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Discourse on Cabin 3

By
Seth Weiner

Submitted to the Department of Architecture on August 9, 2002 in Partial Fulfillment

of the Requirements for the Degree of Masters of Science in Visual Studies.

ABSTRACT:

An adaptation of the Unabomber's cabin placed on four automobile wheels, Cabin 3
was installed as a hybrid cabin-vehicle-writing device on the elevated plaza in front

of 105 Massachusetts Ave on MIT's campus. Inside the cabin was the same model

typewriter used by the Unabomber to write his manifesto. The typewriter was

mechanically connected to the cabin's rear axle so that each letter typed rolled the

cabin back in imperceptibly small increments. From late May to early July, the

cabin's door remained open to the public and invited viewer interaction. Shelves of

three-ring binders provided a place for people to place their typed pages within the

cabin's walls. Members of the MIT community, as well as the general public, left

several new pages of thoughts, messages, and gobbledygook each day, addressed to

MIT, the artist, to Kaczynski, to acquaintances, and to the ether.

Thesis Supervisor: Joan Jonas

Title: Professor of Visual Arts
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"Shall we forever resign the pleasure of construction to the

carpenter? Where is this division of labor to end? And what

object does it finally serve? No doubt another may also think for

me, but it is not therefore desirable that he should do so to the

exclusion of my thinking for myself."

--Henry David Thoreau, Walden
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Building Thoreau's cabin. Source unknown.



Cabin 1, Thoreau's cabin at Walden
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Cabin 2, Kaczynski's cabin in Montana



Cabin 3, Weiner's cabin at MIT



Thank God there was something to say.
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?CR IEDIATE RELE'AS J

Contact: Sthh We iner
phone: 617-480-308$
fax: 617-253-3977

UMABOMBtR MEST$ ThOREAU Q CASIN 3 AT LIT

CABRMI,,MA-- EXT Deems Public Art Project "Security Risk".
Due to concern over potential security risks, 1T has removed
Cabin 3, a public art project, rrom Ito location outside 105
WacsacbuBetts Avenue in Cambridge . The rove was taken in
preparation for YIT's Commencment Address,,dellvered by Jaoes
D. Wolfensohn, president of the 7orld hank.

Cabin 3, desi6ned and constructed by MlTzgraduate student Seth
Weiner, .was Installed on MIT carpus two weeks prior to Commencement.
MIT will return the cabin to its site when it no longer pose. a
risk to recurity. Cabin 3 in scheuled to rerain Pt 105 asachusetts
Ate until July 1, 2002.

An adaptation of the Unabomber's shack placeA on four automobtile
wheels, Cabin 3 i a metaphor for the conflict of ideals within
the artist; the promise of technolo6ieal advances and the consequences
Steuading from that which is lost with each step; The installation
of Cabin 3 at IT is inteniedi to focus public discourse on the
6lobalization or the tecbno-industrial systew and the ensuing
turbulence brought about by drastie change.

Inside the cabin is a typewriter identical to the one used by Ted
Kaczynski to write The Unabomber Eanifesto, which was printed in
the New York Times an th~'ahiBington Post in exchange for a halt
to the use of violent tactics. Typing on the typewriter in the
cabin causes the entire structure to r11 backwards.

Cabin 3 invites public interaction. Collectel within the atructure
are pagoo upon pages of typed writings from the KIT eomunity and
the g.reral public. AEOnS the collected pages are typed copies of
Walden on! Civil Disobedienee by Henry David Thoreaux transcribed
by the artifl""

For more information visit: http1//v-wserver.mit.edu/eabin3

The project was Made possible in part by the V1? Counell for the rts,
The Departoat of Atchitecture, and the Associate Ptovost for the Arts.

-end-
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Introduction

"Why is this here?" asked a middle-aged woman wearing the business suit uniform

of a local administrative worker. My initial impulse, I'm ashamed to say, was to

answer, "Because I put it here." Such a simple question, yet I found myself unable to

understand what she was asking. I was reminded of the famous statement by Bill

Clinton, "It depends on what the meaning of 'is' is." Add to that "this" and "here". I

will now attempt to interpret the question.

An initial interpretation of the question might be, "What is the meaning of placing a

hybrid cabin/vehicle/writing machine on this plaza, in front of this MIT building?"

Another interpretation could be, "Did you get permission to place this structure in

front of this building?" Or was she asking, "Why have you brought this object into

existence?" Those are questions I can answer.

The public reasons for building Cabin 3 are briefly addressed in the press release.

However, the true impetus was quite personal, bordering on trivial. It started with a

breakdown in January of 2002. Depression and anxiety were infiltrating most aspects

of my life. I had ended the only long-term relationship I'd ever had. Concentrating

on my work, I realized I did not feel the passion for it that I previously had. That is

death to the artist, as one cannot survive without a high degree of passion for ones

work. What most troubled me was my desire to stop producing. Suffering a loss of

confidence in most realms of my life, I soon lost the ability to function. No food. No

sleep. No reading. No writing. The studio induced waves of panic. My apartment

stifled me. The sight of people interacting taunted me with a glimpse of that which I

might have known under different circumstances.

Motion provided my only relief. The faster I propelled myself through space under

my own power, the better I felt. So I paced in circles when I had nowhere to go and

ran during periods of extreme distress. The pacing was reminiscent of animal

behavior after confinement induced a degree of insanity. Similar symptoms are

constant rocking and repeated banging of one's head against the wall. Such things

seem to occur in the face of seemingly insurmountable futility. Such was the nature

of my descent. I saw no escape.



I mention this not for sympathy. I have enjoyed a privileged and charmed existence,
relative to global conditions and the quality of life of my ancestors, and I make no

pretense of having "suffered" in real material terms by any stretch of the imagination.

My feelings of alienation, inadequacy, and hopelessness had very little to do with

reality. My descent had progressed to the extent that I could see the allure held in the

prospect of escaping unhappiness by any means necessary.

While I am aware that such feelings are widespread, I myself had not previously

experienced them with such intensity. I eventually sought professional help.

In that state of psychological distress, I had developed a fantasy involving my

moving to a cabin in the woods. This would entail my taking a leave of absence from

MIT during my final semester, finding a subletter for my apartment... and who would

come with me? I had no desire to become a hermit. I just needed the "simple life"

until I felt better. The cabin would have to be near water. If I just went out to the

woods and built a little cabin by a stream or lake, how long before the land-owner

finds out and kicks me off the land? Would I lose my scholarship and have to pay

twice as much for the final semester upon my return? What if I never came back to

finish?

I had to admit it was not feasible to turn this fantasy into reality-- at least, not while I

was still a student. I began to see the necessity to resist the fantasy. I needed to resist

the urge to escape the various pressures and desires in my life and in my work.

Thinking about these desires to escape as source material, I turned to a famous hermit

who moved to a cabin in the woods.



Dead Reckoning:

"It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking
thirteen."'

I often feel ill at ease. I don't claim that I am the only one. Rather, I'd prefer to

assume that this is a sensation experienced by most people in most places most of the

time. Why else would we need to retreat on a daily basis to the fortresses of our

homes, surrounded by our creature comforts? This assumption allows me to

externalize the source of my uneasiness; it's in the air we breathe, in the radiation we

absorb, the food we eat.

I have doubts on occasion. Witnessing the social phQbia, agoraphobia, general

anxiety, and depression in my lineage, as well as in my own identical twin, forces

me, on occasion, to admit the probability that my stock is less tolerable of certain

conditions and constraints than most members of society. This uneasiness--perhaps

anxiety is a better word--presented itself when I was an adolescent with the feeling

that I was born 200 years too late. I felt out of step with my times.

In my late teens this manifested in an escapist approach to art making. As I grew

more independent, I experienced the desire to explore my relationship with my

world, and in doing so I started at the ground floor. I stumbled across Rene'

Descartes.

Descartes' Discourse on the Method of Rightly Conducting Reason and his

Meditations on First Philosophy formed a bridge for me to the gates of the modern

secular world view, providing something for me to latch onto. In particular, I

connected with the beginning of Descartes' Meditations, where he describes the

dilemma of perception as follows:

4. But it may be said, perhaps, that, although the senses

occasionally mislead us respecting minute objects, and such as

are so far removed from us as to be beyond the reach of close

observation, there are yet many other of their informations

(presentations), of the truth of which it is manifestly impossible
to doubt; as for example, that I am in this place, seated by the



fire, clothed in a winter dressing gown, that I hold in my hands

this piece of paper, with other intimations of the same nature.

But how could I deny that I possess these hands and this body,

and withal escape being classed with persons in a state of

insanity, whose brains are so disordered and clouded by dark

bilious vapors as to cause them pertinaciously to assert that they

are monarchs when they are in the greatest poverty; or clothed

[in gold] and purple when destitute of any covering; or that their

head is made of clay, their body of glass, or that they are gourds?

I should certainly be not less insane than they, were I to regulate

my procedure according to examples so extravagant.

5. Though this be true, I must nevertheless here consider that I

am a man, and that, consequently, I am in the habit of sleeping,

and representing to myself in dreams those same things, or even

sometimes others less probable, which the insane think are

presented to them in their waking moments. How often have I

dreamt that I was in these familiar circumstances, that I was

dressed, and occupied this place by the fire, when I was lying

undressed in bed? At the present moment, however, I certainly

look upon this paper with eyes wide awake; the head which I

now move is not asleep; I extend this hand consciously and with

express purpose, and I perceive it; the occurrences in sleep are

not so distinct as all this. But I cannot forget that, at other times

I have been deceived in sleep by similar illusions; and, attentively

considering those cases, I perceive so clearly that there exist no

certain marks by which the state of waking can ever be

distinguished from sleep, that I feel greatly astonished; and in

amazement I almost persuade myself that I am now dreaming. "

This was by no means a revelation of doubt in my eyes; I was not seeking revelations

or even new thoughts. Rather, it was quite familiar, being something I often thought

about in my adolescence. It gave me hope that, perhaps, I was not out of sync after

all. I live in an age where things are supposed to be at odds with my nature.

Ontological and epistemological dilemmas are part and parcel of the modern

condition.



Descartes became one of the pillars on which my work developed and remains

important to this day, though probably more as a force to react against. Of particular

interest was the theme of doubt; that perception was dubious. Descartes states:

We will not, therefore, perhaps reason illegitimately if we

conclude from this that Physics, Astronomy, Medicine, and all

the other sciences that have for their end the consideration of

composite objects, are indeed of a doubtful character; but that

Arithmetic, Geometry, and the other sciences of the same class,

which regard merely the simplest and most general objects, and

scarcely inquire whether or not these are really existent, contain

somewhat that is certain and indubitable: for whether I am

awake or dreaming, it remains true that two and three make

five, and that a square has but four sides; nor does it seem

possible that truths so apparent can ever fall under a suspicion of

falsity [or incertitude]. "

I would not be the first to point out the incompleteness of these thought exercises.

The problem of mind-body dualism has occupied philosophers ever since the Greeks,

and Descartes didn't exactly solve it. But I will focus elsewhere for the moment: As

for the simplest and most general objects, the fact that a square has but four sides is

indubitable solely because it is a tautology. A square has four sides (edges) by

definition. One more or one less, and you call it something else. The meaning of the

words "has", "four", and "sides" are not questioned. If he were truly to overthrow

his beliefs, as he claims to do, then he would have to doubt his logic, the resilience of

reason, as well as his senses. Just as one can easily dream that one is awake, one can

easily dream that two and three make seven. One can dream that one is in a world

where the fundamental rules are different. One can be just as mistaken about one's

assumptions of reason as one can be about what one smells or sees.

How does one know of one's error without some corrective exteriority? Similarly,

the certainty with which I form an understanding of my world can be shaken not only

with an earth-shattering revelation of truth, but with social conditioning, a small pill,

or even a naturally occurring fluctuation in the balance of chemicals in my brain, as I

would come to learn first-hand. That is why I need to make objects and commit



thoughts to writing. They are a part of me externalized; parts of me thrown

overboard; logs tossed into the ocean by a ship in the process of dead reckoning.

I'm pretty confident that we've gotten the fundamentals correct. That is a matter of

faith. But even the best of us hold some falsehood or other to be true with the utmost

confidence. Such confidence does not make the falsehood any less false. This is a

fundamental filter through which I view my world. Nothing is beyond doubt, and

that which seems most accepted, venerated, and celebrated deserves to be regarded

with the highest degree of suspicion. One need only look to the past for an endless

trail of falsehoods accepted as truths, the errors in thought and action dwarfing the

few examples of truth and righteousness. What is different about the present? Why

would any particular person have the confidence, the megalomania, to assert some

kind of authority over truth, over what is right and good, when that person resides at

the peak of a mountain of bullshit?

I have come to see the present just as I view the past. We are the emperors with new

clothes. Here I sit, a shining example ofjust that hubris imparting these thoughts to

you, no doubt an equally apt specimen. Though it puts me no more at ease, I accept

my lot with the knowledge that it is entirely appropriate. It is a lot shared with the

rest of the industrialized world.

The goal is not to reach the truth, but to endeavor toward it. I fear dying before

understanding. That is the impetus for working as I do. It is not intended to provide

the public with infotainment, to indulge someone's shamanistic fetishes, or to place

myself in the position of teacher to the ignorant masses. The intent is to poke and

prod my own assumptions, and in doing so, the desire is to attract allies who also

respond to such poking and prodding while I inch closer to understanding in

imperceptible increments.

So much work seems to be done these days, particularly in the realms of emerging

technologies and media, where the artist has gone to great pains to take something

recognizable and render it abstract through technology. To rob the world of

understanding. It is quite common in such places as MIT's Media Lab. A certain

wave of the hand makes a certain color appear on the screen and is accompanied by a

certain tone, both of which change as a function of the feedback from sensors and



what not. I don't understand why that's considered interesting. But there are a lot of

things I don't understand, which is why I do what I do.

What are the allies for? I'm tired of being alone. My allies form my society. Not a

society of protest and opposition, but a society of skeptics. This is different from

such subcultures as the anti-globalization "movement", Luddites, or other such

groups that are defined by the force they oppose. Such groups lack a true skepticism

and operate under the seemingly blind faith that they are right and the force they

oppose is wrong. The society I seek does not define itself against an exteriority. It

questions its own assumptions as much as anyone else's.

What assumptions am I poking and prodding? Perhaps the most general of them

goes back to Descartes' mind-body dualism. The idea that mind and body operate on

different planes is a difficult one to doubt, and it has such far-reaching implication as

to how one perceives oneself and one's environment. Clearly these words I'm

writing come from thoughts, and these thoughts are not corporeal. They are not a

physical substance. I then use my body to make physical signs (these letters) that are

decoded by the function of another's body (sight) to become something non-

corporeal in their mind. Viewed objectively, this is simply magic. Separate realms

of existence? How does the non-corporeal mind and corporeal body interact? To

accept this view of the world is to give credence to the adolescent belief in the extra-

sensory perception and poltergeists.

The dilemma stems from the interactions between the realm of the physical and "the

realm of the mind." Descartes goes as far as to claim to have located the physical

location in the brain that connects mind to body. Descartes is most famous, however,
for his assertion that the only thing he cannot doubt is that he exists. Cogito ergo

sum. Not his body, but that entity which formulates the question about his existence.

If he did not exist, we would not be able to question his existence.

This is the aspect of a person generally referred to as their spirit, their soul, their

consciousness. Sentience. Where does it come from? If one does not believe in

God, or in spirits, or anything mystical or requiring faith, for the sake of argument,
then what other options are there? What if one were to dispense with all faith and

assert that all that exists is corporeal and exists within this Universe; everything in

ONE realm?



Every thought, every emotion, every sensation is governed by the same rules that

govern the physical Universe. Just as a digital photograph is a visual representation

of physical magnetic particles or microscopic craters in the surface of a plastic disk,

everything I think and feel, as well as everything I sense, is a biologically constituted

representation of the infinite permutations of real substances in my body. It's

chemistry. Everything in the Universe exists on the same plane, or, conversely,

nothing exists at all.

And just as I convince myself of this, it occurs to me that, while the particles and

chemicals are physical, they still carry information that has not a substance or

dimension. They have attributes. Given a certain matrix or pattern, the physical

particles are either present or absent. One or zero. On or off. Eight particles are

arranged in space. There, there, there, there, there, there, there, and there;

1,1,1,1,1,1,1, and 1. The presence or absence of these eight particles creates

information. The byte above (consisting of eight binary digits) has a decimal value of

255. Take away some of the particles: 01001011-the value is 75 using the decimal

system. Under the American Standard Code for Information Interchange, it is the

letter "K". Presence and absence equals information. Language. Information and

language are physical particles that create certain patterns of light transmitted to the

retina; certain rhythms and tones produced by vibrating the eardrum. Where does

meaning reside?

This may seem far a field of a project involving the Unabomber's cabin. But it goes

to the central tactic in this and other work I have done at MIT. The concepts of

hardware and software -- of object or apparatus being separate from content -- is as

accepted as the separation between mind and body. I have been laboring toward a

unification of all components within an expressive system. Hardware and software,

mind and body; unified and indistinguishable. Dispense with the myth of dualism,

exposed as a mere stop-gap in our struggle for understanding that which is currently

beyond comprehension.

What, then, are the tactics to which these thoughts and this conclusion point? This

line of inquiry produced a body of work centered on what I have come to call the

writing scheme. The works address the variety of components held within the act of

writing. A typewriter is mated with a wall-mounted track. A line of text is typed,

each letter causing the typewriter to inch along the track, so that a single line of text



is typed onto the track itself while the typewriter moves along. The text being typed

places the author in a physical program that mimics the progress of the protagonist

within the short narrative of the text that the author is typing. The end of the

narrative loops back to the beginning, and so the typist returns the typewriter to the

beginning of the line, only to continue typing it again, each letter over itself in a

continual strange-loop that escapes the confines of the text and entraps the typist.

Descartes writing of a dream he had of sitting in his chair, writing of a dream he had

of sitting in his chair ..., illustrates the ontological dilemma that fascinated me. I later

came across a short paragraph of text by Franz Kafka called The Watchman and was

presented another such loop, which inspired the text used in the typing piece.

I ran past the watchman. Then I was horrified, ran back again

and said to the watchman: "I ran through here while you were

looking the other way." The watchman gazed ahead and said

nothing. "I suppose I really oughtn't to have done it," I said.

The watchman still said nothing. "Does your silence indicate

permission to pass?"..."

The dots of ellipsis at the end of the paragraph can be taken mathematically. In a

number series that end with dots of ellipsis, the pattern is repeated infinitely. That

paragraph, then, is the complete work; one endless paragraph. It is a subtle, simple

proposition. The narrative space it creates is infinite.

In the typing piece described above, the act of writing, the text's placement in space,
and the narrative space within the text all conspired with each other in an attempt to

show the parallels between the different spaces, pointing toward the conclusion that

they were equally real, or equally illusory, when all was said and done. But in this

system, never is all said and done. The progression of the strange-loop is infinite.



The Predator's Tracks

"Prohibited", part of a sentence imparted to the ground via bicycle treads.

The act of writing in the context of my work has been a schematic diagram. The

action is a progression akin to travel, referencing production with its assemblage of

constituent elements, which possess the appearance of duality; physical object and

datum. Writing entails the treading of paths that become tracks of information.

The Bikewriting project makes use of tracks in just such a way. Vehicle treads leave

tracks everywhere. Bikewriting uses this form of mark-making to leave messages in

the wake of motion. An interchangeable rubber typeset system called RIBtype is

applied to the wheel of a bicycle. To give the tracks greater visibility and temporal

durability, ink or paint is applied to the treads via an applicator integrated into the

bicycle's existing structure. The writer/rider is given a new voice in the public

sphere. While it is easy to see such a device in use by activists acting in groups or

individually as a means of disseminating information, my interests have turned of late

to the meaning of the act itself; tracks and text, an instrument in the hands of a

predator in motion that creates an expression machine.

M



Bikewriting, Fall 2001

The human form is designed primarily for a forward, frontal movement through

space with respect to perception. Our passive sensors-those for sight, hearing, and

smell-are positioned favoring the direction in which our bodies are designed to

travel. Incidentally, his is not the case for all animals. The crab, for instance, moves

laterally with respect to the default position of its eyes and body symmetry. The

flounder is another exception. Animals that are not predatory also possess a more

lateral view, though they retain motion in the direction of body symmetry. Imagining

the view of the world laterally positioned eyes would create is mind-boggling.

Humans, however, do not stray from the typical traits of predators. We are made for

seeking, range finding, and tracking while in pursuit. We are frontal beings whose

consequences are always behind us. While the human body is designed to track its

prey, it is less prepared to maintain an awareness of its own tracks..

Our tracks are behind us, outside our realm of perception; a wake of impressions and

detritus. Our tracks are more than that, though. They are evidence. They are



messages. They are lines of flight. They talk about us behind our backs and lie in

wait for the perfect moment of betrayal, and we have no choice but to flee from them.

We are in constant flight from our tracks. We have very little choice in the matter;

that is how we were designed.

While our tracks and our writings exist as objects that store information, the

collection of waste and displacement surrounding every activity we undertake serves

as a record of our time in space. The work of Merle Ukeles has taken a thorough

look at the role of maintenance and sanitation in society. While she seems to work

from the angle of "care" and "maintenance appreciation", I am more interested in the

philosophical terrain of which she seems less concerned; the ontological questions

raised by these acts of sustenance and expurgation.

Writing and Mopping, Fall 2001



What is it to be clean? What is order? What is lost in the trash? We necessarily

leave traces of our activities-our very existence-everywhere. To sanitize is to

erase. To undo. To deny. And it is completely necessary for survival.

To erase, to scatter, to smear, to sweep away.... Nothing is ever destroyed. Material

is reordered in such a way that arbitrary order is created and information is destroyed.

The traces of time, of activity, of consumption and waste are sanitized, and the record

left by the wake is annihilated. Such is the nature of maintenance.

Writing and erasing, when intrinsically linked, create a volatile space between the

element of creation and the element of annihilation with respect to data. The

mutability of this data within the confines of this space would theoretically create a

fertile place for writing without fear or inhibition. However, such is not the case.

Something about the brief gap between writing and erasing creates an uneasy tension

in the author. The lightness of emancipation rides on waves of anxiety undulating in

from the periphery.

Nabokov writes in Speak, Memory of the fleeting lifespan that is a brief crack in the

middle of an infinite void.

The cradle rocks above an abyss, and common sense tells us that

our existence is but a brief crack of light between two eternities

of darkness. Although the two are identical twins, man, as a

rule, views the prenatal abyss with more calm than the one he is

heading for (at some forty-five hundred heartbeats an hour). I

know, however, of a young chronophobiac who experienced

something like panic when looking for the first time at

homemade movies that had been taken a few weeks before his

birth. He saw a world that was practically unchanged - the same

house, the same people - and then realized that he did not exist

there at all and'that nobody mourned his absence....

He then notes quite poignantly the traumatic experience of seeing in the movie his

pregnant mother waving from a window to the camera. The brand new baby carriage

in the shot is like a coffin, though a coffin contains remains. The carriage was empty,

"...as if, in the reverse course of events, his very bones had disintegrated." He



equates the manner in which he views that void before the crack with the manner in

which he views the void after the crack.

The chronophobiac. Could this sentiment be at the root of my own uneasiness? In

retrospect, I had always preferred the present, even as a child. Even now, I regard

my own past and the future with a high degree of anxiety. Viewing pictures and

videos of myself often caused me a certain degree of sadness, not unlike the

undercurrents I felt during each birthday. Leaving 12 behind forever, not wanting to

be a teenager. What is temporality? In the context of an infite Universe, what is a

lifespan? How long must something exist to be real? Can a thought, never

communicated and now forgotten, be said to ever have existed? What about a

person?



Paranoid Writing Scheme, Winter 2001

The limited lifespan of the text written within a system that ensures its swift

destruction provides refuge for the author from the possibility of the text turning on

him. However, there is no protection from the anxiety. The machine serves to

heighten the awareness of the danger within the author. While the vulnerability to

the danger decreases, the fear itself is amplified by the machine's constant reminder

to the author of the machine's necessity. The comfort of expression without fear

succumbs to regret of the suicide pact with the machine. Everything is relegated to

inconsequential masturbatory indulgences. Self-pollution and self-defeat.



When one writes, one lays tracks of symbols with one's fingers, and these tracks of

symbols record the mental tracks of the author. Like footprints, these written

artifacts are not always benign. Neither are the mental tracks. Most mental tracks

are successfully concealed. The author knows better than to reveal them through

writing. But the author lets some mental tracks solidify as writing. One commits

them to words as one commits a sin. These are the thoughts that enter the world.



Certainty





Seeking Refuge from the Fear of the Letter

"...there is a deeper panic in the recumbent writer - fear that

he's said too much, fear that the letter machine will turn against

him and throw him back into what he was trying to get rid of,
anguish that the many little messages or dirty little letters will

entrap him.""'

Deleuze and Guattari are referring to Proust in relation to the function of Kafka's

letters within a greater expression machine. They see Franz Kafka as a vampire, and

his letters as blood-sucking bats. Kafka himself viewed letters as ghosts. The general

sense is gleaned that there may be something inherently sinister within the function

of a letter.

By combining the act of writing with the act of cleansing, a writing scheme is born

specifically for the writing of "dirty little letters". These are unruly, risky texts; the
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kind that, once written, take on the nature of "evidence" or "specimen" or

"pathogen". A note to a young woman, written in the haze of misplaced affection. A

threat to an object's structural integrity, written with untempered anger. An

obsequious apology written in fear or guilt, rather than regret. When the guilt, fear,
anger, affection, lust, and desire dissipate (and they always do) there is still the matter

of the "dirty little letter", the evidence of the thought-crime. There is a need for

erasure as strong now as the need for writing was then. These letters hold within

them a literary violence with the intent to impact a great disturbance upon the reader.

The "dirty little letter" often possesses a cruel, selfish character.

How does one reconcile the predatory human and the writer? Will the writer become

ensnared in a trap set by the letter? Perhaps a degree of paranoia sets in. The writer

occasionally pays a price for the text. How many authors have been harmed because

of what they wrote? How many have done harm to others? Like a sharp object, text

holds within it violent temptations. From the Bible to the Communist Manifesto to

Mein Kampf, the text was committed. The tracks were laid and the thoughts were let

loose upon the world with

violent ramifications.

The Unabomber is a

contemporary case study in

the predatory writer, complete
with the paranoia that comes

with the commitment of such , F

texts. Theodore Kaczynski's

text is teaming with traps,
both literal and literary. His

textual tracks led a Federal

task force to his front door.

Ultimately his manifesto turned against him by betraying his identity. Or, rather,
Kaczynski sacrificed himself so that his manifesto may live.

Thought turned an academic into a terrorist. The manifesto purified the author of

violence and murder, and it turned a terrorist into a prophet. The Unabomber didn't

commit the crimes. The manifesto did. The violence was necessary to serve the needs

of the manifesto. The text was born from this violence when the New York Times



and Washington Post agreed to publish, which they did when the Unabomber told

them he'd end his violent tactics in return.

The manifesto raises the familiar issue

of temporal durability; a lasting

impression through a violent act. The

Type Gun project addresses just such a

need. The Type Gun is a computer-

controlled instrument that uses the

impact of a nail gun to indent text into

whatever surface the author chooses.

The impression left by the firing of the

gun is rather indelible when compared

to the results of applying a pigmented

vehicle to a substrate. The act of

committing such a text may often be

illegal by its very nature. With this

instrument, the violence is obvious in

the act of writing. It is an apparatus for

giving the words of the author "a

lasting impression" through a violent

act contained within the writing itself.

The writing becomes a repository for

the literal side of literary violence. A

dirty little letter, a radical manifesto, a

hasty email, ... they are all dangerous.

They are contaminants waiting to infect the author, who through the writing finds

himself up to his neck in exactly that which he'd been attempting to get rid of.

Is the contaminant contained within a textual receptacle, or is the text a dispersal

device?



The Type Gun prints digital texts by driving steel letter stamps with a nailer. The text is

liberated from its dependent carrier and hermetic substrate.



Writing, Violence, and the Inadequacy of Text

Words say little to the mind; extent and objects speak; new images

speak; even new images made with words.""

But are not words objects? Are they not images? Yes, but they are invisible for the

sake of their meaning, as Joseph Kosuth seeks to show. He would say that the word is

the closest thing to the idea, and the idea is the closest thing to truth, or reality. Text,

then, is an invisible theater. But is that how it has to be?

Anyone who lives in this culture cannot deny Artaud's point, echoed by Ted

Kaczynski. Given a choice between reading a text and viewing a performance, most

people choose to watch the performance. Writing, however, is an act. The human

machine and the writing implement engage in a performance whose residue is a

record of thought, a freezing of memory.

Writing is risky. It entails the intentional laying of tracks. Traps, obstacles, failures,

consequences; these lie in wait as the act of giving thought a physical carrier

becomes a performance. In this act there is a struggle between the mind, the hand, the

implement, and the space into which the implement imparts the words. This struggle

takes form in a subtle, ritualized dance performed by the fingers, the hand, the arm.

As I write on the floor with an implement that ensures the writing's erasure, I find a

nearly incomprehensible mingling of textual, spatial, terrestrial, mechanical, and

mental streams. The letters form paths that become scuff marks; residue of erasure.

The path reacts to the architectural terrain, sometimes following a border, sometimes

disregarding it. The crossing of borders relates to the completion of a thought within

a text. An obstruction in the floor is crossed at the end of a sentence. But some

sentences are more maneuverable and roam freely throughout the structural terrain.



The writing instrument has much in common with the musical instrument. While the

instrument itself is integral to the sound it creates, it relies upon the human body to

bring it to life. Just as a violin emits a musical form of expression that is always

different from the music emitted by a piano, the written form of expression from a

pen on paper is different from the writing emitted by a typewriter. Also, one must

learn to use the instrument over time, and with practice, one gains a certain degree of

virtuosity, not just in the execution, but also in the expression. The musician and the

musical instrument have a relationship much deeper that that of the typical machine

and operator.



Kaczynski and Me

As I stated earlier, during my winter-time psychological descent, I had developed a

fantasy that involved moving to a cabin in the woods. This would entail my taking a

leave of absence from MIT during my final semester, finding a subletter for my

apartment... and who would come with me? I would surely lose my scholarship. And

I had no desire to become a hermit. I just needed the "simple life" until I felt better.

How might I resist the fantasy, the urge to escape the various pressures and desires in

my life? The primary source of my angst was artistic. The personal and academic

hurdles stemmed from a basic struggle over the conceptual philosophy of my work.

Divorcing myself from my most recent work, I chose to alter my trajectory, which

was heading, with the encouragement of faculty and peers, toward a de-emphasis of

the physical object in favor of performance. My performance of A Paranoid Writing

Scheme was met with sighs of relief and nods of approval, and yet it left me

profoundly empty. It became apparent to me that I was tailoring my work for

academic approval and therefore alienating myself from my own work to the point

that I felt is wasn't mine. Addressing the act of writing, my investigation culminated

in the performance of writing within a strict system of governing mechanisms.

Performing under concrete restrictions; that was the essence of the work and remains

an important theme. It was a metaphor for the academic environment into which I

had inserted myself, with the sense, not necessarily justified, that each professor

sought to turn each student into a follower to strengthen the professor's legacy.

Witnessing the selection process as a participant on the admissions committee for the

Visual Arts Program solidified that sense. The power relationships within the Visual

Arts Program were more palpable than any system of control I had experienced to

date.

The struggle for my work stemmed from the perception of being siphoned into a sort

of academic post-modern Mannerism, where the professors were the Ideals to which

the students must strive to become pale shadows. This is not to say that such was the

intent of the faculty. Such was the feeling of this student at the time. I can think of a

couple of examples where such relationships exist in the program, and such

relationships are accepted as the norm in most academic fields, where a professor



chooses a protege. But in the arena of contemporary art, I pity the practicing artist

who becomes ensnared as the proteg6. I fear I would be subsumed by the mentor.

Divorcing myself from my previous artistic tactics proved easier said than done. It

never quite happened. The solution, however, could be found in the search for
autonomy: Paranoia. Anxiety. Cabin. Unabomber. Autonomy.

The process of recovery from my spell of acute depression and my continuing

struggle with anxiety presented a particularly prone mental and emotional state with

which to read The Unabomber Manifesto: Technological Society and Its Future. For

the years since its publication in The New York Times and The Washington Post, I
had avoided reading the manifesto, published in return for an end to Theodore

Kaczynski's use of violent tactics. He had manipulated the media through violence

and murder, and though publication of his manifesto ultimately lead to the capture of

the Unabomber, reading his words would prove his tactics successful. As stated in the

manifesto:

Anyone who has a little money can have something printed, or
can distribute it on the Internet or in some such way, but what
he has to say will be swamped by the vast volume of material put
out by the media, hence it will have no practical effect. To make
an impression on society with words is therefore almost
impossible for most individuals and small groups. Take us (FC)
for example. If we had never done anything violent and had

submitted the present writings to a publisher, they probably
would not have been accepted. If they had been accepted and
published, they probably would not have attracted many
readers, because it's more fun to watch the entertainment put

out by the media than to read a sober essay. Even if these
writings had had many readers, most of these readers would
soon have forgotten what they had read as their minds were
flooded by the mass of material to which the media expose them.
In order to get our message before the public with some chance
of making a lasting impression, we've had to kill people.



What, then, are the ethical implications of reading words printed with the blood of

innocent victims; people maimed for life or murdered? More broadly framed, is it

ethical to turn one's attention to a certain agenda if one's attention is gotten through

violent tactics? Is the terrorist's agenda immediately invalidated through the use of

violence against civil society? Are the violent tactics forgivable if the terrorist has a
valid point?

I was forced to admit that Kaczynski had already succeeded in using violence to get

his message out, and shutting my eyes would do nothing to change that. So I read it,

and even found guilty relief in it during a time when I was feeling a high degree of

alienation from the same society against which he was rebelling.

Side-note: Daniel Pearl and the Ethics of Fear

More recently, a similar dilemma arose with the release of the video depicting a

Pakistani radical group's murder of Daniel Pearl, a journalist with the Wall Street

Journal. The video was distributed electronically as extremist propaganda and had

been circulating on numerous sites on the internet. The FBI, the State Department,

and the family of Daniel Pearl had been strongly discouraging the spread of this

imagery, asking internet service providers not to allow this video to be distributed

through their web sites. The blackout had been extremely effective in keeping the
video out of mainstream sight, until The Phoenix put a link to it on the front page of

their website.

When I discovered that Pearl had been killed after having to verbally state his Jewish

background, I decided I would watch the tape if given the opportunity. This is

because of the manner in which the meaning of his death was being suppressed by
authorities on moral, ethical, and patriotic grounds.



Statement from the Publisher preceding the link to the video on The Phoenix web

site:

THOUGHTS ON POLITICAL PORNOGRAPHY
A vile act that is beneath contempt

This is the single most gruesome, horrible, despicable, and horrifying
thing I've ever seen. The outrage I feel as an American and a Jew is
almost indescribable. If there is anything that should galvanize every
non-Jew hater in the world -- of whatever faith, or of no faith --
against the perpetrators and supporters of those who committed this
unspeakable murder - it should be the viewing of this video.

That our government and others throughout the world, who have had
this tape for some time, have remained silent is nothing less than an
act of shame. We, as a nation and as individuals, should, at
minimum, write the president and our congressional delegations and
call for the immediate withdrawal of all support of any nation or group
that does not loudly and resoundingly condemn this act and who
does not openly commit itself to route out from its midst those who
support this and other such heinous acts of pure, cold-blooded
murder.

-- Stephen M. Mindich, Publisher

The FBI has since been able to successfully "convince" the web host to remove the

link to the video. The web host claims to have been threatened with "obscenity"

charges. The FBI claims it only suggested the video's removal and has not

threatened charging anyone under obscenity laws.

Closing one's eyes to atrocity is more dangerous than seeing the propaganda put out
by the perpetrators. I found it troubling that the nature of the murder seemed to be

played down by the government and the media. Why? At best, perhaps they were

operating under the premise that to show the propaganda was to aid the terrorist in

accomplishing his goal. Is that a faulty premise?



The goal of the terrorist is not merely to frighten me with the prospect of atrocious

violence. The goal is to affect political, economic, and social change in the society

against which the act is directed. Merely bearing witness to such atrocity does not

accomplish this goal. Conversely, shutting one's eyes does not prevent the terrorist's

goals from being accomplished. Witnessing atrocity is the responsibility of every
member of society. Feeling the horror, and particularly the outrage, is an integral

step in preventing an escalation of violence. If one tactic does not get the attention of

society, a new one will be employed with greater impact. Along with that goes the

responsibility never to validate the violent tactics by allowing them to accomplish

their political and social goals with impunity. For his violent temper, Moses never

entered the Promised Land.

A month after viewing the small, compressed web video of Pearl's decapitation, I can

shut my eyes and vividly see the final statement of his Jewish identity, followed by
the sawing motion of a man's arm who crouched over Pearl's body in the process of

removing his head. Then the almost clich&d lifting of the severed head to the camera,
Pearl's face slack as though in a deep slumber, the only sure sign of his demise being

the void beneath his chin.

Outrage is an understatement. Is Justice nothing but an illusion? An apparition? As

vague and as absent? Love, hate, vengeance, satisfaction, kindness, power. These

notions are all held within us. Justice, however, implies an external, Universal well of

good and evil, with Justice making things right. Is it a fairy tale? Justice is the

manifestation of a consensus within a society. But there will never be justice for

Daniel Pearl. Like the millions upon million of victims of irrational hate, he's dead.

Everything he ever hoped to experience, to learn, to love, is gone. He never knew his

own child. He'll never see his wife again. Nothing can right that. The most 1, as a

Pearl sympathizer, can hope for is vengeance and retribution. Is that wrong? Is

Justice somehow on a "higher moral plain" than revenge? If one were to believe in

Justice, then one would realize that any action taken to bring about Justice results in
further injustice. The children of a convicted felon lose a parent through no fault of

their own, for example.

What is my personal obligation to Justice? Do I justify the violence of the

Unabomber by reading his words? Do I then assume responsibility for the tactics

employed to get my attention? I concluded, perhaps for expediency, that the



Unabomber's incarceration gave me the freedom to read his words. If he were still

free, still hurting people, or even still putting out new writings, I would choose to

avoid reading the manifesto as a small way of depriving him of success. His tactics

were successful in disseminating his thoughts, but not with impunity.

I entered into a discourse with Kaczynski, who was in turn having his own discourse

with Thoreau. From the manifesto:

1. The Industrial Revolution and its consequences have been a

disaster for the human race. They have greatly increased the life-

expectancy of those of us who live in "advanced" countries, but

they have destabilized society, have made life unfulfilling, have

subjected human beings to indignities, have led to widespread

psychological suffering (in the Third World to physical suffering

as well) and have inflicted severe damage on the natural world.

The continued development of technology will worsen the

situation. It will certainly subject human beings to greater

indignities and inflict greater damage on the natural world, it

will probably lead to greater social disruption and psychological

suffering, and it may lead to increased physical suffering even in
"advanced" countries.

2. The industrial-technological system may survive or it may

break down. If it survives, it MAY eventually achieve a low level

of physical and psychological suffering, but only after passing

through a long and very painful period of adjustment and only at

the cost of permanently reducing human beings and many other

living organisms to engineered products and mere cogs in the

social machine. Furthermore, if the system survives, the

consequences will be inevitable: There is no way of reforming or

modifying the system so as to prevent it from depriving people of

dignity and autonomy.

We agree that the trajectory of the industrial-technological system is

heading toward an eventual reduction in the level of physical and

psychological suffering. We also agree that the current conditions of



this society serve to increase alienation of individuals who, for

whatever reason, require a higher degree of autonomy than the

system prefers to give. You say the consequences will be inevitable,
with no way of reforming or modifying the system. To what

consequences are you referring? Those that deprive people of dignity

and autonomy? To what extent does man's vulnerability to nature

increase his level of dignity and autonomy? One seems merely to

switch one's constraints from technologically and socially rooted to
"naturally" rooted. Is the human suffering from famine or disease

somehow more "dignified" than the suffering from anxiety and

depression caused my an alienating, controlling society? What sort

of autonomy do these victims enjoy? Is an anxiety-riddled middle

manager less autonomous than a lonely mountain hermit avoiding

those anxieties? The fact is, every one of us may choose to exit this

system, eschew "technology" however that may be defined, and

accept the consequences that decision may have on quality of life,
life expectancy, and governance. Clearly, we sacrifice a certain

degree of autonomy in exchange for the benefits and protections

afforded us by an admittedly constrictive, artificial, alienating

environment.

3. If the system breaks down the consequences will still be very

painful. But the bigger the system grows the more disastrous the

results of its breakdown will be, so if it is to break down it had
best break down sooner rather than later.

Which is more disastrous, being killed at the age of 30 or being

killed at the age of 45? It seems your impatience stems from the

prospect of not witnessing the fruits of your labor....

Thus the discourse continued, and my process migrated from the manifesto to the

cabin.



Cabin 3 at Building 9



The chain attached to the typewriter's carriage runs to the gearbox on the floor.
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The chain is pulled to the left while typing and to the right with the carriage return.



The thin chain connects the motion of the typewriter's carriage to the sprocket on the

gearbox. The sprocket has been fitted with a clutch bearing, so that it spins freely in

one direction, and grabs the input shaft when spinning in the other direction, like a

ratchet. This allows the shaft to turn only with the typing of each character, and not

to rewind when the carriage is returned to the beginning of the next line. An

anonymous typist calculated the gear ratio and characters typed per revolution: 84

pages of typing to get one full rotation of the cabin's wheels. That's about one

revolution per manifesto.
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The thick chain drives the cabin's wheels. The chain is taught on the left side of the

sprocket and slack on the right side. This indicates that the sprocket is turning

clockwise from the perspective of this shot, pulling tightly on the left part of the

chain. The motion is too slow, too miniscule to be observed by the naked eye. This,
however, is proof that the sprocket is, indeed, turning the cabin's wheels.
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The chain pulls on the large sprocket, turning the wheels clockwise, which moves the

cabin backwards. The cabin inches ever so slowly toward the brink of the concrete

platform on which it resides. Five or six manifestos would make the cabin fall down

the steps of the plaza.



American building is an act of making do. This act is additive

and concrete (the prototype is the log-cabin, where notched log is

fitted to notched log so that there's no abstraction, no extra

frame-work needed to hold up the walls). American building is

desperate and insistent, in the middle of nowhere....""..

Cabin 3 is an open work, intentionally fluid and receptive to dialectical

interpretations. The meaning of the work also depends on the intent of the typists or

occupants. The regime under which one operates, however, possesses its own

inherent meanings. The participant accepts this manipulation and responds to it.

The dominant component of the regime is the cabin itself. To the informed

participant and viewer, it is a reproduction of Ted Kaczynski's cabin, the origin of

the Unabomber's Manifesto, and the most recognizable icon of sociopathic

technophobia in the United States today. The implications of placing it on MIT

campus are clear and meaningful. To the uninformed participant, it is a simple

wooden shack whose form is reminiscent of the archetypal house, reproduced in

crayon a thousand times each day in 3rd grade classrooms throughout the nation.

These two views embody two divergent lines of expression emanating from the

project. I have been warned that some people, especially those not living in the

United States, would miss the references to the Unabomber, or would not even know

who the Unabomber is. With the risk of seeming grandiose, I would respond that

many people would not immediately link the famous Picasso mural to the town for

which it was named if not for its title, and if the link were made abundantly clear, the

significance of Guernica could still be lost on the uninformed viewer.

Given that situation, what do I do with such warnings? Rule out all references but

the lowest common denominators? Spell it out? Most works hold a number of

different interpretive layers, and some viewers will appreciate certain layers, while

other viewers will be unable or unwilling to access other layers for a variety of

reasons. That is an acceptable situation, particularly if the work is still interesting

without the additional layers of meaning.

Now add to the regime the component of mobility by integrating into the structure

four wheels, with wheel wells cut into the walls of the cabin. Notably, it is not a



cabin on a trailer. It is clearly a cabin-mobile; a hybrid structure. The wheels are as

integral as the roof and walls. This modification, it has been argued, would have

been a sufficient statement. Conflating the Unabomber's cabin with an Oldsmobile,

after all, says volumes. Trailer parks and Americana, the pastoral ideal in American

industrial society, the increasingly nomadic lifestyle of the past, present, and future.

But that wasn't all I had in mind for this project.

My intent is not merely to point out a social condition through visual puns, though

that certainly is part of it. This is a project of personal significance. Where am I in

the regime? How does my situation, my experience, factor into a mobile Unabomber

shack? The answer is contained within the cabin's function.

The participant enters the cabin and is confronted by an empty chair before a

typewriter on a workbench in the middle of the cabin. When the participant sits

before the typewriter, the front door is ajar behind the participant's back. The

participant is seated facing the rear of the cabin. A shelf runs along each wall,

crammed with black 3-ring binders. Most of them are empty. Some of them contain

collected writings by the participant's predecessors. Some of the writings are

meaningful. Some of them are messages to the artist, some to MIT, and some to

God. And of course, the obligatory repetitions of the sentence, "ALL WORK AND

NO PLAY MAKE JACK A DULL BOY." This was the most common contribution

by anonymous participants and cannot be ignored.

By democratic process, Stanley Kubric's The Shining has been brought within the

walls of Cabin 3. Jack Nicholson's character, a man driven to madness by the closed

resort hotel in which he lives with his wife and son during a terrible winter, secluded

by the elements from the rest of the world, sits at his typewriter and types day-in and

day-out. His wife decides to take a peek while Jack's away, and she discovers reams

and reams of typed pages filled with the sentence, "All work and no play make Jack a

dull boy."

Jack meets Theodore Kaczynski in the cabin from which the Unabomber's terror

emanated. It was never my intent to give these two references the proximity created

for them by random typists merely testing out the typewriter. No doubt, Jack

Nicholson's use of the typewriter in The Shining is the most dominant image of

typewriter usage in contemporary pop culture today. Add to that the parallel of a



man turned violently psychotic, driven to murder in a plot where the architecture

becomes a psychological state. A more appropriate reference does not exist.

While the participant types, he or she is studying the mechanical relationship between

the typewriter and the cabin. Each keystroke, unlike that of a computer's keyboard,
sends a thump through the cabin and the body, providing a visceral feedback to the

typist of the ramifications of each keystroke. The gearbox assembly is mounted

above the floor, so the progress of typing becomes visually, intuitively linked to the

effect that mode of expression has on the cabin's state. The cabin gains the slightest

degree of velocity, carrying the typist forward while the typist pushes the cabin back.

What is the meaning of this interaction? It is highly equivocal. The cabin itself is

looking back in relation to its trajectory. The typist is facing forward in relation to

the same trajectory. Is the cabin moving the typist, or is the typist moving the cabin?

Does the participant operate in complicity or resistance? Clearly they move each

other, and the act of resistance merges with the act of complicity. The motion is

regression, relative to the cabin's orientation. It is progression, relative to the

participant's orientation

"What is your intention? What are you saying?" Some people jump to the

conclusion that I'm aligning myself with Kaczynski. I view that interpretation with

disdain, perhaps with a tinge of defensiveness. It is a surface reading, though,

without much thought to the cabin's overall function as part of a dispositif The

massive machinic assemblage that is MIT, with its bureaucracy, its financial

holdings, its research and patents... and Cabin 3 is a part of it, accepted into the fold

with relatively little resistance.

Perhaps this tests the notion that a revolution can be rendered less and less necessary.

Autonomy can be exercised if one can navigate the labyrinth. Privacy will be gone,
and nothing can be done to change that. Autonomy may still be possible without

privacy. A world without secrets can even be liberating under the right conditions.

How can Cabin 3 be seen as aligning the artist with Kaczynski when the project,

above all else, exposes him as obsolete? Kaczynski dreams of a complete revolution

that erases all knowledge and memory of industrial technology from the human race

to the point that it can never be regained. I view that as a delusion that can never



happen without the complete extermination of the human race. But then it's just a

matter of evolutionary time before it all begins again. A world of globally

destructive super-cockroaches. This is because, ultimately, this kind of development

is inherent in our nature. Technological progress is as natural and awkward as going

through puberty.

That said, Kaczynski points out many real problems in his manifesto. I particularly

identify with his psychological state, but I'm not convinced it is so easily explained

by technology. It is not the tool, but what we do with it. Television is not inherently

bad, but the tastes of most of the people watching it are. Kaczynski never seems to

admit that the society he hates is a society of individuals who make the system what

it is.



Talking expresses the self; writing makes a thing outside of the self. If

orality is dance and music, then writing is architecturex

Oral language numbs. Written language demands. The listener

dreams; the reader struggles.x



Perhaps the strongest allies I have are two artists from a previous generation. They

may object, but I claim them as my predecessors. I see the footsteps of Vito Acconci

and Krzyzstof Wodiczko under my feet as I push onward, and while my steps leave

their own imprints on the terrain, the marks of these two artists create the path.

In particular, Vito Acconci's Instant House

(1980), and Krzyzstof Wodiczko's Vehicle-

Podium (1979) serve as landmarks for the

navigation of Cabin 3 through the wilderness

to the location it now occupies. The

hybridity inherent in the design of these two

works manufactures a correspondence and a

dialectic between conflated elements. Instant

House makes use of the American flag and

the Soviet flag, combining them within a

machine that resembles both a game and a

trap for the viewer/participant. When the

participant sits on the seat of the swing the

four flags swing upward, forming a



temporary architectural structure, an archetypal house and a cell, with the hidden

soviet flag displayed on the exterior and the American flag surounding the participant

within the interior.

Wodiczko's Vehicle-Podium reacts to

speech, advancing the speaker through

space based on the feedback of the

speaker's voice. Here the notion of

progress is interrogated by Wodiczko's

cross breeding of vehicle and podium.

The speaker moves the podium and the

podium moves the speaker. Voice is

motion. Speech is progress. While the

podium is reactive, the speaker enjoys a

nominal degree of autonomy within the

machine. It is the illusion of progress

within a very closed system whose end

is preordained. It is a dictatorial regime,
not unlike mine, with an eye toward

democracy and the illusion of

autonomy.

These two men come from very

different backgrounds. Acconci, the

poet. Wodiczko, the designer. At some

point they seem to have crossed paths,
however.

... those vehicles were nothing other than metaphorical

concretazation of that one great vehicle that was the technocratic

Poland of central planning, the Poland of progress, a progressive

movement of the Newtonian type.""



Instant House also creates a very closed system. In fact, it is binary in nature, much

like the polarized world of the Cold War. With that system gone, Instant House

becomes a relic encapsulating a now-dead world while Vehicle-Podium enjoys a

sustained proximity to the evolving global system; the catastrophe of progress.

Positioning the hybrid cabin/vehicle/writing-machine in public, on MIT campus,

places the visual pun of the hybrid structure on a rather confrontational trajectory.

This is no longer a private joke amongst colleagues. The hybrid structure becomes

vulnerable while exploiting the vulnerability of its site. Cabin 3 benefits from a void

left by the prior removal of the Alexander Calder sculpture that had occupied the

elevated plaza in front of MIT's Building 9 some years earlier.

Cabin 3 is a parasite on Buidling 9, and MIT's Department of Architecture and

Department of Urban Studies and Planning constitute the nourishment. This parasite

infiltrates its host in a most public venue, exposed to the constant traffic of

Massachusetts Avenue. It is a shy, troubled exhibitionist, not unlike Ted Kaczynski,

who fled society, but would not let it lay. The cabin sits slightly askew of its

environment, paralleling neither architectural nor infrastructural elements. It exudes a

sense of contradiction with its environment. It is not the same as Building 9 and

makes no pretense at blending in.

The door to the cabin remains ajar, inviting the curious to investigate. An empty

chair beckons, as do the empty binders lining the shelves. The cabin puts the viewer

on the spot, and the moment the viewer becomes participant, the participant is

implicated and accepts a degree of complicity.

The participant loads a sheet of paper into the typewriter, just as Kaczynski did. The

participant types tentatively, and by manipulating the keys, is manipulated and

implicated by the cabin. The participant feels each letter reverberate through the

wood of the cabin, up through the chair, and into the participant's body. The thump

of each letter is amplified as it interacts with the cabin's infrastructure, nudging the

cabin along, ever so slightly, with each keystroke. The participant's reaction is almost

universal: Satisfaction.



Procession

The cabin needed to go from its place of birth at N52 to its installation site at

Building 9 about a third of a mile down Massachusetts.



I had a few options. As the cabin's modularity allowed for repeated assembly and

disassembly, it could be taken apart into chunks and loaded into a truck, then

reassembled on the plaza at Building 9. It became clear that such a method would be

a colossal waste of an opportunity, as the image of the cabin lumbering down

Massachusetts Avenue would be priceless.

I decided the cabin had to roll on its own wheels to its destination. While it was not

capable of steering, it was designed to be mobile. A few calls to Cambridge and MIT

Police, and the clearance was set. I was told only that I was expected to obey the

traffic laws.

"Finals week" is certainly not a good time to procure assistance for such endeavors.

However, with some luck I was able to summon a dozen or so helpers, mostly

graduate students in the Department of Architecture. I didn't know most of them, but

the novelty of pushing the Unabomber's cabin down Massachusetts Ave was enough

to garner their assistance.

At 9:30 PM we rolled the cabin, completely in tact, through the gates of the courtyard

at building N52, where it was constructed, and into the side street. It cleared the

gateway with just an inch or two of clearance and was born into the city of

Cambridge without a hitch.



Maneuvering the cabin would prove to be the biggest challenge, as it was easy

enough to roll with one person using one hand. To turn, however, the back end of the

cabin needed to be lifted off the ground and shifted to whichever direction was

necessary. That is what the dozen helpers were for.
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We had requested police escort and were told they were on the way, but after ten

minutes of twidling our thumbs, my helpers became impatient to get on with the

show, as their own work beckoned. Like Aaron at the foot of Mount Sinai, I chose to

accommodate this impatience by giving the go-ahead to embark on Massachusetts

Avenue. A small party took advanced positions and halted traffic while the rest of us

rolled Cabin 3 onto the thoroughfare. That is when the police arrived, quite unhappy

that we started without them. Their minor collision with the cabin heightened their

anger to the point of calling off the whole operation.





The MIT police escort drives while angry and accidentally hits Cabin 3.



"Get this off the street!" shouted the officer.

As I had gone the previous few nights without sleep, "What do you mean?" was all I

could muster.

"Who told you to start?" he demanded.

I responded, "I did; I mean, it's my project. Who was supposed to tell me to start?"

This was not a good beginning. I feared it was heading immediately toward disaster.

I promptly apologized and explained that the cabin cannot be removed from the

street. After some cooling off, the officer allowed us to continue with the operation.



And so the procession down Massachusetts Avenue commenced with one police

cruiser at the front and two bringing up the rear, emergency lights flashing

relentlessly for the 20 minutes it took to run the gauntlet.
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In Unison: One, two, three!









The shift supervisor is summoned by his subordinates but sees no problem with the operation



We hastily set up two planks as a ramp up the steps of the plaza. Sanjit Sethi arrived

with his truck and nudged the cabin up the incline as three of us pulled on a rope

from the top of the incline. Cabin 3 had commenced its residence on the elevated

plaza in from of Building 9. The procession was complete.
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The Castle

The never-beheld, always-expected applicant, truly thirstingly expected

and always reasonably regarded as out of reach - there this applicant

sits. By his mute presence, if by nothing else, he constitutes an

invitation to penetrate into his poor life, to look around there as in

one's own property and there to suffer with him under the weight of his

futile demands. This invitation in the silent night is beguiling. One

gives way to it, and now one has actually ceased to function in one's

official capacity. It is a situation in which it very soon becomes

impossible to refuse to do a favour. To put it precisely, one is

desperate; to put it still more precisely, one is very happy. Desperate,

for the defenseless position in which one sits here waiting for the

applicant to utter his plea and knowing that once it is uttered one must

grant it, even if, at least in so far as one has oneself a general view of the

situation, it positively tears the official organization to shreds...."'



This is perhaps the most optimistic encapsulation of the cabin's function, and one

that, with the greatest proximity to my heart, causes my pulse to race, if only for a

moment. In its literary context, it acquires tragic irony with the darkest of humor, as

the bureaucrat Birgel reveals this shining ray of hope to K. just as K. loses

consciousness in hopeless slumber.

If Cabin 3 is K., then MIT is the Castle, and I certainly would not be the first to make

such a characterization of MIT's modus operandi. It was purely by coincidence that

The Castle was the last book I read before starting my education at MIT, but nothing

could have been more appropriate.

I had secured permission to keep Cabin 3 on MIT campus until June 6. June 7 was

Commencement, and I was encountering resistance regarding the possibility of

exposing Cabin 3 to the proud parents of MIT's fresh crop of graduates. So I

compromised for the sake of expediency, hoping it would be easier to extend the

project's duration once it was in place.

I inquired with the Department of Grounds regarding the possibility of extending the

project's duration through Commencement. My email went unanswered, so I called

after a couple days and re-submitted my request for an extended duration. I was

rather taken aback by the response I received. I was told that extending the project's

duration is not an option, and furthermore, the structure needs to be removed as soon

as possible. When I asked why, I was told the cabin posed a security risk.

I eventually tracked down the source of this directive through MIT police to the

Commencement Planning Committee and a woman named Gayle, who I should call

Klamm and whose name I recognized from the many rejected requests by students to

use certain spaces for their projects.

For several days, I shared K.'s exasperation, attempting in vain to meet with the

source of this directive; a directive that came to me in the form of a rumor. She

seemed always to be in "security meetings" regarding Commencement and, in

particular, the Commencement address to be delivered by the President of the World

Bank, James Wolfensohn. Just as I had begun to believe the rumor to be a fabrication



out of thin air, and after many emails, phone calls, and office drop-ins, I was granted

a meeting with one of MIT's bureaucrats to discuss the cabin's immediate future.

Stephen "Immer" Immerman, Director of Enterprise Services, Office of the

Executive Vice President, MIT, agreed to meet at the cabin and discuss the risk it

posed with regard to security. From my meeting with him, it became clear that they

were preparing for the inevitability of protests against the World Bank. Immer's

vision of Commencement was reminiscent of Mad Max or Lord of the Flies, with

protestors seizing the cabin, rolling it into the street, and setting it ablaze as a

roadblock whilst running amuck. That, combined with the possibility of a post-

September-I Ith terrorist hiding a bomb in there, sealed the deal. The cabin would be

removed with or without my cooperation. Somehow, though, I was able to get a

much longer extension of the project's duration in exchange for my cooperation.

One benefit of this inconvenience was the headline of the press release I subsequently

distributed to the media: "MIT Deems Public Art Project Security Risk".



Sat, 01 Jun 2002 15:27:55 -0400

Seth,

I understand that the cabin outside of building 9

is your project. I am writing in my capacity as

Chair of the Facilities Use Committee and as the

person to whom security issues at MIT report. I

need to know when the cabin is coming down and in

particular to be able to confirm that it will be

removed prior to Commencement this coming Friday.

If you cannot take it apart by Friday, I can

arrange to have it done for you through our

Facilities Department. Please advise as soon as

possible.

Many thanks,

-immer



At 01:10 PM 6/1/02 -0700, Seth wrote:

immer,

I have been endeavoring to meet with someone about

this for the latter half of the past week. The

people with the key to the place it would be moved

to have gone on vacation. Additionally, as the

project has been well received, I have been

seeking permission to extend the duration of its

installation at Building 9. The only hurdle seems

to be Commencement.

If there are security concerns regarding

Commencement, I would like to hear what they are

so that I may acomodate them. If the problem is

that it is perceived as an eyesore, or someone

finds it disagreeable, I question whether that is

a proper reason to remove the project from its

site. If there are real security concerns, I'd

like to meet with someone to come up with an

amicable solution. For instance, are there any

steps that can be taken to secure the building (ie

sealing all orifices and giving keys to MIT

police, staying with the structure at all times,

getting a guard?) If there is absolutely no

solution other than the removal of the structure,

then I would like to arrange for temporary storage

in a nearby space, (there is plenty of parking

behind Building 9) so that the structure may

return the next day.

NOTE: There is no reason to take the structure

apart. It is mobile. This is a graduate thes'is

project and deserves the degree of consideration

given to other graduate-level academic work at

MIT.

Sincerely,

Seth Weiner



Seth,

Thanks for getting back so quickly. I would be

happy to meet with you and anyone else to share

the security concerns that we have and see if we

cannot craft a solution. While Commencement is my

prime concern, I do have another perspective that

I should share. That is, in the many years that I

have been involved in one way of another with

projects like yours, my understanding is that they

are by definition, temporary.

Regardless of how well the cabin was received, it

must come down or be moved at some point. I'm

guessing from your note that you have plans for

that eventuality when you referenced the location

to which it will be moved currently being unable

to be unlocked.

I'm not all that concerned about how it looks. I

am concerned that it is, what we call, "an

attractive nuisance." So, aside from what we do

with it during Commencement, I do want to know

when it will be relocated permanently. I have all

kinds of bureaucratic, boring, and legalistic

reasons why I need to know.

I have time Monday after 11:00 if you are

available.

-Immer



Immer,

Thank you for your responsiveness. I can meet

with you Monday anytime after 11:00. Let me know

when's the best time. As for the extended

duration of the project, yes, it is still by its

nature a temporary installation. I would love to

extend it beyond Commencement and through the

month of June, into July. This is because I would

like to make some improvements after commencement

to the structure and its mechanisms.

I don't know if you've had a chance to see the

cabin, but it is a time-dependent project, slowly

accumulating information with each day that

passes. I would like to continue collecting

information within the cabin (passersby leave

several pages a day of thoughts and whatnot) and

have plenty of time to document everything for the

written thesis, which I will finish by mid-July.

Additionally, as part of the project, I am

transcribing the writings of Thoreau on the

typewriter in the cabin. I didn't realize,

initially, how long all of this would take and had

expected to be ready to take the project away by

Commencement if I were unable to get the project

extended. It was upon doing the legwork for

extending the project that I got word of possible

security risks and the need to take the cabin away

asap.

I hope this is enough background to give you a

picture of the situation in preparation for our

meeting.

the attractive nuisance,

Seth



We met at the cabin to discuss its fate. Immer was a jovial middle aged fellow with a

moustache groomed to curl up at its ends, wearing a tie with his shirtsleeves rolled up

a bit. He was there, as lie put it, "to play the bad guy." A role, to his credit, he did

not play very well.



Seth,

Very nice to have met you!

I talked with Mr. Norman Magnuson in our

Facilities Department about moving the cabin

around the corner until after the weekend. He

will contact you and arrange a time for you to

help with the moves.

As we agreed, the cabin can remain back in front

of building 9 until the end of June so that you

can collect more data. It will be removed on or

about June 30.

Also, as I mentioned, you should strongly consider

securing the door at night to mitigate the chance

of having "overnight guests" in the structure.

Good luck with all your endeavors and your future

plans. Be in touch if there is anything I can do

to assist.

-Immer



Cabin 3 is placed behind a cement barricade during MIT's Commencement.



Immer was kind enough to arrange for MIT to do all the work involved in the

relocation and subsequent replacement of the cabin. Their means and methods were

drastically different from mine.







Completing the compromise: Two Cruisers, a Forklift, and Cabin 3.



Kaczynski's cabin en route to the Californio warehouse.



Spotlight

After the cabin ceased to pose a security risk and was returned to its site, I put

together documentation of the project in the form of a website. This was part of the

Media Manipulation aspect of Cabin 3, perhaps the weakest link in the chain of

events I had conspired to manufacture. I never managed to get the attention of the

mainstream media. The website was primarily a place for recipients of the press

release to go for more information.

I decided it could be more than that, though. The site was the digital manifestation of

Cabin 3, complete with its location on MIT's networks. VAPSERVER.MIT.EDU

was the digital courtyard at N52 in which I constructed the project. The website

needed to behave like the Cabin occupying public space on MIT's campus. I

submitted the Cabin 3 website to receive the MIT homepage "spotlight", taking over

the MIT logo on the MIT homepage, together with the link: "Cabin3: Public art

installation". A flurry of emails and phone calls ensued, and the Web Content

Administrator's last-minute demand for a disclaimer to the web audience followed.



Wed, 19 Jun 2002

Hi Seth,

Thanks for your spotlight request, and for making

the changes Margaret suggested. Cabin3 seems like

a really interesting project! I also love the home

page graphic you submitted.

As we select spotlights, we make a special effort

to include spotlights that are of interest to the

community beyond MIT, as well as those on-campus.

It is important that people's first impression of

MIT be a positive one, that reflects our values

and our goals.

While Cabin3 is clearly an interesting experiment,

it is unclear what was learned by doing the

project, or what a home page visitor would learn

from visiting the site.

Additionally, I am concerned that people might not

understand the connection with the Unabomber.

Since the MIT home page is intended for a wide

audience, including international students and

parents, there is considerable room for

misinterpretation.

I would be happy to talk to you about this with

you further. Please feel free to call or email me.

Best,

Susan



Wed, 19 Jun 2002

Hi Susan,

I'm glad you seem to find the project and graphic

interesting.

Regarding background info, I would be happy to

include links to more information on Theodore

Kaczynski and Henry David Thoreau.

As for what was learned by doing the project,

allow me to first clarify that this was not an

"experiment" in the traditional sense. I am a

graduate student in the Visual Arts Program. It

is a public art project, funded by the MIT Council

for the Arts, the Department of Architecture, and

the office of the Arts, and while I have learned

quite a bit from undertaking this project, it is

not purely educational or didactic in nature. Its

primary purpose is not to inform or instruct. It

is an artistic proposition; one which allows for

the input and interaction of the MIT community.

Furthermore, without the interactions of members

of the MIT community, the project would not be

successful. Think of it as a play, and anyone who

enters the cabin an actor. It provides for the

participant, simply put, a unique experience

dictated by the installation. I see the MIT

homepage spotlight as an excellent way of

informing the MIT community and the general public

about the project. What better way to highlight

the diverse, open, and robust nature of MIT

academics than to spotlight a project such as

this?

As for what is learned by visiting the web

site.... Do you mean, besides learning about



Cabin 3? The purpose of the site is to convey the

essence of this particular MIT-based artwork to a

web audience.

I hope this helps. Are you hinting that you are

uncomfortable with spotlighting this project?

What interpretations are you worried about? Is it

regarding the actual project, or is it the press

release? Time is running out for the project, so

I would be grateful if we could resolve this as

soon as possible and commence with the

spotlighting.

Thanks,

Seth



We then spoke on the phone and it was decided that I would write a disclaimer

geared toward a web audience that is forced to experience Cabin 3 only through the

mediated digital environment. I was essentially asked to refute any possible negative

interpretations of this project vis-A-vis MIT. This preceded any visitor's encounter

with my website:



Cabin 3

Cabin 3 is a public art installation by Seth Weiner, MIT graduate student in the

Visual Arts Program. The project, made with the support of the MIT Council for

the Arts, the Department of Architecture, and the Office of the Arts, uses the

Unabomber's cabin as its primary reference. When encountering a remake of the

Unabomber's cabin, even with dramatic alterations, one may be tempted to

interpret the project as glorifying the terrorist who provided the inspiration for this

project's form. Nothing could be farther from the truth.

The Unabomber Manifesto is subtitled, Technological Society and its Future. The

placement of Cabin 3 at MIT brings to the public sphere the issue of MIT's role in

the development of our techno-industrial society and the extent to which the MIT

community can influence its future development.

A large part of this community comes to MIT with the knowledge that there are

problems that need solutions and questions that need answers. Theodore

Kaczynski, aka the Unabomber, addresses some of these problems in his manifesto,

but gives up on "the system". Cabin 3 functions as a place for members of the MIT

community to enter a space much like Kaczynski's home, to write on a typewriter

identical to the one Kaczynski used to write The Unabomber Manifesto, and to have

that physical act result in the entire cabin rolling backwards. Much of the MIT

community shares with Kaczynski a need to change the status quo and a desire to

influence the shape of the future. The numerous positive contributions to society

from individuals at MIT become possible when this desire for change is channeled

to constructive ends.

Cabin 3 is a public artistic proposition that requires the input of members of the

MIT community in order to function. It is a project open to multiple

interpretations and functions much as a set in a theater production. Anyone who

enters becomes a player, in a sense, and is thrust into a typewritten discussion

where the participant, Theodore Kaczynski, and Henry David Thoreau (clearly an

influence on Kaczynski's cabin and ideals) engage in a conflation of ideas (or lack

thereof) that has only one guaranteed outcome; driving the cabin back.
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today they Id Ar t have any 3bd shoes in the 43count tin thet woul ft
they had some go=^ shoes th-t di-int fit but the ones th-
they were insults they were ehea -p rer ales "X E-o h-eL -M)woul" have founA them t essbothe rsome If they werert rerakes che
ap et iCf I can 'YanAle but these were not only ches but rr
replicas infeerior products tyIng t convince the world tha they
were - brtght JnA shin'r star remakes Cr nee Geod shoes
hoes h that the custo mere hal asked for shoes that people

had writen to sa-cony shbout soes that ha^ asrve^ them ril that
they a pre clated so sacory made a orre but left out the
parts that u-le thze good in the first place they mAe them
because they had becere ras! onarl' because teenaged consumee
rs had decided that they liked th em and they have little
knowlege -7 what ne-?e them populhr in the first place so tb
buy and saucony Makes and when t ! sl de re there alt a
rack in the back of rome starre w th the eumbarrasinr skeletons ofu
our cansx-Mer stic clost t at even I wont buy and the A
price goes up on these 4Also they now are thrty dollars for

pathetic excuse fat-a running shoe so I do c Ied to put
ch-e t - pair of now shoes i foun4 a p ir for thirty dollars
gh is the sam. price I -oul' hav paid for the otheecnee any ;
t to say that money is my only motivAtor on the contr-ry

hate money but I would like to not soend it to encogeggpureso its ae t I found a pair that fit well it b
important that toy f It .ell it 'ceeps me from hurt'ngr y feet
they also were trail running shoes which is a n.-w phenomenon
there Used to not exi t sch a thing as tre il running shoes
before yupples AecideA it was cool to be outdoorsy all shoes
were trail running shoes but now they exist in won erfull
shades of br en and hunter-gree wIth lar ger shoe laces end
birger treads not that any of this makes Pny d'fference on the
trail but th ey do imply that the wearer goes to the w-ooeds to
run theat they re outdoorsy act! Ve the suv of the
running shoe world you m' ght say but i bought then a ny ways
they were irexpensiv e and comfortable -, :o noe I wear ttes*
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and they arent so bad it took me ove e an hor to decide *rhich pair
to buy Iam aw ful at decision it took *bout a half hour to

1ci1e h-t the discount ehoes were not good enough which I could
tell upon first inspection bu' t had to go through an-! check e ch
one in'1iv lually to make surre I do not want to amek mistk
MiS takes so after decideir that they were no good 'I then
had to make the A'ec-jion that I was go1 g to buy a new pair that todc
cuite some ti e yolsee ivo only bought shoes form the eiscocont
bin for over ter years now only once in that time id I buy a pair
of shoes fror a store other than that one and only once did ibuy
a pair rf shoes from a discount bin o ther than that one and it
as rerely - tlscount bin in another state j was going to go A

bikin E nd my shoes were in very bad aba pe and I do not Ike
to wer b otc while hiking they are njust another tool to make
money for com-panies that understard that yuppies- like to look outsy
this is a side n te the return spring on the carriage is not
strong enough at the end -of the lines it Is having zome trouble
so I do n t he- r the bell and I type over lettere it gives
we :ne core theln; to be conscious of while typing aR d strocth
bu' I guess th's car not be helped i have never typed on a I
fu'ly mechanicl type -rter befor i must sa" that it takes
per sisterce you rus t go slower and you must push very hard
my hands Pre becowilrg sore my grand mother was a secrvtary b*
ba ck in the nineteenteens she probably used somethlrg much wo
worse than this I alwaye h* a great leat of admiration fa

her she muest hqrve he stron hne 9t any r-ate I
shoul-' probably get hac t ' on tr-'et I like to hike :n
rurning shooes they are lighter and do not give my feet blistee
i am actually curious about these trail shoes for that matter
1 wonAer if they willgive me better staIlity on the tra'l i
eomehow doubt it but i do r ot like to be closeminded wO
I shal give ther a try it % as cuite a mornin: you seet
I hed rr.'ved at the hon store before they h.d opered bE
before th shoe 'torre I ha" gone to the fabr c store I ned

needed some threaA to sew a pair of pants I had i ran out of
thread a few das ago I have two pairs of army issue dr es npat
parts I buty t hese at army surplus stores for about three dolls
which o isnt ha^ they are f'fty percent wool and fifty perce4
poly ester which means they are arm eve n when wet ant
a re also lightweight and dry quickly very good pants the
trouble is tha t they are very old and wear trhough quickly so
I have to stitch them often It I recnetly ga'ned access toa sweirg
m-achine so thIs isuch eas'e I Just rej Ized that the retw
sprin'- is not entirely t' blame the reason f is not going to the

en of the page is betcause of varying torque on the drIve sha ft t
as the gears turn ond backlahe t s reroved the torcue increases
an the t'res are not flat e- they re uire a varted am6un of
t -rw ue to make them totate so at certain points the spring wil
rot have enough forche to ma're the wheels turn and pull the
carriage alona this is a ^esgn flat after lookling t the
gear box I noted th at the trout gear is nn a slip clutch so
it only turn the input shaft as the carr ge move C from right to

left th return aetior onl- causes the gear to slip on the sht
this !sakes sente it one is to assume that the structure- needs to g
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forward at any rat, since the typerr ter must supply the
neceessry fortde to move the carriage from right to left there U
a llited amount of energy that canbe supplied but if the rol
r ller clutch were b be reverse d then the return act4on of 1b
carriage which is inputted by the user w ruld move the gears
since a user can apply a vared an e relatively unlimt ed art
ramount of evnergy it :oulV be a much better cerf iguration for
this application at anyrate I have tno tools wth me so
I car not fix this sot shall continue to persever unaIer the
current conditi ne i believe i last left ff describing the
need for three4  i lw e to purchase thel thread at sOw lor
discount fabrIces o n cambridge street it is entertaining to me
how the sewing worI" is so fon"-of punAs there Is also a
sew Isticsted sheon and a sew fantast'tc shop er the
sewing machine I use sa u siethlng to the eftec' of sew eas on ty
so i purohees thre 4n it cost tw -dollars It W Re the thickest
threwq I c nulP buy I t wtAs male of one hundred percent n:lon w
which w'11 not Reteriorste with moisture and is ver stren;

w e also just thinktn7 that a c-nstant *orche serir> woulr ot
al-e improve the current configuration ?t any rate 1
purchle the tbrea an proce-e ' to the riuc-ny a -tre they
were not ooen so i 4ec'en? o walk to cetnel squ-re to ott i
the othe* items I neded IP had, take 1 n way there It
streets croun4 here really turn me around so i at
arrived in certr*' seuare -nt went to pill hardware store
thiy are much better than econoly whIch barely pasees i
a hard-are store they mostly sell furniture i am currenj
beirs bothered by some stupi. person who t asin6g quel 13 '-rn of s
thai l. ve y fruetratior why do they thir k i know anythin6
about this i am not the organizer I am just fIlling ny role
why Wont they bt me do y my hob just leave me along I has' 'W*
do the y insist though as if they have sam right to my infor

pn as if i have to respond they kee 'p aksing and Is
become more persittnet they raise their vol ce as if i

just 4 10Int hear them no you ignorant fool lam ignoring yo

I am not hear to entertain or to enlighten yoou I am not
hear to make yor miserable life any eae ier you will hve to 4
do yo ur own work perta's the Internet or the televlsion has

taught you that all things will come to you if you selt there en

st4ff enough cheetos down your mouth if only you consumed more
then oul be happy' if only everyone else around you bent to
your WhAs then you coul" b e happy you obes e fuekes
fat Otn the shit you purchase watch on the tube from your cook
r-ach nasted lives purchase it at the glass covered utopia
that your n d earned dollsra brought Into ex'stence bring it
hose ta to stuff it int& the gaping 4hyyss t that is your life
keepp bri' suv aftaer du4tfullof vid-oAmes and televisons -nd
co wputers a clothes and P$- food and the million other pieces fo.
shit that y 7 ag to y our l4ir keep brinigi . t home and pour
it into that 4 you ca11 a sodt it willnever fill it will only
serve to remini you of yo r emptiness the c natant lack tha
can not be f i1led with any amount of nineteen ininetyf ve conacet

se sets of your favorite oldies it c-an not be fille d with the
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only toothpate that gets yor teeth whiter it can not be ftlled
with the smooth:er and longer lasting beer it can not be filled
wth your worbless spouse and the little selfish spawn of her loins
they all merely serve to remind you of the fac) that you can not be fild
f l1ed noe vyo point yor nikon camera at me ad your
brand new dIgital camera at me and you take inone moar III tle bitof my muli tryi ni to tka wh2'1 hq a we 1 you c'nt have it you
could take me back to your filthy home an' shchop me up and slowly
feed me into yor four hundred dollar blender tat you can only buymail order from switz erland you could ^rink e down fullycinsume me and it w oils still nt ftll you you are the void
yo .are the reason bat th- 1 w. it unha Py you are the reason that
yo are unfullfilled yo u grate upon my soul with your constant
need i will not fullfi'il you i tell you again I wIll not f
faklf.-ill you just -s ive told you thousans of times before
but I Tno it sta*re no differenc so i take a deep breath I
ImagIne a 'orl' "i thout yo sna then you d6Psane sr anl i beginto taPl ob-tut my trip to thA hardre tor- s 'ain pill hariwar e
is semalle stor it ' wellyou -nthing thorh especiall:y keys
which are not to be Iuolicated which 'r by I went there today I
needed a'fe I em working on this lock so 'can ek ?e certe in
people out o' ce tain area but it needs to be especial lock towatch those aroun^ it so ' fun^ ore I found a oc-rfect match
il I enre to ^o notr is to wr e a e for it so i went ther to fin
a blank the persor eleeir; thing ,as a bI t hesitant WhitW
i -alrags fird odd is n+ he 'ntent to make money why sbih b
car I hove m ney he has product its all l'gical at ay
rate h Insisted that be coul4 no' fIt a blank into alock b
that it reeded to b: cut "'rst af teel pointed out the er=
he then insIsted that h- did not have any blanket that woultf
I then p inte^ out to b it on the rack f keys thanthtre were
two rows of keys that might ift so he then gave In and elet me
try keys i found a blan that f t vil so I bought two the
kre 1 e a tion but i can vut it down it shoul work
I left the store and proceeded back to cabrige treet this time
tadIng "eborter p ath on the wa i paesee a playaround that
hal been r cently rumodle 6 and with ll f these sorte of t
thing they h-e ta'ken down the S -o equptr'-t and replaced it
ewIth bray-1 new plastic paradses stuff that kids do not wt
but makes politicians and parents happt" beca se we all know th4
whet a playground Is for but this one was a bit differret
It ho! the only plece of new equiptwent that I fel t was an

imprivement it evs a ten foot high gelesle dome wth a rope
tensegrity structur insIde bae Ically a tn-'foot sphere of a
spiders nest very intensq both visually an^ physi cal y
i climbed for a while and diecilded to go oto the Sotr e i b
I Sot to the store .nd finished my shpoppinq and rembered that i
had ne more thing to get I needed a a journal not for me
i rea 1- 41ont do that sort of t'n eanymore I really donr ft
the need to document eve y as eat of my IC dwbra anyways
qnd when I go bek and rere -^ them they rnly amuse we as to what

a fool I used to b not that It not a fool row but im
getting better at ayrte - resed a jo urnal for afirned
who is currently un'er scrutIny they are try'ng 'to ellidnete hi
An1 be needs pr:of to fight orf the man with so he w 11 keep
a vigilant record of alltha'ngs tha t tranepire bhe will top4 themin 't secure place ond when hey jmake theIr move he will make
his and just'ct shall preval at least I ho pae one
can only hope in the face of what is transpIrinS on this c-ampus
but that is another story i went to univesity stationa ry for

103



a jo rnal again i make a siefe note soomeone just enteedaho raised my spirits she looked as if she understood shewanted to type i feel a little guilty that I dit not I mmediately
relinnuish to her but I am almost done and hse sal a dhe woullbo back so !must continue but theN ,re others i am notalone and the world is not loaet amonsat the of"fspringof beunfullfIlleI at anyr ate i purchased a nice h-ir 4 de 
journal for him on the way to university at ationayr rhich'w-e to inetea4 of aerl be cuae of the atm Osphere iniene a
the scent of reality oh Join chr et anotheer suited fucki
asking the obvious ques1'ins th4gt aryone who hast rotted their
bra r in front of the boob tuber'woulA know the answrO to A
at anyerqte I stoppe by the saivation ar my there I *
purchasel four records nothihg of any gre.at note $perhas the most interex ting is the jimmy swag6art albumoh the spring is botherIng me again barle mak ing I a
across the pase an m -re flab'sa and mre flahees 'I
think I sha 'l stop now ry hands are very sore andthere
nothing more to say on th is topic nerhais I shallcome ha '
later anl explore what rea ly needs to be explored at any I
rate hope aIle well wit h you
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ar enared

9 '"e r - orried A
horrifying
and row im a cared

fe~ t e+ Sthie is how I anend a' - fe
s cored
first i -as scared of my mothe r
hen v as scorei -T my frienis

then I Wass scor^ of sc -1...nrt Aing well enough
;rmAes, xeore... -you know .eve y ne at mit tend to be
scored of ,that...fiilur . incompetance. its not an interest ing
or yuni-u e fear. I t1ve teenscared of myself. that I could hove
curt ryse f not t- 1 t I heave any elirse er.... es res (this is
not an er-n nio keyboird) des're 1-o hurt -e f
n w I -uess I vs I- - new rode

i am nor rcara I af 'overs
past
and
present
I Ilk- --w this tyner, e-'se' r equires no electricity
it wIll rin foreve: if you keen t clean
I f u wIIh Pne f ' ' o"ers toAa y
or rex UV ant *h t great
its been s mwhnt rmo'nt nj, 'n fact
this m-kes im -ngry, 'ssd, trust' tel...he is Cart F to

h ve fan'asles a bout. rs- ning me.
e- zaea Me - itt scared. I don think he will

bu' still. I am scorel
same Ccki n. th'r.; ovr n4 ow er aga r
T e h-'ve ro:4 sex ne 'r n whIle ju- not e-, every time
like we used fo
so it ;oes, says kurt
so I'g1S
then af a we succ seft ly hod some ooA sex
I read my emil
(brecauuse I am a loser jeek who needs tmail to survi w)
- nd Ty ex of h year sent me an emai
this email cn 4Ins no url In it
and he 'arline "-me" heth a standard for him
anA in his emaIl, er, pardon me, this url
there s ,Rn ero)ic ttory
I din t read the w iole thin'
it ras about a 15 year -11 girl. 15? wher e is the no
key on this thng anyhow?
thisgirl Is ':n a park fuc'ting her 19 (lowerease L) year old
byfrien^ who is a ork. when 'hiE ol~r, may e 30 year old
men th-oa p n* she I zuess -s sex wi :4 hi. - the yo n:er
b 7e n me a Chrisopher. my ex of 4 year was about 30 when
i started dat ng him. -as 16 or so. ri left the olle ex
4 years pgo for a b y A out, 3 years my eerIor nree 'bristien

try not oo look In4  
' n too much

I #'Vnt C Pinrh read n5 the story . my breakut 4 .ars ago
was extreme !I, clnmsy -n^4 painful
i vess I r t-ret t
bu' th was 4 ears og o...i feel like I ti a've no cont'rol
overt +h1t thime.
t1me
tIme oasses...
_ry ex hes been .rend n. mo eam-4ile, ovff Ani n, every few z n
ror hilf i year. i thin't thie last email is a 'bit creepY.
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I like he r eturn morti-'n n Mth ty-ewri ar
i like how one can rIte typerwriter usinz nly the

top row of keys
I fInIh -4 ty euma l 0 W as tt'm r eqi t C:Me T 0
car us nl I caul'n in, ry 'llet. (i s zounA nox, 1corre ttly ecduced thit I had left it in the rest urant
we went to last nighi)
I was really tired -nd lecided 'o take a name. a namz?
I m ant nap. fin e memory. my mr'rne is not ay name. I have
2. my real name. 'nd y c ,sen n-) me. I like my eal name more
it means myrrh a sweet ocent. ry chosen name means no+h'n.

it fru 'rate: me someimes when oeoole A nt call a> mby my give'n
nase
so.iL 7oes
-n how
i h d a ni htmare in my !reat
in this ni'htmare I was livIng a + a warehcuse 'n A4rn' n bos fn
h ch 'Is ir nicell , true . the neoo e living there were 'ifferent.

b-ut they were et! 1 friends. juct Ilffe'rnt frienl.s
im hv'n pr o jems with v .s
we were riVtIng In 'he street -u~i'le, tng ng out. I think alkin
or 7,hatever.
arA -v current lovcr, (-the otter -mne) I -:es i s tl' sa y one of L?
e xce ' t n he is more of a l--v-r IrA less of a b yfr1end .eon' try
other lover sis more -f n b-yqen1 tar a lo -rr. xi's ill semantics
av lover c -c o "visi. an 'h a is wher r meror f -es. I -ring

-h, I wrote i-ore :n .y j urna -a'l I t not here . he an e o hurt me
hes a n7 ie -ni im +ryin'to rscaee he ware-ouEe but he Cees me -hrau
thr u7h a win'ow. hes carr 'n; a brown o 'p r phag I bink I mu t have
h -d he rre7r in I .-an I cat-->l; 'ry t. jusmp Ou' the loailin. -ock
hieh I ts n4e bright red an s a 88, er 8' rop. but 1 "o. and mu

sudAenly h-a there, I ehoul* t e non b-cause hw a was sin- n6 and
1au hin - h- ae to h a 1o*. 1 rl I try to r n bu* n catches me
an4 I try '-a curl in be 1 ar,4 I s a"oleaee stop . please stop"
on, h says "you ':n' ke his? i like In enei , atu 11y. but nor
'im ccared so i s ; "n- Ive a, eneu'h im scered" sn" 1z 'ruln b:- now

anA ehes -Thmu to kill me. -nd he talks to me and he says one of *hree
thin s. im tr 'ng to remebh b rr I

ne thinz he pni^ was "you wn'ed to fn 10-som-thng- an now you b--ve
you shoult be sopy." an4 one thin- - says is "if you I nt see a
light in the end of *he 'unnel. fuck me till you do"
yeah
its b en peechy
amitqi just came by wiTh this -r-ui o 4 t people...theyere his
faily, nice to ke.
I --Ieh I felt safe
a ttin- h re, i feel . 'itle safe
I ehoul et on wihi my ^oy

whnt was ' ?
great fatther, great artifIcier
stand me now ,n0 e ver

n ao teal
t r1 ie/dubln
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