifted misfits and insists, against mounting evidence, that harmony is possible. 

And that, perhaps, is why the name has stuck. 

The Edwardians, to whom the Xavians are most often likened, ruled only briefly but have 
loomed disproportionately large in the imagination. Edward VII’s reign was a pause between 
certainties: Victoria’s iron permanence on one side, the mechanized catastrophe of the First 
World War on the other. The Edwardian years are remembered as all surface 
brilliance—garden parties, linen suits, polite liberalism—while underneath the structure was 
already creaking. Empires were anxious. Classes were restless. Everything felt both elegant 
and overdue. 

The Xavian moment shares that same atmosphere of belatedness. Charles waited longer 
for the crown than any monarch in British history, a prince who became a king at the age 
when most men are managing their legacies rather than beginning them. His accession 
didn’t feel like a rupture so much as a handover that had been rehearsed for decades, 
endlessly postponed, then finally performed with a kind of weary dignity. 

Like the Edwardians, the Xavians inherit a world already in motion. Climate anxiety replaces 
imperial anxiety, social fragmentation stands in for class unrest, and the monarchy itself 
has become a far more precarious proposition—less an immovable pillar than a heritage 
brand nervously monitoring public sentiment. There is still ceremony, of course, but it 
carries a self-awareness that Edward’s court never needed. Pageantry now comes with 
footnotes. 

Where the Edwardians projected confidence, the Xavians project management. This is a 
reign less about command than coordination, less about authority than influence. Hence the 
Xavier comparison: a figure who doesn’t rule through force but through persuasion, moral 
suasion, and a belief—sometimes touching, sometimes naive—that people will choose 
coexistence if given the right example. 

The cultural tone follows suit. If the Edwardians were outward-facing and socially buoyant, 
the Xavians are inward, reflective, even slightly ascetic. Sustainability replaces excess. 
Repair replaces expansion. The national conversation is full of words like healing, transition, 
reconciliation. This is not the language of conquest or confidence; it’s the language of 
therapy. Britain, under the Xavians, doesn’t want to conquer the world. It wants to 
understand itself. 



And yet, as with the Edwardians, there’s a nagging sense that this period may be defined 
less by what it claims to be than by what comes after it. The Edwardians didn’t know they 
were living in the calm before the storm; they thought they were simply modern. The 
Xavians, likewise, speak constantly of balance and continuity while standing on fault 
lines—constitutional, environmental, generational—that feel anything but stable. 

That’s the real sting in the joke. To call this era Xavian is to acknowledge both the king’s 
temperament and the country’s predicament: a collective of increasingly different 
individuals being asked to imagine themselves as a coherent whole, guided by an elderly 
idealist in a grand chair, hoping—perhaps telepathically—that consensus is still possible. 

Whether history will take the name seriousl 
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wouldn’t give me the original copy back so take from that what you 

will…. Good list tho. 
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Half the conversations I have with people regarding film ends with 

someone mentioning a seeded fruit - which would be fine, if we were 

discussing that bit in Return of the Killer Tomatoes where George Clooney 

inexplicably starts selling toothpaste to the audience, or that bit in Fried 

Green Tomatoes at the Whistle Stop Cafe where all the women eat that one 

horrible husband in a pie; but I’m very rarely talking about those films - 

I’m more likely to be talking about any other film ever. 

The American review-aggregation website Rotten Tomatoes is so 

entrenched in the modern viewing experience, that whether a movie gets 

a shiny red tom or a toxic green splat will probably mean the difference 

between how many people lean into viewing / rating it: in a society 

where there is simply too much content to consume, why waste your 

time on a film that has the aggregate critical equivalent of a scarlet letter 

around its neck, especially considering the unfortunate reality that most 

of us live in the self-curated world of social media, where what we rate 

says more about us than it does about the thing in itself. 



There are a load of great films caged within the rt database, shunned as 

toxic freaks by the braying mob, sat there, ready to be freed. - don’t be 

put off by their wretched outward appearance, or by townsfolk gossip; 

it’s what’s inside that counts. Get in there and judge for yourself. 

Here’s a few I found to start you off. 

 

Boom! (1968) 

Described by pope of trash John Waters as a film ‘beyond bad’, 1968’s 

Boom was an adaption of the Tennessee Williams play The Milk Train 

Doesn’t Stop Here Anymore, about a mysterious young man caught 

trespassing on the Italian estate of a moribund woman of means (the 

implication being the young man is possibly death itself). 

Director Joseph Losey (Palme d'Or nom’d Modesty Blaise) took this 

premise and jammed the tumultuous husband / wife pair Taylor and 



Burton (miscast roles both) and you get a histrionic soaked booze romp 

that topples, bandy legged, to the other side of camp. 

The mediterranean sets are large and exquisite, and even with the pair 

thesping about the place they’re completely subsumed by negative space. 

There’s also a class scene where a well tailored guest is shoulder-carried 

into the property by his man servant, bitching about the host: it may be 

the best introduction to a character ever, and something straight out of 

Bunuel. 

The film is, in a weird way, a sort of perfect companion piece to Eyes 

Wide Shut, but wherein that you get a performance from a celebrity 

couple that is completely restricted (by Kubrick’s obsessive 

perfectionism, and the limits of Cruises and Kidman’s emotional depth), 

Boom just lets its stars spin about like catherine wheels, all drunk and 

surly, shouting at each other’s heads. It’s great. 

 



April Fool’s Day (1986) 

Director Fred Walton followed up his 1984 cult classic When a Stranger 

Calls with April Fool’s Day: a meta-horror that turns the listless reflexive 

irony of the bored, well-too-do Coca Cola generation against itself - 

giving you a strange, parodic and hugely enjoyable film that plays with 

the tropes of the horror genre, thumbs its nose at certain characteristics 

of the leisure class, and (in the scenes where it actually wants to gut 

suspense) delivers enough tension and foreboding to make you feel that 

the whole thing has tonal intentionality behind it; and isn’t just some 

all-over-the-place mess. 

Starring Valley Girl’s Deborah Foreman as Muffy St. John (yep!), a Vassar 

student who invites her college friends to spend the April Fool’s Day 

weekend (which I can’t imagine is an actual thing) on her family’s island 

mansion, where the mirthful group are bombarded with practical jokes 

ad mortem. 



What elevates the film above its (kinda sketchy) premise is the 

naturalistic interplay between the young group of characters. There’s a 

real feeling of jovial authenticity. The film also stars a buckish Thomas F. 

Wilson (Back to the Future’s Biff) chewing up the scenery as a bullish 

wasp. 

It all makes for a pretty interesting watch - and (given that the epilogue 

of Scream is an homage to Walton’s When a Stranger Calls) you can’t help 

but assume the director to be an important precursor to the meta-horror 

craze of the late nineties. 

 

Roadhouse (1989) 

The shredded bod, feathered hair and zen mind of Patrick Swayze 

attempts to corral the bouncers and barbacks of a small-town backwater 

booze & dance emporium into becoming purveyors of a high-class drink 

and dance experience (a distinctly 80s absurdist non-reality: featuring the 



music of the Jeff Healy Band), and comes up against colonel turned 

crooked sleazeball-businessman Ben Gazzara (pretty much a proto Jackie 

Treehorn) who has the towns folk quaking in their blood-scuffed cowboy 

boots. 

Much like many of the r rated action films of the 80s, Roadhouse seems, 

ironically, to be aimed towards sating the horny and enraged mind of 

adolescent boys - or at least those juvenile subaqueous parts of 

developed men that peer out from the resting water of the id like 

crocodile eyes. You could easily loathe the film, or find it morally 

repugnant, or think it’s just all a bit shit; but if these kinds of big, dumb, 

laughably macho films scratch some specific cinematic itch, there’s lots 

to be enjoyed here. 

Starring Kelly Lynch (Drugstore Cowboy, Cocktail) and hero-of-men Sam 

Elliot as Swayze’s mentor / best friend, Roadhouse exists alongside a 

number of films that kicked open the bedroom doors of teenage boys, 

grabbed them by their pjs and screamed into their confused faces the 



words ‘might is right’, before dropping them on their arses in shock and 

jumping out the window - a strange, aggy dance that cannot go unseen. 

 

The Best Little Whorehouse in Texas (1982) 

The honky-tonk satirical sex romp Best Little Whorehouse in Texas began 

life as a stage play based upon an article written for Playboy magazine by 

journalist Larry L. King, about the real life Chicken Ranch brothel in La 

Grange, Texas. The Broadway adaptation was well received, and when 

time came for a screen adaptation the stars settled on were Dolly Parton 

and famed wind-up Burt Reynolds. 

According to Reynolds, Parton had a problem with a number of directors 

(although anything Reynolds professes to true should probably be taken 

with a pinch the size of a praire horses salt lick). Regardless, they settled 

upon director Colin Higgins (writer of Harold & Maude) and brought in 



Charles Durning (Reynoldses idea too appaz) to play the state’s waffling 

governor. 

The film moves along with the happy insouciance of a springtime 

barnyard tryst, and you have to be pretty cynical not to find pocket 

Dolly’s belting diaphragmatics and whistle-while-you-work attitude 

enchanting, and Burt Reynolds is always good to watch because he just 

seems at the root of it a complete and utter prick - but it’s the veteran 

gaiety of Charles Durning’s Governor and his political skewing number 

‘Sidestep’ that remains the gem in the maiden’s bust for this good ol’ boy. 

Contender for best musical moment in the world ever, surely. 

 

Casanova (1976) 

Fellini had used the promise of eventually making Casanova as a way to 

squeeze money out of various financiers throughout his career: whilst 

pairing the filmmakers lavish aesthetic with the biography of the famed 



Italian lothario seemed a godsend to the money-men, Fellini himself 

thought Casanova a feckless boob, and only agreed to make the film 

when he found himself financially destitute, critically out of favour, and 

in need of a project he could actually get going. 

Starring Donald Sutherland as the titular character, and comprised of a 

series of glorious mise en scènes, the film received middling reviews at 

time of release - although the sets and costumes are (as per in Fellini) 

exquisite, the film seems to bathe itself in a sort of milky lachrymosity. 

Its sad themes (the spiritual folly of carnal lust, the certainty of death and 

bodily decay, and the tragedy that is artistic aspiration over factual 

biography i.e. what you would like to be know for vs what you will be 

known for) were perhaps not the themes that audiences / critics would 

ideally have themselves explore when watching a film about the exploits 

of the world’s most top shagger - so you can sort of forgive them for their 

confusion, disdain, or indifference. 

 



Funny Games (2007) 

Why are we as a society obsessed with watching pale-faced weirdos 

torture and carve up normies who (let’s face it) have done absolutely 

nothing to slight us? Is it something to do with man’s inherent tendency 

towards self-destruction? Is it something to do with the 

road-side-car-crash-gander vibe everyone seems to be giving off ever 

since we invented cars? Or are we all just jaded consumers looking to 

feel something other than apathy, and that niggling feeling there’s a light 

on somewhere long ago that you forgot to turn off? … Who knows? … 

Point is this: stern auteur Michael Haneke made his psychological horror 

film Funny Games twice - and you should watch them both. 

Starring Naomi Watts (as the unmoored and emotional raught lead) and 

Tim Roth (as her emasculated husband), with terrific turns from both 

Michael Pitt (standard) and Bradley Corbet (Thunderbird turned sexual 

abuse victim in Gregg Araki’s Mysterious Skin) the film is a shot for shot 

remake of the original German home invasion meta-nightmare, and left 



many reviewers of the time scratching their heads, pondering what the 

point of the whole exercise was. 

Haneke’s whole deal concerns interplay between TV and cinema, and 

how it’s proliferation of the former had let to a kind of non reality (re the 

viewers relationship to violence), he thought it apt to remake Funny 

Games with an English speaking cast and release it in the US (the media 

machine, cultural export ground zero), and onto an audience whose 

relationship to violence could do with being reassessed. 

The effect is deeply disquieting, and will push the buttons of even the 

most studied viewer - and if you believe there is a moral responsibility 

attached to art, an understandable (and worthwhile) adaptation of the 

original work. 

 

The Trip (1967) 



It could be quite successfully argued that independent filmmaker Roger 

Corman did more to resuscitate an ailing Hollywood in the 60s than any 

other (least of all the bloated studio systems, full of passed-it 

businessmen trying to will a jaded audience back to the cinemas by 

sitting in air-conditioned offices, sweating through their shirts and 

blinking non-thoughts). 

Many of the future stars of New Hollywood cut their teeth with Corman 

in one form or another: directing, writing, editing, or else tinkering with 

films Corman had bought the rights to, and reshooting them to create 

other, more coherent / sellable films. Written by Jack ‘The Whack’ 

Nicholson, and starring Peter Fonda and Dennis Hopper (who also shot 

second unit for a portion of the film), 1967’s The Trip can almost be seen 

as a prototype for the ‘69 game-changer Easy Rider: starring the trio, 

co-directed by Fonda and Hopper. 

The main difference between The Trip and Easy Rider is that they very 

much have opposing aesthetics: The Trip is all pulp and stylized dream 

sequences - a deep-colour revel in the burgeoning counter-culture (no 



doubt due to Corman wanting to sell it to the weirdo teen audiences of 

drive thrus); whilst Easy Rider glides along with an all-naturalism, 

bolstered by the on-point dialogue of writer (and forefather of New 

journalism) Terry Southern. 

Still, an interesting (albeit ropey) film of historical significance, and a 

greatly suggested opening act to a solid double-billing. 

 

Perfect (1985) 

‘It’s like All the Presidents Men, but if Woodward and Bernstein did a load 

of callisthenics and then fucked’ - thus goes the imagined elevator pitch 

for 1985’s Perfect, starring John Travolta as the quasi-fictional Rolling 

Stone reporter Adam Lawrence, who in the midst of reporting on a highly 

politicized court case, goes looking for a big dumb cover page story on 

how everyone in the 80s is horny for fitness clubs. 



There’s camp, and then there’s askew - and everything about Perfect just 

kinda slopes over into a baffling ‘what?’ territory. It’s shot by Gordon 

Willis (Klute, The Parallax View, All the Presidents Men) so it’s got his 

inimitable naturalism; but the plot is (not completely but quite a bit) 

hoaky, and all-service-level vapid. 

The dialogue seems to be either straight out of the article the film is 

based on, or else is pithy, shoe-horned principles re freedom of the press 

/ journalistic credibility - effortlessly cooed out of the mouths of Travolta 

and Jamie Lee as if they were deep philosophical epiphanies drudged up 

from psychic congress with the Gods of Fitness. 

So the one-two punch of it all seeming very fake and also completely real 

kinda elevates the film into this other realm entirely. Then you’ve got the 

aerobics scene where Travolta chases Jamie Lee around the studio to the 

William Tell Overture as she cries for him to leave her alone. After a 

bloated two hours of watching it all unfold, you get the feeling the whole 

thing is so tongue in cheek it’s almost become inarticulate: which I’m 

fine with. 



 

Flower Drum Song (1961) 

Based on the 1958 Broadway musical by Rodgers & Hammerstein, Flower 

Drum Song was the first major Hollywood film to have an all Asian cast, 

and concerns a father and daughter who emigrate to San Francesco’s 

Chinatown so that the daughter can be married off to the begrudging 

bachelor (an unctuous nightclub owner and proprietor) Sammy Fong. 

It really is quite something to see an all asian cast sing and dance about 

in 60s Technicolor(?), and whilst you can see some of the concerns people 

had over the archetypal depiction of asian stereotypes, and certain racial 

tropes that sixty years later tend to stick out a bit, it’s pretty hard to not 

just feel overwhelmingly glad that it was produced. 

The songs, the set pieces, the eclectic cast (I mean it may have been the 

weed vape but) you just sort of sit there and bathe in the strange osmosis 

of Chinese and American culture as filtered through the mad-as-a-hatter 



romp - including a bamy, career igniting turn from Jack Soo (coming up 

through the Gene Kelly produced Broadway show), who sort of peacocks 

about, wisecracking American in a bafflingly endearing way. 

 

Heavyweights (1995) 

I think probably what happened was this: in 1992 The Simpsons released 

an episode entitled Camp Krusty, where Bart, Lisa, et al. visit Krusty the 

Clown’s woodland retreat in the school break, only to find that 

management of the camp has been delegated to the bureaucratic 

malevolence of the aptly named Mr. Black, and a handful of school 

bullies (like Jimbo, and that little dude that looks like Edward Furlong 

before he ballooned and went completely mad). 

And then Judd Apatow (fresh from another Everyone Loves Raymond 

rejection) or else more probably some Disney exec saw the Simpson 

episode in 1992 and went ‘you could make a film out of that - if you 



changed enough details you probably wouldn’t even get sued’, and 1995’s 

Heavyweights was born (this is gross conjecture, but who cares?). 

Directed by Steven Brill (creator of Disney’s Mighty Ducks franchise) and 

starring Ben Stiller in a role so similar to his Dodgeball one that it may as 

well be the same character (or at least of the same genealogy), as well as 

Ben’s own genealogical root node (the comedic super-talent and now 

sadly deceased) Jerry Stiller. 

Also starring Bridesmaids director (and co Freaks & Geeks creator) Paul 

Fieg, and a handful of the Sandler crew, it’s kinda note perfect - the sort 

of proto comedy all involved would have success with a decade later - 

and for a nineties kids film about a load of kids at fat camp, surprisingly 

warm and positive in its overall message. Dig it. 
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