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"There might be a God, there might be a devil. 
There might be those alien lizards cowering 
behind a comet. [Pause] But none of that 
matters as long as someone, somewhere, is 
making zines."  

- Harrison Ford, on the set of 'Mosquito Coast', 1989. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

                                    [Spare Part] 

 

 

 

 

[Edit: One of us didn't want this 'spare part', so we're gonna 
fill it with something.] 

A friend from the States told him about a site selling t-shirt designs. Two-thousand 
dollars for a winning design, and all you had to do to win was get enough friends to vote 
for you.  
He didn't know how to draw, but he had some designs from a few years back, drawn by 
someone else. 
They'd do. 
And if he could win then money wouldn't be a problem anymore. Even better, this could 
actually be a kind of a job. 
He sent the designs in and formatted them. 
The first t-shirt was a picture of the sociopath from 'Battle Royale'.  
He messaged his friends and asked them to vote. 
And then he waited. 
 
 
A week later, two people had replied. 
They didn't ask about the t-shirt, they asked if he was still alive. 
 
 
His sociopath didn't win. 
It got archived as a previous contestant, but it would never be looked for and it would 
never be found. 

 



The Castle is a lonely hunter 

 

Mystery. 

Somewhere near Bolzano lies the castle of the count. 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓-------------------------------------------------------------->There are more castles than 
people now. 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

↓ 

In the castle of the count there is no need of money. There is no need to work. Fuck, 
there's no need to do much of anything. 

... 

... 



... 

... 

The ever-changing castle of Count Duckula 

inspires searching for more castles. 

  

[see also: Quantum Leap] 

Notes: Movement of castle = nomad searching for home [but not really 

interested in a home] 

or: 

castle looking for girl castle [perfect other, soulmate, someone 

tolerbale...tolerable.] 

... 

... 

... 

Absurdity. 

... 

Italy [def:] - Castle 
CastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastl
eCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCast
leCastleCastleCastle racism Castle CastleCastleCastle racism has been campaigning 
in humanist strongholds and outside train stations, mostly by beating the shit out of 
black people who can never be italian because of theirCastle 
CastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastleCastle... 

... 

... 

74% of waiters in europe are out-of-work castles. 

... 

... 



The castle of Lisboa... 

...was ahead of its time when originally constructed [in the year of our lord, 
12,356BC]. In built-designs inclu-... 

...In built designs included a false gate, unatienda de turismo, and a man playing a 
flute. 

Other defenses: 

One way mirror. 

Whores 

Green Knight 

Terry Gilliam 

signs with misinformation 

signs that don't read right 

dogs 

friends of dogs 

dogs with signs 

signs with dogs and misinformation that doesn't...don't read right. 

A second line of whores 

and a huge fucking gate. 

… 

... 

... 

Tragedy. 

For Sale – Castle, over-used. 

... 

... 



…...................................Count Duckula isn't on anymore. Dexter's lab has replaced it. 

… 

“It's technically, stylistically, narratively, cryptothematically better,” they're 
saying. 

… 

... 

... 

The history of any castle [except 'Castle [US TV show]] 

Designed, built, attacked, hurt, repaired, hurt again, modified, rebuilt, celebrated, 
hurt, repaired, hurt, repaired, burnt, rebuilt, flooded, drained, cleaned, dried, 
attacked, claimed, counter-claimed, disputed, attacked, reclaimed, redecorated, re-
celebrated, modified, restored, dressed like a whore and raped, raped, raped, raped, 
raped, raped, raped, raped... 

… 

The history of the modern castle 

...raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, raped, 
raped... 

… 

… 

The castle lowered itself back down into its box and dreamt of better-...dreamt of 
other castles. 

… 

... 

… 

... 

... 

... 

Decline. 



... 

In Brasov: “Dracula's castle, dude. Damn. [Pause] Is he here? Where is he? 
Shit, not even photos or shit, man.” 

In Budapest: “Looks kinda like a fairytale...all the snow and shit. Man. 
Hey, what time we going out tonight?” 

In Ljubljana: “Yeah, I stood on the tower and...y'know, like on top of the 
castle and shit, and...yeah.” 

In Zagreb: “Yeah, like...the castle, dude...where is it?” 

In Bolzano: “Man, what's with all these beggars? Fuck off! [Pause] Isn't 
there, like, supposed to be a castle round here somewhere? [Pause 2] 
Fuck it, man, let's get smashed. Let's get smashed and find some fucking 
ass...” 

In Genoa: “This castle's shit. I mean, it's tiny, dude. [Pause] Hey, over 
here...take a pic, man, me and this wall, quick.” 

In Barcelona: “Yeah, I can't even see straight, dude. What was in that shit? 
[Pause] Fuck, I guess we should, like, go find a castle or something...” 

In Almeria: “Fuck, this castle's muslim, dude. I didn't know they could-
...didn't know they knew that shit.” 

In Sevilla: “Man, that it?” 

In Oporto: “Yeah, like whatever...I could build a castle...if you gave me 
some marble or...I don't know, some stone and shit...” 

On the train: “Dude, where's that castle in Indiana Jones?” 

Back home [looking at pics]: “Yeah, these castles are fucking tedious, man. 
They don't do anything. [Pause] We should've chased more ass.” 

… 

... 

... 

... 

Attrition. 



CASTLE TAKES FOURTEEN HOSTAGE. TWO DEAD, 

MORE THREATENED 

… 

List of castle demands: 

Less tourist. 

Less working hour. 

Peace for mind. 

...  

...  

...  

Candide. 

More and more castles are reading utopian novels. 

… 

... 

Castles don't quit.Castles don't quit.Castles don't quit.Castles don't quit. 

Castles don't take sides.Castles don't take sides.Castles don't take sides.Castles don't take sides. 

Castles don't kill other castles.Castles don't kill other castles.Castles don't kill other castles.Castles don't kill other castles. 

… 

... 

The future of castles: 

                 ? 
...  



...  

[NOTE: The following sentence was cut due to concerns over believability. The 
editor involved ultimately decided that, despite the subtitle of the section being 
'Absurdity', it was just too absurd to have a castle pulling itself out of a box, and 
subsequently, begging for change. Here is the sentence: 

'The castle pulled itself up out of its box and went begging for change.' 

Regards 

The Editor.] 

… 

... 

... 

List of sources: 

Gupter Puncher, all issues. 

Rip Torn Weekly. 

'Candide', Voltaire 

'Not without my castle', Dir. McG, 2010 

Martin Lawrence 

Motherfucker Jenkins 

'The unbearable lightness of being', Milan Kundera 

Seinfeld 

Dexter's Lab 

Count Duckula 

D:REAM 

Castle [US TV show] 

Castlevania 

Old drunk in Cafe Vecchio, La Coruna, 2010 



Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade. 

The Fearless Vampire Killers 

Ernie Hemingway 

A history of castles 

The bloody history of castles. 

The real history of castles. 

Castles: A HISTORY 

History in general. 

Not my castle: A study of castle abandonment and abundantment. 

The Princess Bride 

Steve Martin 

Martin Short 

Short people 

People Weekly 

Weekly Paris 

Paris, Texas 

Texas Pete. 

Pete  

Pele. 

PAL 

Al 

A 

I'm done. 

 



Editorial 

On the way home I put the cigarette back in my mouth and asked strangers if they had a light. 
No one did. I must've asked, what...fourteen, fifteen people, and no one smoked. What was 
this? LA? Where were the wretches in this fucking place? 
... 
... 
While looking at the grass, I started thinking about the future. About getting a job, about 
getting out of London. About getting picked up by aliens and flying to their planet and 
finding out I was physically stronger than them and it just so happened that they had an 
enemy that was bigger than them but smaller than me, and, shit, I was the only thing capable 
of stopping them. Or giving them a bit of a kicking anyway. 
... 
... 
Sorry, that was something else. From somewhere else...another zine maybe?It's been a 
long time since I wrote a zine. Not even sure if anyone remembers the last one...the thing 
last year with Bill Murray on the cover...in black and white, hand on his chest...Gupter 
Puncher...remember? 
... 
What have I been doing? 
... 
I went to Eastern Europe for a while. Saw a few castles. Found more writers...decent 
writers. We're now a press, making zine novels and putting them around cities we know. 
Already done Bucharest and Ljubljana, now it's Hong Kong. 
... 
This one is free, like the old ones I used to do. But the zine novels, for them we have to 
ask for something. Seventy Hong Kong dollars. They'll be in a few places by October and 
we'd appreciate it if you read the first few pages at least...if it's your kind of thing. 
... 
... 
Not sure if people will buy them. It's a risk when you're not Ian McEwan or Rushdie. But 
we're not so bad. 
... 
... 
There are posters too...you'll probably see them around somewhere, especially if you're 
reading this now. If you wanna know anything else then you can go here: 
 
 

www.zizekpress.com 

 

 
What else have I been up to? Can't really remember...time is a predator...that's what 
Picard said in that Star Trek film...time is a predator, and it's taunting you...us...me...don't 
know if he knew exactly what he was talking about but he always had a kind of authority 
about him, so we should trust a little...and if time really is a predator then it's alive in the 
same way reality is...or the different levels of reality, the ones we can sense, which is one, 
andthe ones we can't sense which is eight...that means there are nine levels of reality that 



Conversation  about writing movie pitches... 
 
Bruiser: You ever tried writing movie pitches? 
Me: No. 
Bruiser: You should try one. 
Me: No. 
Bruiser: Coward. 
 
 
[Movie Pitch #3: 'Statham's Brain' - pitched by 'Me'] 

 

Genre:  Action drama 

Setting:  California/Poland 

Characters:  Jason Statham [Himself], Olivia Wilde [Herself], 
Meryl Streep [Herself], Ed Norton [Mark Ruffalo] 

 Plot: It starts fast, with Statham running down an 
alleyway, stopping at the end, looking both ways, t hen turning 
quick and shooting the guy climbing out of the tras h can 
behind him. The director shouts cut and Statham dro ps the gun 
and walks away, shaking a little.  

Flash... he's in a video-store looking at his own movie 
cover. On the front he's holding a gun, and Jet Li is next to 
him, a little smaller, with his leg in the air. 'It 's good, 
isn't it?' he asks no one in particular. 

Flash... he's in a bar with Ed Norton. He's being talked 
at and he doesn't know what to say. Norton stops ta lking and 
asks him if he ever went to college. 'Sure, the col lege of 
hard knocks,' Statham says. Norton goes back to his  drink, 
unimpressed. 

Flash... he's waiting in bed for a woman. The bathroom 
door is open and we can see the reflection of Olivi a Wilde, 
naked except for a headband. He asks her if she's c oming and 
she says, 'wait, I'm just taking off my headband.' He lifts 
the blanket and checks his body. It looks okay, pre tty tight. 
Olivia comes in and climbs on top of him. They have  sex. When 
it's over they lie there in silence. After a minute  or two, 
Statham turns to her and asks, 'did you ever go to college?' 

Flash... he's in his agent's office, talking about his 
next job. The room around them is practically empty , with 
pictures of cheques instead of movies. Statham tell s the agent 
he wants to go straight, try something with a littl e depth. 
The agent shakes his head, goes to his desk and put s his hand 
into a tank with a whole load of numbered balls. 'Y our next 



job, Jason...' 'No, next role,' Statham tries to co rrect him, 
but the agent has already pulled out a ball. '...wi ll be 'War 
Cry'.' The agent throws the ball across the room an d 
continues. 'Wow, you really got lucky. War Cry...pi cture it, 
Jason. You, Jet Li, DelroyLindo...lost in the 19th century, 
but where? Japan, the land of the rising sun. But n ot only 
Japan...The Mid-West. Stuck in two places at the sa me time, 
what the hell is going on? Nobody knows. But what y ou know, 
Jason, is there's some pissed as hell samurai on yo ur ass and 
they smell blood.' Statham gets up and tries to int ervene by 
putting his hand on the agent's shoulder, but it do esn't work. 
'But there's just one problem...you smell blood bet ter. And 
wait till they hear your motherfucking war cry!' 

Flash... Statham is in another bar, alone. He's writing on 
a napkin: 'Script looks incredible, but...a Polish accent. A 
scholar, a warrior - I can do one out of three, but  what about 
the rest?' He scratches his head a while and tests out some 
Polish sounds on the bartender, but it's crap and h e knows 
it's crap. 

Flash... he's walking home from the bar and a car pulls up 
next to him. A woman who looks beautiful in the sha dows, but 
maybe ugly in proper light tells him to get in the car. He 
says no. She says she's a scientist and can help hi m. 'Sure, 
if you can give me a new brain...' The woman smiles  and 
beckons him in. 

Flash... Statham is tied to a slab in some kind of 
laboratory, possibly the same set used in 'Hollow M an'. The 
woman appears and tells him it won't hurt, and when  he wakes 
up he will not only have his existing skills, but a lso the 
accent learning power of Meryl Streep and the intel ligence of 
Ed Norton. Statham doesn't know what to say, but af ter a few 
seconds he gets out one question: How? The woman po ints to two 
slabs in the other corner, where Meryl Streep and E d Norton 
are also tied down. Statham says, 'hey, what'sgonna  happen to 
them?' The woman says they will die, but part of th em will 
live on in him. 

Flash... Statham is on a film set somewhere in Poland, and 
he's absolutely nailing the accent, as well as alte rnating 
between scholarly intelligence and kicking the shit  out of 
extras. A fan breaks onto the set between filming a nd runs up 
to Statham with a photo to sign, telling him she lo ved him in 
'The One'. Statham looks at the photo and says, 'wh at is this 
shit? I never did this.' The fan pushes the photo c loser, so 
Statham punches her in the face.  

Flash... Statham is in his trailer reading the script. 
There's a red marker pen in his hand and he's shaki ng his 
head. 'I'd never say that,' he repeats over and ove r. 



Flash... Meryl Streep's husband is on set asking for 
Statham. One of the grips points him to the right t railer and 
he knocks and Statham says, 'sure, come on in, baby .' The 
husband tells Statham that he found the scientist w ho did this 
to Meryl, and even though he knows Meryl is gone, h e also 
knows that part of her is still alive in Statham. ' I must 
sleep with you,' he says. Statham shakes his head a nd says, 
'No sailor, my brain is my brain. I can't do it.' T he husband 
stands up. 'Damnit, it's not your brain anymore, St atham. Now 
give me my Meryl back.' Statham closes his eyes and  remembers 
the past, or Meryl's past, and then opens them agai n and says 
'okay, bedroom's this way.' 

Flash... Statham lies in bed smoking a cigarette, while 
Meryl Streep's husband has sex with him. The logist ics are: 
He's lying on his back, and the husband is on top o f him, and 
somehow it's working. After the husband is done, he  rolls off 
and says it wasn't great, but it'll do.  

Flash... Statham knocks on the director's head and tells 
him the script is no good, it's gotta change. The d irector 
rubs his head and says 'ouch'. 'Fuck your pain, man , we've 
gotta fix this trash,' says Statham waving the scri pt in the 
air. The director says okay, what's wrong with it, and Statham 
points to all the red pen marks and tells him his c haracter 
would never do this. After looking at all the corre ctions the 
director shakes his head. 'Jesus, Jase, you never h eard of 
compromise?' Statham rips the script to pieces and starts 
eating it. 'You never heard of God-given talent?'  

Flash... Meryl Streep's husband lies in bed breathing 
heavily. Statham lies next to him, blank-faced. The  husband 
gets out of bed and goes to the bathroom and tells Statham 
that they must start doing this twice a week. Stath am answers 
by following him into the bathroom and snapping his  neck. 

Flash... Statham sits in a prison cell stroking his head. 
'My lovely brain, my lovely brain,' he says over an d over. A 
police officer comes to the bars and dangles the ke ys in front 
of him. 'You got a visitor.' Statham doesn't seem t o hear him 
and continues stroking his head. A few seconds late r the 
scientist woman walks in and leans against the wall . She 
watches him doing his loopy head rubbing shit then tells him 
she can help. He doesn't ask how so she continues a nyway. 'The 
brain of Nick Nolte...the nicest, sanest man in Hol lywood. We 
have it...and it's all yours, honey.' 

 

FADE OUT 

 



MEANWHILE, FAR FROM HOLLYWOOD, TWO MEN SIT IN AN AL LEY, 
TALKING ABOUT ZINES... 

'Who's doing it?' 
'Me.' 
'What's it for?' 
'Nothing.' 
'How you gonna make money from it?' 
'I'm not.' 
 
 
AND IN MARIN COUNTY... 
 
FRANCIS FORD COPPOLA: I want to make another black and whitey. 
GEORGE LUCAS: Another one? I don't know, Franny... 
COPPOLA: I want. 
LUCAS: Okay. 
[Pause, they both drink wine made by Coppola's wife , who was 
alive to Francis during the years 1989-2005, but ha s now 
returned to being nothing more than mother of his c hildren.] 
COPPOLA: I suppose you'll be making another one of those space 
things... 
LUCAS: Not at all. 
COPPOLA: What then? 
LUCAS: Oh, you mean Star Wars? Sure, I'll go anothe r round. 
But this time I want it to get some respect. 
COPPOLA: A difficult task, my friend. 
LUCAS: Not really. In fact, filming has already beg un. 
[Lucas puts a hand in his bag and pulls out some pa per.] 
LUCAS: Take a look at this: 
 
 

 

[Tension] 

 

Note: if you look at the word 'tension' long enough, on its own, then it 
starts to make no sense. Try it. [Pause] My theory is...it's a gateway to the 
second level of reality. 

 



 

[On the paper] 

Monkey is not enough, I told them. Monkey is just dog who can wear pants but does 
not. Now we know fingers can go in space and can push buttons there. But can 
human mind go in space? This we don't know. 

The solution?Was easy at high level. I refused to tell them. I said one day I will be 
dead, you need to learn to think. Now it is 50 years later and I am still alive and they 
are all gone. Perhaps thinking is the best exercise. 

They looked at me fiercely over my coffee. But I had already been in gulag. Gulag 
didn't work on me. I have always been untouchable. Maybe I will never die. We'll see. 

After three weeks I said solution is easy: send novel in space. They flapped their 
hands like little fishes. But which novel?they said and now I was really furious. 

Any great Russian novel contains the whole human mind!!!! Go to bookstore, find 
book with sturdy spine. 

"The Devils" was the first man in space. 

 

[Coppola puts the paper down and looks at Lucas.] 

LUCAS: Thoughts? 

COPPOLA: This is the space thing? 

[Coppola holds out the paper and Lucas takes a look . He shakes 
his head and grabs the paper, throwing it in the bi n. Then 
back into the bag...he pulls out more paper, checki ng it 
closely. Satisfied, he hands it to the fat man oppo site.] 

 

 

Star Wars: Episode Zero 

 

The feeling was good on the set today. All of my technicians were super pumped, 
majorly stoked. I arrived in the small green box to see the actor being loaded into the 
Emotional Gearing Device [EGD] ready for shooting. Keira Knightley has really 
grown as an actress and as a beautiful woman and as a trooper since we worked 
together a decade ago. In her diaphanous gown, she looked remarkable hanging face 



down 8.3 feet above the ground with thin but powerful manacles around her waist 
and arms linked to the robotic limbs and with the camera-invisible plastic face mask 
clamped on tight. 

I got the feeling she wanted to throw me a thumbs up so I gestured thumbs up to the 
right arm guy, he pushed the thumbs up button and voila, nanoseconds later a 
perfect thumbs up from the arm of Ms. Knightley. And Reggie, my guy, he even threw 
in a smile. He's worked with me for fifteen years so he knew that was okay. 

There are a number of misconceptions about the EGD. This is not about me thinking 
I know better than my actors, okay? This is me doing what directors do which is 
bring actors to their very best. The issue is this: CGI is fast improving, but no matter 
how lifelike we make a Jar Jar Binks, there's always a noticeable difference in 
motility and expressiveness between the human and the artificial actors. In some 
scenes it's as noticeable as the matte effects in the laserdisc edition of the Battle of 
Yavin (!) 

We struggled and struggled to make it up but in the end we said, "scrogg it, there has 
to be another way." 

I was playing with an old Chevy when it came to me. The issue was resolution 
mismatch. And if there was a limit to how high we could take the emotional 
resolution of the CGI actors the solution was simple. Down-Rez the emotions of the 
human actors. 

I'd subconsciously been doing it before, of course, when I cast Natalie Portman as the 
lynchpin of the first prequel trilogy. But I needed to do it in a systematic and 
programmable manner. 

My guys came up with a beaut. Silent pistons, tiny pneumatic face pumps, even a way 
of slowing the actors heart rate and blood pressure down to a point where their 
essential humanity stands alone. 

People are going to love this. 

---- 

People always said to me, Kid, when are you going to do a movie for adults? And they 
had a point I do concede. I really had the children in mind when I made the first 
prequel trilogy. That was why I included things like the massacre of the younglings so 
that children could feel more personally involved with the Genocide of the Jedi. Steve 
did something similar with Schindler's. 

So this time I felt I owed it not only to myself but to my adult followers to touch on 
more adult themes that I had touched upon in my earlier work. That's why the 
centrepiece, both emotionally and technically in Episode 0 is the impregnation of 
Schmi Skywalker by the midichlorian infection. 



Now you see why I HAD to get Keira. What other young actress of her generation 
could pull off a scene where the majority of the action takes place in her womb? 

Even with the assistance of the EGD the answer is 'none.' 

--- 

Shooting was going well. KK is a Brit so she works like a brickie, swears like a soldier 
and takes a drip feed like a dream. She was hanging while we programmed in the 
moment where the unbearable itching begins when I got a call coming in from Steve. 
I knew that he was working on those Tintin movies with Peter Jackson, so I assumed 
he was having problems and needed my advice so I picked up. 

I was surprised that instead he was just chatting about the weather, Francis' new red 
wine, how great Dame Helen Mirren was etc. 

"He's screwed up bad, hasn't he? Well don't worry, I can take a break from this. I can 
be out there tomorrow. He can keep a credit, I know he did his best. Let's get the old 
team back together." 

Here followed what I think a lot of people would call an awkward silence. I've never 
understood that phrase: silence is the natural state of the universe. It's noise that's 
awkward. 

He told me things were going great with Jackson. He went on and on about that. 
Steve never knows when to stop. Have you seen A.I.? 

"Okay I get it, look I have Keira Knightley hanging from my ceiling. Pass on my best 
wishes to Peter and tell him he did a great job shrinking those people down to 
hobbits because no, no one had ever thought of doing that before. No, we all just 
struggled with our terrible, terrible scary dwarves and midgets." 

I went back out. Keira's gown was wet with sweat but she still smiled. That was a bug. 

"KK. I have an idea for a different direction. Cut her down." 

That night I called my top midget, Sir Kenny Baker. 

"Kenny. You ever play a germ?" 

 
 
 

 
EVERYBODY DOES EVERYBODY DOES EVERYBODY DOES EVERYBODY DOES FILM REVIEWS NOWADAYS...FILM REVIEWS NOWADAYS...FILM REVIEWS NOWADAYS...FILM REVIEWS NOWADAYS...    

 
 
 



FILM REVIEW:The Future 

 

 

Dir. Miranda July 

Starring: Miranda July [probably] 

 

About a year and a half ago I sent Miranda July an e-mail asking her if she'd like to 

write for Gupter Puncher. 

She never replied. 

... 

This film is shit. 

I don't give a fuck what Miranda July thinks about the future. I don't care if she is 

being ironic or metaphysical, this film is shit. 

Nothing happens. She can't act. The locations are boring. The camera doesn't even 

stay straight half the time.  

Miranda July wouldn't know a great zine even if it came up and... 

... 

This film is no good. Avoid. 

 



MIRANDA JULY PRESENTS  

[BUT HASN'T ACTUALLY LOOKED AT] 

 

 

 

Camera Lucida[by Quiet Riot Girl] 

‘There is only one way left to escape the alienation of present day society: to retreat 
ahead of it’ – Roland Barthes 

Roland Barthes sees the whole world in a tiny moment. His gaze is all-encompassing. 
Eventually his talent becomes a fatal disability; when he looks death in the eye, death 
returns his stare. 

Paris has changed. It is 1980 and everything has become shiny. Metal reflects 
sunlight from all angles. Aluminium chairs have replaced wooden and wicker ones on 
the pavements outside cafes. Cars glint chrome finishes as they speed down the main 
boulevards. Even the garcons, the boys, are becoming metallic. Their eyes flash 
silver, they smile platinum smiles. Their bodies turn into armour-plating and they 
breathe zinc. Roland is transfixed. Baudrillard was right, he thinks, with a familiar 
twinge of melancholia. This is how hyper-reality looks. All is surface. He suddenly 
feels very old. 

Dinner is over. Barthes calls in at his favourite bar on the way back from his evening 
with the politicians and their friends. Mitterand and his guests were charming, but 
tiring company. These days solitude is what he craves. Either that or the attention of 
a young, compliant mec, a guy from the banlieus. The city boys are getting far too 



cocky for his tastes. When he is hungry for meat he now tends to head out into the 
wilds of the suburbs. 

Mitterand is caught between the old world and the new, thinks Roland, as if he has 
an audience to his thoughts. He still has a grasp of the ‘vieux monde’, of literature 
and philosophy. He can talk Rousseau, Baudelaire, Balzac, Lacan, with the best of 
them. But his suits are getting sharper, his sentences shorter. His eyes brighter. Like 
Giscard d’Estaing before him, he knows that the TV cameras are watching his every 
move. He is on the brink of fame and power, more like a movie star than a soon-to-be 
president. More Ronald Reagan than Charles de Gaulle. But Roland won’t live to see 
the show. 

The cognac cannot last forever. He downs the last dregs and pays his bill before 
walking out into the shiny Paris air. The city smells like steel. He is stood on the 
narrow pavement, about to cross the road, when he is hit in the face by a vision of 
beauty. It nearly strikes him down. The boy must be twenty or so. He is tanned, with 
fine dark hair curling round his perfect cheekbones. He must be Mediterranean- 
Spanish, maybe, or Greek. His defined muscles poke from under his tight white t 
shirt. He is asking for it. Roland is possessed by an urge to find a pretext to speak to 
him, shake his hand, he could make some story up about a photography project, 
anything to get some of that. So as he strides into the road his eyes fixed on his prey 
as he walks towards the young man as a non-descript laundry van turns a corner into 
the very same road as the film suddenly seems to descend into slow motion as 
Foucault’s friend the meticulous observer retreats ahead of society’s alienation as the 
van impacts on his body as the boy turns and sees the collision as rain begins to fall 
on the scene like iron filings as desire looks back on its lost object, as nothing 
happens. 

One month later Roland Barthes is dead. 

 

 

 

 

 

SWITCH 
 

 

 

 



The lost page of 'The Book of Disquiet' 

[stolen from the Portuguese Zine King!] 

 

 

You all know the book. 

Or I'm pretty sure you do. 

... 

Well, everyone in Portugal knows the book and the 

author, Fernando Pessoa...a poet, a writer, and a 

very anxious man. Or a shy man...not sure if the 

shyness stemmed from anxiety or something else. 

... 

But doesn't all shyness stem from some kind of anxiety? Can you be comfortably shy? 

... 

Never mind. Did you know they've turned his house in Lisbon into a museum? You 

can go inside and see where he slept, where he wrote, where he said all the horrible 

shit he couldn't say outside [probably]. 

... 

I was in Lisbon last year and a guy running a bar told me about the Zine King of 

Portugal. I forget his name now, but the guy wrote down his e-mail for me and I got 

in touch.  

Decent guy, the Zine King.Still happy to be a commercial nobody after all those years 

of graft. And even though it was winter and he never went out during winter, the Zine 

King went out and met me. 

... 

In the Anger Cafe [Kenneth is huge in certain parts of Lisbon and Oporto], he told 

me he had something big. 

'What's that?' 

'The lost page!' 

'Huh?' 

'I have it! In my bag...very now...' 



I didn't know what he was talking about, but he explained it to me, slowly, at the 

same time as showing me all the zines he'd ever done [Also in his bag]. 

Turns out Pessoa had written an extra page for 'The Book of Disquiet' that no one 

knew about. And when the Zine King wasn't looking, I took it. 

... 

He'll get over it. 

... 

So, here it is, the missing page from 'The Book of Disquiet', completely unedited, 

untouched etc. I print it here without any kind of consent, but that doesn't really 

bother me. When art is on the line, and art that lots of people have said is good, 

consent becomes irrelevant.  

And the Zine King...I've thought about it a lot and...he wanted me to take the page. 

That's why he was looking at that 'Witchfinder General' poster for so long, 

pretending not to notice my hand in his bag. It has to be. No poster can be that 

captivating. 

... 

Yes, this is definitely the right thing to do. 

 

The Lost Page of 'The Book of Disquiet'The Lost Page of 'The Book of Disquiet'The Lost Page of 'The Book of Disquiet'The Lost Page of 'The Book of Disquiet'    

 

'I sat on the same bench today. The one I've sat on for the last fifteen years, and the 

one I will continue to sit on until the day I die. Oh bench, my solemn manacle! But 

today was peculiar. As I sat on the bench it occurred to me that neither myself nor 

the bench were real, not in any experiential sense. I am the only carrier of my own 

experience, a thing which means nothing to me. It is merely recordings of a mind, 

and the mind is a thing I dare not trust because I cannot visualise its core. And the 

bench...well, it is a bench is it not? What difference can there be whether it burdens 

my ass or a pigeon's? There is no mind, no point of view. So where lies the unreality? 

Well, it is everywhere. The bench is not real because it can never be aware of its own 

bench-ness. What does it record? Nothing. Whereas I, from the crow's nest of my 

mind, record everything, yet accept nothing. Ask me, where is my core, what is the 

controlling centre that interprets, and I cannot respond. There is no essence within 

me. I think therefore I am nothing. Or is it different from that? I think therefore I 

become nothing. Whatever the truth, I have decided to continue sitting on the bench, 

every day for the rest of my life if I must. There is no regret from the bench, there is 



no regret from others who pass me in the street. Only I am aware of the continuity, 

and tomorrow I know it will be unimportant because I will no longer be the same me. 

********* 

Today I went to the cinema and watched an American film. Birth of a Nation. I 

enjoyed the bit with the horse. 

********* 

There is a new guy at the office who seems to take pleasure from humiliating me. 

This morning he tried to staple my tie to the desk. This evening, as I sit in my 

apartment, I think of ways to punish him. It seems torture, release, and then more 

torture is the favoured way. These thoughts, these scenes of an enhanced, foreign 

'me' give me momentary pleasure, yet I know that tomorrow I will think of it no 

more. Another 'me' has been born and will soon die. 

********* 

That American film, it won't leave my mind. I'm not sure for what reason this occurs, 

but I do know that I'm beginning to hate white people. Was there a subtext I missed? 

********* 

Today was a strange day. Another poet, who I know only through other poets, 

approached me in the cafe and asked me to look at his poem. I didn't want to read 

the thing, but he already had the paper practically in my face, so there was nothing to 

be done but read. A nuisance, these extravagant ones. Why do they think all poetry 

must be bellowed in the streets? I would be much happier if no one ever read my own 

work, as there is no true satisfaction to be gained. How can there be? The written 

word can never out-perform the idea, and nothing I have ever written has repudiated 

this thought. Anyway, this poet...as I was reading his work, he talked to me. He asked 

me if I was enjoying it or not, and before I could answer, he demanded to know why 

my face wasn't reacting. I shrugged and told him it was merely my way of doing 

things. He wasn't pleased. He grabbed the paper out of my hand and told me if I was 

incapable of performing while reading then I was incapable of understanding the 

work. I didn't respond to this, and he walked out. I went back to my coffee. Did I 

consider what he'd said? Not at all. To me, this written work of his...it is no different 

than my favourite bench. 

********* 

It rained all afternoon and I watched it from my window. It gave me pleasure to see 

no one enjoying themselves outside. 

********** 

The office was quiet again today, and the man who wishes to humiliate me was 

absent. As there was no real work to do, I tried once more to visualise my core. It 



didn't work. How does that make me feel? I feel nothing, because there is neither an 

'I' nor a 'me'. I have no core, or none that I can turn to stone and evaluate, so how can 

I feel? I cannot. It is impossible, a game for fools. 

********** 

I am utterly bored of life. 

********** 

I went to the beach today. Next to me was a woman with the most amazing tits. I 

considered the idea of conversing with her and telling her of my struggles to visualise 

my own core, but felt that ultimately it was the wrong move to make. Am I a coward? 

No, it cannot be. By the same philosophy I live by, I cannot criticise myself for an 

element I will no longer possess tomorrow. There are no cowards, only episodes of 

cowardice. 

********** 

I cannot stop thinking of the woman on the beach. It has been days since I saw her, 

and even though Lisbon is a compact city, it is clear to me that I will never encounter 

her again. So why the continuation of things past? Perhaps it is her character that 

confuses, yet all I can do is create it myself with the tools available to me. Does she 

share the same thoughts? Impossible to determine, and why do I persist with the 

present tense? She is dead, gone, lost the moment I fled the beach. But still...could a 

woman raised with such tits contemplate the same things as I? 

********* 

I have reached an impasse. The core I have been searching for, and am cynical of, has 

warped itself in such a way that I no longer know what the word 'core' means. Help. 

********* 

It's okay. I reached a state of being where I can once again understand the meaning 

of the word 'core.' 

********* 

The office was busy today, yet the man who wishes to humiliate me found time to call 

me a coward. I thought about telling him the difference between being a coward and 

episodes of cowardice, but he was already gone. I really hate that motherfucker.  

******** 

Heavy rain falls across the city. There are two possibilities for description: One, it is 

like another planet. Or two, the city has entered a different level of reality. A reality 

where rain is the rule, sun the exception. Exciting times. 

******** 



I have thought about it through work and on the way back to my lodgings, and have 

decided there are at least nine different levels of reality. I sincerely hope I can one 

day see more than the two already revealed to me, despite my disbelief in my own 

sincerity. 

******** 

The waiter brought me cold coffee this morning. It can mean only one thing. People 

are giving up. 

 

So there it is... 

The lost page of Pessoa. Actually, I'm not sure it would all fit on one page...unless the 

type was point 8 or smaller? 

... 

Anyway, good to see he went to the beach now and then. It's good to get out. Sad to 

see he didn't understand the concept of meeting the same person twice though. 

Nine levels of reality?? 

... 

But still, good mind, good art. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"It's a thin line...you want to promote your thing, but you don't 

want to hit people on the head with it." 

- Ryan Reynolds, during'Green Lantern' promotional duties on Sado Island [off 

the west coast of Japan] 

 



The Zine Novels, with colour drained out [coming in October] 

 

 

 

Charcoal 

Oli Johns 
 

 
Hong Kong, present day: A man teaches 

children, has sex with a seventeen year 

old girl, and thinks himself into a dark, 

dark hole. Only the recent suicide of a 

Korean model can pull him out. 

 

 

 

Automatic Assassin 

Marc Horne 

 

As usual Xolo got the mail and went to a 

man-made planet to kill someone. 

Unfortunately there were these kids and 

he got sentimental and soon he had a 

bomb in his head that was falling in love 

with him and he had to go back down the 

old genocide hole to Earth and find out 

who was the king there and why he was 

irritating important people with space 

yachts. 

 



Ljubljana Witch 

Stavrogin 

 

Bermondsey, London: Building sites not 

building anything, ill-looking grass, five 

muggings in the same tunnel in the last 

month. Billy wants out. But how? All he 

has is a zine that no one reads, and his 

best friend Jay telling him the harsh 

reality of things. 

But then…an e-mail. From Ljubljana, a place he can’t even spell. ‘Come stay 

with me forever,’ it tells him. 

Weird, but okay, thinks Billy. Why not? 

With Jay along for the ride, and others picked up along the way, Billy 

arrives in Ljubljana and quickly finds that things are a lot stranger than he 

could’ve possibly imagined. An art commune run by a man in a bear 

costume. A castle surrounded by continual snow, with ancient gods and 

80's board games, famous writers and forbidden rooms. 

And Daisy…his beautiful, unpredictable host.' 

********** 

All zinenovels, will be available at the following places in Hong Kong: 

ACO Books[Halfway between Wan Chai and Causeway Bay] 

Culture Club[Elgin St, Soho] 

Brunch Club [Soho and Causeway Bay] 

Kubrick Cafe [when it re-opens in October] 

HK Reader [Impossible to find, Mong Kok] 

Joyce is not here [Peel St, Soho] 

...and more places that I haven't got round to asking yet. Check the website to find 

out where. 



AND SOMETHING THAT WANTED TO BE A NOVEL, BUT FELL SHORT... 

 

Leopard People 

 

Lermontov got on the plane back to Russia and put the jacket over his face, trying to 

picture an airport without people for his return. 

He tried not to think of the people he'd let down. 

The doctors and their 'gifts'. 

The imagination that was no good for him. 

How hard it would be... 

How hard it would be to do anything with his life from this point on. 

The curiosity of the others. 

The words he'd have to speak. 

The cracks he'd have to slip into...the things he'd have to do...to get the fuck away 

from them all. 

A light came on. 

Four hours to Moscow, said the pilot. 

He pulled the jacket off his face, took the animal cards the doctors had given him out 

of his bag and read the facts on the back of each one, desperate to find them 

interesting. 

WOLF 

Dense fur keeps it warm. 

Jaws twice as powerful as a dog's. 

Dominant: Wolves are nearly always the dominant predator in their area. The only 

animal that can drive a wolf pack off its territory is a tiger. 

LEOPARD 

There are more leopards in the world than lions, tigers and cheetahs put together. 

Leopards are excellent climbers. 



Smart thinking: Leopards are the most intelligent of the big cats. They're watchful 

and wary, and can vary their hunting technique to suit almost any terrain. 

Man-eating leopards are hard to stop. They never hunt in the same spot twice, and 

melt into the darkness at the first sign of trouble. From 1905-10, over 400 people in 

India were killed by the Leopard of Panar. 

 

INSERT: 

The investigation of the Leopard of Panar 

The crime scenes revealed nothing. The police could see there'd been a leopard 

attack, but that was all. Detective Lermontov wanted more officers on the case, but 

the powers that be said no. You can have guns and bait, but nothing else. 

In the ward room they talked of psychology. An expert led them through the mind of 

the criminal leopard, what it thinks, what it wants, what it needs. But it was no good. 

The expert was a speculator. No officer had ever been a leopard and no leopard had 

ever broken the law. 

Until now. 

Detective Lermontov went to see the families of the victims. Most of them cried. 

Some of them dropped to the floor and grabbed his ankles, begging for justice. All of 

them said the leopard had seemed like such a nice cat, and never in their wildest 

nightmares could they imagine it doing something like this. 

Detective Brunt threw his coffee across the police station and said the damn thing 

would never stop...not until they put a net over the motherfucker. And by net he 

meant bullets. Another officer said there wasn't much they could do, not in a police 

station this small. 

There was another attack. A Muslim slaughtered during prayer, in the middle of a 

brand new mosque. This leopard has no respect, said the cleric. Brunt muttered 

something about 'stupid religion', but Lermontov didn't see it that way. He knew 

leopards had little time for divinity, but there had always been tolerance. At the very 

least there had been... 

His thoughts were broken by the police captain. There'd been another attack, two 

blocks away. Shit, said Brunt, this leopard's got balls. 

Days passed.  

Weeks. 

Months. 

More victims were found, young and old, good and bad, rich and dirt fucking poor. 



Brunt clocked off same time as usual, tapping his watch. 'Whatever happens, let's not 

put enough time into this to make it an obsession.' 

'I'm not obsessed,' said Lermontov, looking at the dead woman in the photograph.  

'Tomorrow then, Moby.' 

'Obsessions only happen in movies anyway...' said Lermontov, putting down the 

photograph and looking at the exit to see the door already closed and the station 

empty. 

Lermontov tried to sleep, but couldn't. Every time he shut his eyes, the phone would 

ring and it would be someone telling him the leopard had struck again. When the 

phone didn't ring, he was awake. And when he was awake he walked his apartment 

floor, rubbing his eyes and reading the histories of the victims. They weren't heroes, 

but they weren't the worst things in the world. Some of them had ambitions...had 

had ambitions...others had done nothing with their lives. But the waste of it all. Even 

if they were just eyes and ears and faces and brains...even if they did spend most of 

their lives talking loudly on trains and spitting on the ground...they were still 

potentially something. Who knows, in ten years, one of these victims could've really 

been someone...done something huge. 

Detective Brunt told the whore there were no leads and almost no hope. She frowned, 

sat on top of him and asked if the leopard was targeting anyone in particular. 

'You mean whores?' 

'No, I mean anyone.' 

Brunt shook his head and said it was all random as rain. The whore repeated his 

phrase, confused, but he didn't clarify. 

Lermontov walked around the park with pieces of meat attached to his jacket. It was 

night, he was alone, it was perfect. 

An hour later and the meat started to smell. 

Lermontov sat down on a bench and wondered if the leopard would really be stupid 

enough to attack a man wearing meat. Probably not. 

The night passed. 

Five years later the killings stopped. 

Lermontov went to each of the victims' graves, stopping at the headstone marked 

'Brunt' and asking for forgiveness. The grave said nothing. He drank out of his flask 

and asked if the leopard had moved out of the country. 

Or had a change of heart? 



Or died? 

He didn't know. The cards had told him leopards only lived fifteen years, but... 

What if it's some kind of super leopard? 

 

The ground moved and threw Lermontov onto the grave...he was sitting up...there 

was a jacket, cards everywhere...pictures...animals...a whole zoo had escaped and run 

onto his legs... 

The plane landed. 

The airport was full of people. Lermontov got through immigration, showing the 

medical forms the doctors had given him, and walked out into the arrivals hall. No 

one was waiting for him. Something inside his head started to bounce and he felt the 

curtain lifting and a different airport coming on stage. He needed to sit down. 

He sat down, catching his breath. The people around him were different. They 

walked like people, and talked like people, and they had the costume of people but... 

They weren't people. 

'No, I know you...' he muttered to no one. 

Later that night a security guard tapped him on the shoulder and asked him if he was 

waiting for a flight. Lermontov shook his head, fumbled in his pockets and brought 

out the animal cards.  

'You okay?' 

Lermontov showed him the cards and said he was fine, he was just learning about 

things. The security guard shook his head and walked off. 

Lermontov went back to the cards. He tried to remember what the doctors had said, 

about how the cards were good for him, how animals weren't as bad as people. Well, 

most animals. He knew about the leopards after all. 

He flicked through the cards, waiting for the right one. Another shuffle, there it was. 

But the text, it was blurred...and the thing was spinning. 

He rubbed his eyes, trying to make it clearer. 

TIGER 

Black stripes blend into the shadowy forests where it hunts. 

Ambush killer: Tigers are solitary animals that creep up on prey and strike with a fast 

and deadly pounce. 



King of the cats: Both lions and tigers are the top predators in their territory, but 

when the Romans brought them together in big arena fights it was [usually] the 

tigers that came away still breathing. 

Tigers feel lonely as often as five times a week, and have tried for centuries to find a 

way to leave this planet. Most of their economy is geared towards Space technology 

and the discovery of a faster than light particle. 

Tigers have long believed that people are leopards. They wear the costume of the 

person and hide inside their minds. They are the deadliest thing on the planet. 

People won't listen to tigers because the people are not people, they are leopards. 

0.0000001% of people are not leopards. 

One man. 

You should talk to the tigers, Lermontov. 

 

 

 

What the hell is Mel Gibson up to anyway? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



For the last seven months Mel Gibson had not only hidden from the media, he'd hidden 

from the furniture in his house. 

The only thing in the mansion he trusted was the living room rug. 

He would stretch out as tall and wide as he could on the floor and put the rug on top of 

himself and pray the couch wouldn't inform the press. 

******** 

A phone rings. 

DANNY GLOVER: Yup? 

MEL GIBSON: Hey Rog, how's tricks? 

DANNY GLOVER: Riggs? 

MEL GIBSON: Yup. The sane version, I swear. 

DANNY GLOVER: Sane, huh? Well, I saw some of the publicity you've been doing the 

last year or so... 

MEL GIBSON: Pretty far out, right? 

DANNY GLOVER: You're not wrong, brother. You...are...not...wrong. 

MEL GIBSON: What did you think of it all? 

DANNY GLOVER: Messy. 

MEL GIBSON: No other thoughts? 

DANNY GLOVER: Well, I think you've just killed my only ever franchise. 

MEL GIBSON: Me? Come on, Rog, they were never serious about a '5'. 

DANNY GLOVER: What do you want, Riggs? 

MEL GIBSON: Ah, nothing. 

DANNY GLOVER: ... 

MEL GIBSON: Say, you still got that tennis racket you used to play with? 

DANNY GLOVER: That old thing? Nah...it's long gone. I think my son ate it. 

MEL GIBSON: You wanna go buy a new one? Maybe me and you go down the courts 

and have a knock-a-round? 

DANNY GLOVER: I don't think that's such a good idea. 



MEL GIBSON: Come on, Rog... 

DANNY GLOVER: Shit, Riggs... 

MEL GIBSON: I saved your family, man. Remember that? Busey, on the garden lawn, 

the sprinklers...I beat that fucker for you. No? Fuck, man, he was gonna kill your kids. He 

was gonna gut those little...and I saved them, Rog, I saved them. And now you won't 

even play a goddamn game of tennis with me? 

DANNY GLOVER: Listen, I gotta go. Sidney Poitier's coming over, and I told him I 

wasn't talking to you anymore. 

MEL GIBSON: Come on,Rog...Poitier? You don't even like that guy... 

DANNY GLOVER: I don't have to like him, that's not how it works. I just have to bow 

and stare a little, that's all. Denzel does it too. It's tradition, Riggs. That dude made a path 

for all us... 

MEL GIBSON: Fuck, Rog, all I remember is that Jackal movie... 

DANNY GLOVER: See ya, Riggs. 

Danny Glover hangs up. 

Mel Gibson calls his phone a traitor and throws it against the mansion wall. He shouts, 

he cries, he drinks. He picks up his mask, 'Mel Gibson 1996', and puts it on his face. 

Then returns to his rug. 

******** 

Two years earlier... 

Mel ran around his garden like the guy from Apocalypto. 

He told Jodie Foster to pick up the axe and chase him, then he'd read her script. She said 

no, but could she tell him about the script anyway? 

It started to rain. 

Mel held out his hand and told her to pick up the axe and attack, and fast, as his family 

was going to drown. 

'Your family?' 

He told her about the day before, how he'd dug a hole over in the corner of this very 

same garden and lowered his girlfriend down on a piece of string. 

'Huh?' 



He pointed to the corner of the garden. 

'She's still down there?' 

Mel nodded. 

An hour later and Jodie had pulled the girlfriend out. Mel hadn't helped at all. He'd been 

too busy hitting a cardboard cut-out with an axe. 

When he'd killed the cut-out, Jodie told him about the script. 

'I think it's right for you, Mel, I really do.' 

Mel thought about it. 

'Will I have to go to dark places?' he asked. 

'Yes. But...but it won't be you, it'll be the beaver.' 

Mel laughed. 

'I'm in.' 

'That's great news.' 

'But I should warn you...' 

'Yeah?' 

'There's a pretty big chance I'm gonna destroy your movie from the inside out.' 

******** 

The next day Mel walked around his mansion with the bag on his shoulder, trying to 

think of reasons to go outside. 

On one of the living room walls was a poster. It wasn't his,it was there when he'd arrived. 

Inspirational quotes, it said.He read through them and tried to disagree. He knew they 

were motivational, and all those lines by clever people, all bunched together should have 

no other effect but total positivity. Yet still he disputed. 

'If everything could be said with words there'd be no reason to paint.' 

That's bullshit, he thought. Spoken by a painter no doubt. He thought about philosophy 

and the programmes he'd seen on TV where clever people would talk about art and 

explain what it meant. Those were words.How could paint reveal anything that words 

couldn't?It was ridiculous. 



Tell me painters...tell me something that can't be explained with words. 

******** 

In 1982, before the release of Mad Max, Mel rode his horse out into the Australian desert 

and got himself lost.After three days of seeing no one, he finally came across a cauldron 

tended to by three witches. 

He nodded and said hello. 

They ignored him. 

He asked what they were doing there. 

They told him it was a local production of King Lear. 

He asked them if he would be a king or something in the future. 

They said no.  

He asked if anything bad would happen to him. 

Yes, they said. You will drop yourself in deep shit sometime around the year 2006, and 

again in 2010. 

He asked if there was anything he could do to avoid it. 

Yes, they said. Learn to distrust the Jews. 

He asked what was wrong with the Jews. 

Everything, they said. 

Oh. 

He thanked them for their advice and rode on, eventually finding his way out of the 

desert and safely back home. 
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WORF in ghost text because most people have no respect for star trek 

Son of Mogh [and Moghetta?] 

Father of the first tiny Kling-on. 

[Almost] non-talker. 

Aims for fifty words a day, no higher. 

Aggressively anti-social, Worf doesn't even live on the station anymore. Instead, he hides 

beneath the Captain's chair on the USS Defiant, listening to Kling-on opera, chewing his 

nails, hoping to God the repair crew don't turn and see him. 

When alone, he looks at the floor. 

Or reads 20th Century author, Ralph Ellison. 

If someone he knows approaches him, he'll walk the other way. 

If they follow, he'll run. 

If they run, he'll panic. 

He drinks prune juice to suffer. 

Psychologically, there is nothing wrong with him. He just doesn't have any interests other 

than honour and killing, and battles where everyone died. 

At the end of every conversation, Worf will become aware he's just been in a scene, and 

will look down before looking at whichever character is walking away, as if realising or 

regretting something big. This is called meta-Worf. 

His rigidness can be explained by the meta-ness. 

At some point in the show, Worf realised the meta-nature of himself and in turn realised 

he couldn't be killed. He was obviously too popular, even if he could not understand 

why. All he did was growl and hide under the Captain's chair. 

Today never seems to be a good day to die. 

Whoever's in charge of the Kling-ons, watch your back. Worf will get you eventually. 

The Romulans always call him a dog, and he doesn't like it. Who do they think they are, 

those damn Romulans? 

Their Warbirds look like shit. 

There is no galaxy, only kill. 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


