Filthy Treatise

An authentic insight into the Epoch of
Magnets @nd Lasers




"Brother, have you seen the wandering road?
It is, yet leads to more possibilities,
Reclusive in their borderline presence just beyond the eye
And your sense of self is now destroyed."

—Aloysius Nimitz



PRELUDE: The End Of An Epoch

This is the story of a funeral,

As T write this, I sit in my room at the Holiday Gardens Motor Lodge in Sucret
Indiana. The date is December 31, 1979, and in 5 hours the world as I have kno
known it —-——Damn these things they can't go a few extra letters over the line
see right there it rerach the limit

Downstairs is Ricky Egerton and his two-tones, performing an elaborate dance

and spectacle in the ballroom, if I strain my ear past the noise and alcohol

I can just hear them, just make out the New Y¥ear's Party going om down there,
# outside the snow is falling on doiwntown Sucret and they're all out, yes

indeed the freaks of the Midwest have finally come out to play.

5 hours until the cloeK strikes midnight and we enter a new decade, freaks

in the snow will go home, but mesI won't be having any of it, I have a date wi

with destiny, and destiny can be a cruel and unforgiving bastard if you give i

it an ich it will take a mile. This room is artificial and stale, it is the so

sort of room you would rent for a wedding or on a business trip. I wish I

were on either,m however my purpose here Tonight is far more sinister, has mor

to do with my predilection for the space than anything else.

the space between

I didn't do that, the typewriter';s keys glide on their own. Can't helpo
them. I am in another kind of stupor than the lushes on the bottom floor, I am
in a stupor of inescapable knowledge of what this precise moment means for me.
I am confined to the present. So bear with me because my mind is tuning in and
out, a reflex like when you go to the physician and he taps your knee, you see
the leg jkoplt forward- —-) and you're reminded of how your body is
powered by energy and your motor impulses are irrepressible
So please excuse this, my hands nervously putting away the last of my airline
peanuts as L tuck them into my suit for later, if indeed there is a later.
Whether or not the legumes are finished will depend upon a few key factors:

'
1) Whether I can relate to you the things I have witnessed in sufficient
detail, that you may go out and tell the people what you have seen
2)The rapidity with which these tired fingers glide across the keys and
how long I can suffer in this heated enviromment, the floor is blank and the
walls are the color of a nursing home, and
3) How much longer my mind will remain intact, 5 hours or less.

And you see too that.the colors and sounds could divert me from-my task. 4
hours for good measure, I might get up and stretch my hands-over my head
breath the fresh air. Get the fresh air into my system/ because I need it and
outside it's approaching 0% degreees fast, sun is going down over the gas
station that services the big rigs coming off the highway, shops downtown

are hanging up signs that say they're closed, people are rushing for dinner,
het pizza for the family. /
Hot meals, blank room, there's a glass table and a twin bed and on the glass
table, which is a tacks piece of modern furniture, fake plant with nylon
leaves and an acrylic stem. We live in an age of sterility, even plants can't
bother to water them, and I've seen it all, really have, so don't bother tryin
tyo tell me what you'rve seen because I've seen things would take you

Need to stay wasbg as I can but Sucret is as Sucret does and the se
I'vice

h

is as lousy as you wowld exopect

! ismiss it
¢ So take this to heart, don't dis
e o

we live 4, an ag
forgetfulness, don't ¢ o

I'ge



Because you know how age goes, age sours a person, makes them less conducive t
to wonder or awe, w111 dull the nerves 11ke ether and have the arms blemish an
and wrinkle. You can't know it until you're there, but there's something
elusive about middle age where you become acCeptlng of anything, anythlng no
matter how novel will be accepted. I guess that's what happened to me, I'm

the poster child for accepting my situation and not caring.

This is how when I walked through walls I was im a kind of set and could
not gaze around and notice that my atomic structure had dematerialized.

This was in '70 and I-was Young then, had not known about the space and would
not for sometime. So I shrugged it off as amy sane person would and went
to join my friends at the local famburger stand where we would hang out and

¢ discuss the local gossip. Once my friend, Warren took a strip of firecrackers
and lit them off. He's dead mow, another casualty of this country's ceaseless
highway expansion progr got to have a swath of interconnected roads
everywhere you look, a regular asphalt jungle. Doesn't matter, I accepted
those too, walked through them and they weren't there.

It was my gap year in 70 and I was immune from the draft because
I had an eyesight problem, couldn't see more than a meter so they wouldn't
take me. I even checked with my local recruitment office. Since then the
condition has repaired itself, gome away and call it magic or call it the body
having a propensity for self-preservation but I made it through my gap year
without getting the slip once. Most of my friends did, they're dead now with
the exception of Sarah who's married and living in Ohio somewhere and has a fa
family. They seem to be doing good.

I was reminded of this about eight weeks ago when another of these random
events happened and I got a letter from her in the mail, she said she had a
second child abnd what with the state my head was in, it took a moment for me
to register who it was. It was Sarah, she had been with Gomez our senior year
and dumped him on Prom night, and he took a gun and shot himself as a
result and she never forgave herself for the incident.

In the parking lot, no less, and there was an Edsel behind him. Say
what you will-about the Edsel but I bet they never expected that, it was a -
scene and we were all clustered around it like hungry vultures, and then in
the night air, you could feel a kind of presence.

This was the first time I felt it, but it wouldn't be the last, it hangs
around when somethlng like this happens, and I can say there were at least 8 o
other times I've felt it, I could describe it as a cold wind on the back of
your shirt collar that you want to go away, but it stays there like icickles.

A practitioner in the space told me that maybe this was a byproduct of the
human consciousness, that the mind was like an eggshell and could be peeled
down the middle. I was not not one to argue with a weise man.

And this postcard from Sarah also caused me to drift back, and as I did
I sat out on the lawn as the cars passed by and I relived evéry year so that
when I came out of it I had relived an €ntire portion of life, and was
reminded with a jolt that it was here and it was now, and I had only eight wee
weeks left to make the journey to Sueret, and clutched the postcard and threw
it into the trash, because all my earthly possessions were gone.

And since then I have been cluttered, I would be lying if I wold you I
haven't looked forward to this day with a kind of sick and
twisted anticipation, but I have been reminded of the times I had, just how
unlikely it is that I would be born when I was and how agaiunst all odds I
made it this far, and now it's time to tell you so I can ease my conscience.
Ricky Egerton is really killing it tonight.

The man downstairs who had a long cigarette and a bad jacket told me that
it was going to be his final concert and that after this we would retire. In t
that way I suppose me and Ricky have something in common, we're both washed-up

andtdutbok dasteuisad whemeyeuwéneeouhdof date society locks you away in a

shakes it head



Gomez was strong so if he hadn't done what he did they probably would have
sent him out to the Manchurian War and he would have been shot up anyway.
Got the easy route out, lucky bastard. Can't say that for all my friends,
Jason and Everett had the gas seep in, the Taiwanese toxin, it di t) show
any mercy, neither did President Ford

That was '70 and then I learbned a few valuable principles. During gap,
I completed my entry-level thesis on journalism, knew the potential of the
pen and the importance of the realitysthat we face, the precedence of the
written word in American linguistic-tradition, must write with wit and

irreverence to be called author of this land. o
And all the while it-dawned on me that sometimes I ;g/be/éil making

deliveries to earn _money and the computer attac to the“back of my bike
would start makimg strange noises that see to come from my inner ear, and
then of course it would dissolve and I wohld be-1Teft on a street that looked
like the street I had been on, gliding salierntly over the road to freedom, but
that if T kept riding I would end up in a place I didn't want to be, and so I
would have to wait until the world shifted back.

the space between is calling and therg—is no avoiding it once it
claims you as its own property. As FErve oOnce said, "there are
those in life who make errors and admit thley have made an error.
Then there are those who convince themselyes that their error
was, in fact, the intended opath."|this would ring true for me.

i would not accept

But then, snap back to reality and the cr
I learned /fo\control when and where it should happen, got i science
like a d¢g being trained for a new routine, and beforetong I would ride onto
iers /and lather myself in their crystals, feel the movement of the

n beasts as they grazed in the infinite ethg;g/ffélds, or chatted in
rant without a name over ,e I didn't undérstand but played all

It was never ab6ut taking advantage of the space-but ug}gg/fﬁe space for
my work, allowing the residents of the space to feed my.curiosity and drive fo
* knowledge, and in the end this was what doomed me to this room at the
Sucret Motor Lodge, because nobody can ta er withOut giving, eventually
you're going to find yourself at a dead end and the boogeyman will come to
collect and you'll know that ing in life is free. =

It started up slowly first, eight weeks ago after I got that postcard
and I had relived my adolescense, that the headaches began hammering away at
the base of my skull right beneath tghe pineal gland. I know this because I
took a course in cranial structure and the pineéal gland was one of the chapter
s and we were expected to know its location, and this was it

Like a parasite the opain moved up to my forehead where it made itself
known, and searing pain sumed me, I'd rush down to the drugstore for someth
to cure what ailed ; ibuprofen and aspirin were no help, and soon I lay back
in my home, on couch, water dripped towel over my forehead to ease the
pain, as you ean expect -
Kept going, and then
warning, one minute
and the next my nos

would bg working on something very important for a clien
would be/gushing rivers of gore over the page, ruining

a day's work and myself in the process, stuff wads of‘E;ssne/up my nasal
cavity trying to gef it to stop and it kept on keeping on.

Like the Broom Lake Tapes, this was how much my nose was on.—Like the bodies o
of the victims they had found recorded on film, this was how my nose was getti
getting to be. So it was a problem, you could say; as all problems are this on

one was interfering with my ability to do_things properly.
Soon abandoned all work, and only spoke 6n the phone when it was absolutely
necessary. And then I realized, it was because

it was no help. - -
ere we%e the nosebleeds ghat/éi;;;g started up without



I had been TAKING wiuthout GIVING, using like a junkie without any
thought given to the fabric of space-time I disrupted whenever I crossed over.
And this was when the moment I had been dreading happened.

The man with the hat came to see me at night, and told me about how I had
been getting the nosebleeds, and I nodded, he held out his finger and the bloo
blood spilled out more and drenched my pillow, my brains were exiting my head
faster than I could keep them in. He was sitting casually next to me, arms
folded, watching as I squirmed, and then just like that he was out and I was
sitting there alone with stained blankets and to top it all off I had to piss.
This was the dignity which the authorities on the other side afforded me.

So much for hospitality, was about as good as the hospitality in this Motor
Lodge where the walls are the color of piss
when you're in the sopace you
Can't think because everything overwhelms you and it fills your head in a
kind of rush, you know the places you can go are without end and the people
are from all walks of life just as you are so like everything else that had
happened I casually accepted it without remembering the old fundamental
principle that matter is energy, all matter is energy and you can't use some
of one up without using some of the other.
Now the air is cold and I need to close the window
‘,%ﬁaa?St show to a tremendous halt,
Hat—a egtivdian will come onstage and
> ,F'show for a different crowd
kcAdgts, they'll find him in the mor
TS0 miles of Sucret will run this

on the big cardboard cutout o cky staring ahead looking at nothing.

The drums are ppunding away, hisfvoite is really something, the chimes are
tinging and he's on his hitm, th
for a week before it dropp how I know this, but it comes to

me in a rush and there's/no sfapirine P ere?
Tomorrow the floors ¢l aulliXol \wi QRQE coated in confetti and
discarded conical hats, ple | 4 %aid\ their last goodbyes and will
be sleeping off their ' f

ifaking cold showers to wash away
the drunken stupor, and w] f
lot, having brought t

the shower I'll be in the parking
last escape the pressure

license back in Indianapqlis ex stepped Joff the flight.

I know what will happen to me tomorrow be se I read it on the schedule down
in the lobby, and the clerk with the bad checkered jacket gave me a funny
look when I told him that I wouldn't be taking my bags upstairs with me, to
leave them where they were behind the desk.

But 4 hours or so and my fibngers are flying at marathon speed so that when
the clock chimes twelve and we enter the next epoch my cares and desires will
have for the most part been taken care of. The date is December 31, 1979, and
they say as they always have that the arrival of the new year is insignificant
and that everything will still be the same, but i know that's a lie, and so
should you if you have a scrap of honesty left in you.

It is December 31, 1979 and the world is dying as I write this. The walls
are vanishing like a magician was in here with me, poof they're gone, look
at me, I have nowhere to go. Aother dead end, another block of information.

An unsolvabl;e puyzzle, not everything can be explained academically, some
things are intuitive. I know this, 1980 will not come for me. It will come for
them, and for you. Not for me.



This is the story of a funeral. Not mine or Ricky Egerton's, but of my
formative years, the years when the weight of the world was put onto my
shoulders and because I was callous and indifferent I did nothing with it.
This is a record for you, for the room service guy, if that happens to be you,
or to the casual sopectator who sees this in the dumpster behind the Sucret
Lodge and fishes it out before the garbage men come.

This should stand and it will stand, as the pyramids or the cathedral of
Notre Dame, because I have willed it into being and it will stand no matter ho
how many people rebuke it, take it and do what you will with it. T stand by
it, and I sit here and my back is out of alignment but it has nothing on the
pain in my head, the throbbing and the pressure, the pulse that never stops
and feels like a deadly warning
I had better start before it's too late, before the hour hand counts down. Bel
Below me right now there are a lot of people who are unaware of my existence,
they're laughing and talking and their voices will also stand as a signal of
the here and now, although of course they wonmt be recorded. I have that luxur
y, the luxuty of being remembered in print.

This is the privelege of the fourth estate and it must be protected at all
costs because the space in between is a wild and unrestricted area, and it's
always in danger. Keep it safe.

T need to start

S
Oth



