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Eventually it seemed possible that you could all attend the same
school, after all. The boys could grow into husbands, the girls
into wives. For a while you more or less got along like this. In
the matter of making babies, however, and then with the question
of who exactly was minding the store, disagreements began to
occur. Separations. Fights. Now, within only a single lifetime,
why did you boys, snarling, all go back down to the basement,
and become armed and dangerous? Why did you girls, upstairs
in your labcoats, nonetheless continue the research programme,
insistently smashing through walls and ceilings?
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In a single lifetime, what began as scarcity must have metastasised
into surplus. What was mostly broken could never be fixed, only
replaced by a shining new model. For everything. What use do you
have any longer for a needle and thread, wire and string, hammer
and nail? Even if you have a house to live in, its garage is filled to
the brim, the driveway stacked to the edges, the entire catchment
violated by the oppressive materiality of nightmares. In this great
city, what else could advertisements be for? Business has so little
use for bedrooms. For the pillow, the blanket, the single framed
pictures of the past. For sleep, even.
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Life, Feeling, and

the Making of Cultures
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Once endlessly bound to the turning earth, ancestors could only
convey the impression that your labour must give back to others,
over centuries, what had already been so effortfully and resentfully
given. Digging into the dirt, that was the single, relentless task, in
exchange for a short, suffering life. Until, that is, work was timed
by the clock, waged by the ledger, with everyone coming to expect
such better medicines. But why did that only encourage your
resentment even more? Within a single lifetime, could there still
be no better mantra on offer than ‘a fair day’s pay for a fair day’s
work’? Was it true, already, that your machines really would be
doing all your living for you, wherever it was we came from?
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The truth is, once and once only, within a single lifetime, 4
thousand knives and snares have failed to cut and catch up with
you. Within a single lifetime, you have woken up yet again, come
back to yourself, and more or less completed the task. Within a
single lifetime, you can’t have been expected to escape the bad
habits of your tribe, nor better inhabit a generous and liberal
conscience. Done your best, after all; remaining unremarkably
remarkable. And with this reasonable hope of surviving, to the end
of another week. Another year. Another century! You, consumer,
criminal, citizen, confederate, co-conspirator, can that still be your
future lurking there, unable to give itself any other kind of name









