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PART ONE

THE EARLY YEARS

It's hard to imagine a time before the Fixture. Yet for a
period, it existed only in the mind of its illustrious creator,
Darian Sebastian Fark. Memories do exist from those before the
Fixture. But those memories are few and faulty and we have trouble
interpreting their feelings of the absence.

In those pre-Fixture days, progress had begun its Seventh
Renaissance. There was new construction everywhere. New offices,
new houses, new factories, new everything. The quality of life was
improving. And to go along with all of this advancement, Fourth
Fidelity Bank decided to promote the arts, as they occasionally
still do. They were expecting an increase of their visibility on
the world stage in return.

After some consideration, Fourth Fidelity selected Darian Fark
to build the centerpiece of their new headquarters. But we are
getting ahead of ourselves already. This is not the beginning of
the story, although when thinking of the Fixture it is hard to
imagine a beginning at all. We can however begin with Darian, the
artist, the creator. But we would be remiss if we neglected to
mention his forebears.

His mother, Mary Alice Simpson Fark taught a kindergarten class.
She specialized in finger-paints and brown paper bag animal masks.
She seems to have been the major influence on the youthful Darian.
Her philosophy of “leaving kids alone to do what they will”
resulted in his being left quite alone throughout his formative
years. She was often to be found squatting in her special corner of
the small Fark house, playing alone and conversing with her dolls,
especially Sandra Mae, her favorite.

Jasper Louis Fark, the father, was a wandering salesman of the
metaphysical variety and a collector of peculiar artifacts. The
Fark abode was literally stuffed with sacred things and Darian grew
up in a world where art was more than commonly abundant.

Jasper Fark was not a friendly man, to say the least. He had
little fondness for his only son, his only child, Darian, and
Darian despised him, or so he later claimed.

We know Jasper mostly through his legal record, which was a
lengthy one. He was first charged as a teenager, for loitering.
According to his statement he was merely “waiting for a sign and
failed to observe the one that said no trespassing” We next hear of
him a year later through court documents filed when he married Mary
Alice Simpson.

Shortly thereafter, Jasper embarked on a husband-only honeymoon.
He abandoned his bride and set off on a course which can still be
clearly followed by a rather hefty collection of police reports.
The jurisdictions vary but the charges are the same. Public
nuisance, vagrancy, loitering, trespassing, minor theft, indecent
exposure, and intent to flee. At some point during this period,
Jasper Fark remembered he was married and returned to his wife.

About a year after Jasper returned, Darian was born. Jasper
never left off wandering, but as he aged, his arrests were steadily
less frequent. He continued to preach the word of, whosever word it
was that he was preaching. Some saw it as a combination of
orgiastic Sufism and penitential scourging. Others recall he used
the phrase 'His terrible swift sword' an awful lot.

One thing is clear, wherever Jasper went, whatever he said and
did, he always returned home loaded down with animistic objects.
The Fark house was a small one, with a single bedroom, a living
room, a kitchen with a pantry, a basement and the tiny attic.

For awhile Jasper stored his finds in the basement, but they
later became so numerous that the entire house was cluttered save
for the kitchen, the only room off limits to his collection. The
kitchen was filled with Mrs. Fark's own artistic works.

Jasper Fark was not an art dealer, though. He never sold a
single thing, and never parted with any of his treasures. Once he
had his objects safely stored, he seems to have forgotten all about
them.

The attic was Darian’s room, accessible only by a rope which
dangled from the window. Darian undoubtedly ascended it at night,
and descended in the morning. His father's artifacts had found
their way up there, mostly through the help of Darian. And he was
literally surrounded with these objects day and night.

Darian was a shy and lonely boy, living in a world of private
fantasy. That's easily said, but perhaps the implications are more
subtle. We humans always live in fantasy. Those of us called sane
merely share a common social fantasy, while the insane simply have
a fantasy all their own. Darian never saw the need for believing in
the collective social myth, or perhaps he was trying to create a
new one starting with himself. We may never know. But we do know he
spent his earliest years in the utmost isolation. His only friends
were his father's dogs and his parents never reared him to be a
member of the masses.

Later, when he went to school, he preferred to play with clay
and mud and stones, rather than with the other children. Their
games never seemed to interest him. Some of these children taunted
him. None of these children ever entered Darian's home. In truth,
they didn't even know him, despite their later claims.

One person in Darian’s childhood who did care was Hildegard
Brennan, the school principal where Darian’s mother taught.
Hildegard noticed something special about Darian early on. She
recalled him as an abnormally small boy, very thin, with nearly
invisible straw-colored hair, terrible eyesight, and tenth
generation clothes.

Ms. Brennan once recalled a meeting she had with the young
artist. She asked him if he was happy. He said “Yes, he was.”
“What?” she asked, “What are you happy about?” “The world,” he
said, “is full of shapes.”

We receive a sense of concentration and focus, an almost
hypnotic quality about the boy. She asked him, “What about the
shapes?” He answered, “There are many of them.”

Besides the quotes about the shapes, she didn't have much else
to say about the artist. The kids at school were mean to him, but
what could she do? In other words, she left him alone as well. I'm
sure Darian didn't mind. He was used to doing things his way, and
any interference would have been unwelcome. He seems to have spent
most of his time observing, observing shapes, no doubt. He watched
the passing clouds, the patterns in the parched or soaked red
earth, the shapes of natural and man-made things and creatures,
and, most of all, imaginary shapes existing only in his mind.

Life for Darian continued this way until Darian was about ten
years old. No longer content to merely observe the shapes of the
world, he began to create some shapes himself. His parents
apparently had no objections to his work, but as usual they did
nothing to encourage him. And it seems certain that during this
formative period of his life, he was simply experimenting with the
possibilities.

I will attempt a description of some of these very early objects
but I believe it would take an entirely different language than
ours, symbolic as it is, to describe the works of Darian Fark. This
does not stop us from attempting descriptions however, even if they
bear little resemblance to reality.

Two pieces from this early period are in the memorial museum.
One is approximately seventeen inches high, while the other rises
to a full two feet. The larger piece appears to be some kind of
swollen worm, basking in a rounded, net-like leaf, suspended on a
rope over a waterfall of lumpy mud. Others may see it differently,
of course. The other statuette is actually cut from stone, and
looks more like a leaky, lidless, casket filled with porridge. The
worm piece is much more complicated, and interesting.

Darian was producing sculptures constantly during this period
and not showing them to anyone. He showed little interest in his
classes, and his grades were very bad. He had no use for spelling,
grammar, history or math, and the only subject that seemed to
interest him at all was science. His science teacher recalls that
Darian would frequently interrupt to ask all sorts of questions
stemming from a class the day or week before. He seems to have
tried to puzzle things out on his own before he turned for
help.

Darian had no social life in his early teenage years. He had no
interests or hobbies that he felt the need to share with
others.  Perhaps he felt no need of friends or companions
during these years. He was probably seen as unusual by his peers,
but so were his parents by theirs and his odd behavior must have
been expected. Had Jasper and Mary Alice turned out a normal son,
the community would have been shocked.

Whenever Jasper came home from one of his missionary ventures,
he became the town pariah as long as he remained. He never did
preach within the town limits, nor would he have been allowed to if
he tried.

Jasper considered the town damned to all eternity, and claimed
he only lived there as a witness, like Jonah in Nineveh, or Jesus
in Jerusalem. But he was highly active in the larger cities, the
great urban centers where the “real sin was to be found.”

When Jasper was at home, he merely exhorted his wife to go on
producing visible works for the greater glory of God. According to
Jasper, “God created man to do things, and therefore everything we
do belongs to God.” 

Harriet Bridges Washington was the town librarian where Darian
grew up. A modest, unassuming woman, it was she who was the first
to stumble upon the work of our artist.

Harriet was preparing to open a permanent children's exhibition
room in the lobby of the library. She contacted Mrs. Fark through
the school and arranged a visit to see the classroom’s art
works.

One of the things Harriet admired most was not by one of the
students, though. It was a brown paper bag mask made by Mrs. Fark
herself. Harriet wanted it anyway, and asked if she could see some
of Mary Alice's other works.

She soon found herself in the kitchen of the Fark house, and
watched Mary Alice rummage through her pantry, looking for more of
her work. Harriet turned and looked through the window. A young
child was playing in the mud. “Is that Little Darian?” She said.
Indeed it was. “What's he doing?” Harriet asked. “Whatever he wants
to,” Mrs. Fark replied. Harriet was not content with this response
and stepped outside to ask the boy himself.

She introduced herself, but Darian did not turn from his task.
She asked him what he was doing, and he merely grunted “Work”.
“What kind of work?” she asked. Darian sighed, then stared her in
the face and said, “I'm examining the texture and consistency of
this material. Then, considering the nature and the circumstance
involved, I will determine the proper form conducive to the
ultimate expression of this matter”.

“Oh, I see” She said. "Oh yeah?" Darian retorted "What do you
see?" She replied that she'd like to watch him work. But Darian
responded with, “I only work alone”. Then she asked if she could
see some of the things he'd done, and finally he relented, and
said, okay, why not?

Darian walked over to his shed, opened the door and then sat
down cross-legged in the corner, among his works. Harriet was
astonished and bewildered by the things. She knew, she later
claimed, that she was in the presence of a genius.

Finally, she asked him what they were, and he said, in his
customary fashion, “Shapes.” She asked, “Shapes of what?" and he
seemed puzzled by the question.

Darian agreed to let her take some things and put them in the
library, and she chose the oddest and most complicated pieces from
the lot. They were an immediate sensation. Parents from all over
town demanded their removal. Harriet saw nothing wrong with the
objects and defied the critics to spell out their objections. This
left them rather baffled, for none of them could say exactly what
they felt was wrong with them. They only had a “feeling”, They were
“creepy”. One informant said, “you got the strangest feeling that
they were going to reach right out and strangle you.” “They were
almost alive” another said, “alive and very hungry.” Most of the
townsfolk agreed that the things were about things that were eating
other things.

What the “things” were, no one could say, but they didn't like
them, and they had to go. Harriet fought to preserve these aspects
of the local culture, but after several days she lost, and the
statues were returned to Darian, who calmly put them back where
they had been before.

"You have real talent," Harriet told him, and he only nodded.
But this experience opened up a whole new world of ideas to the
budding Fark. He realized, for the first time in his life, that
these pieces could evoke responses from other people, that his was
essentially a social form of work.

He later said of this event that, “The whole thing had given me
a thrill. I really got those assholes up in arms. They were
furious. I loved it. It never had occurred to me before that simple
forms could cause such aggravation. It made me want to learn just
what it was about these shapes that caused such responses.”

For the first time, other people's notions of reality started to
interest him. Before this, he had assumed that everybody saw the
same things in the same world. But some of what they said about his
work made Darian realize that everyone was crazy in their own way.
His work wasn't merely one activity out of many possible for all,
but a unique phenomenon, available only to himself, that no one
else could imitate, or even understand. He was wrong about this, of
course. There has been no shortage of Fark imitators since he rose
to his great fame. Schools were founded on his principles, but they
found it hard to teach what Darian himself only barely
understood.

He began to read about art theory, encouraged by Harriet. He
read the history of art, the lives of various artists, and
accompanied Harriet on numerous trips to museums, where the young
Darian would frequently spend all day studying a single piece of
art.

At home his work progressed. And for the next few years he
experimented with all sorts of shapes. He occasionally would place
one of his works outside of City hall to test how people would
react to his shape. Each of these objects was destroyed by the
town’s constituents soon after it appeared. He listened to people’s
comments, and puzzled over what was meant by “ludicrous”, “insane”,
“obscene”, and “just plain gross”. He wondered what was wrong with
them - with the people, not the pieces - that made them all react
the way they did.

Now, Darian was still in school throughout this period in his
life, and it got tougher every year - not just the schoolwork,
which he never could keep up with, but the kids, who ridiculed him
mercilessly. At the age of sixteen and a half, Darian completed the
11th grade, and decided that was enough. He did not return to
school again, and nobody, with the exception of Harriet Washington,
gave a damn. And it's at this point in our story where he meets Mr.
Jones, the spectrum showman who would become his first confidant
and possibly his only friend.

Seraphim Jones was a minstrel of the Seventh Renaissance. He was
several years ahead of his time, and he knew it too. When the Sixth
Renaissance was over, Seraphim found himself out of a job, like
many other people at the time. He was laid off from the Academy of
Tools, and there was nothing else for him to do but pack his bags
and head out on the road, performing the odd laser show over here
and over there, dazzling his audiences, and scraping up a meal.

Mr. Jones believed in the theory of “creative evolution” or, to
use the proper term, “indeterminate determinism.” He was convinced
that the future, although it is composed of finite possibilities,
nevertheless remains wide open to the inevitability of
unpredictable and thoroughly random mutations. This was only one of
the many ideas he introduced our artist to, during the years of
their sojourn together as a wandering freak show/minstrel team. You
will recall the fact that Seraphim was a traveling artist, a
musician, tinkerer, explorer, and most of all, a man of many and
varied words. He was fascinated with the shapes of sound, as
recorded and produced by the several weighty high-tech gadgets he
carried with him everywhere. These were invisible shapes made
visible by the power of computer simulation, an art of which he was
a certified master.

Everywhere Seraphim went he introduced the masses to the
possibilities of a glimpse into the temporal and the infinite. His
mission was poorly paid, but he survived, and traveled the length
and breadth of the country dazzling the public with his
displays.

He would arrive in a small town and find the main drag or a
parking lot at the local shopping mall, unpack his goods, convince
someone to let him tap into their power source, wait until dusk,
and begin his work. Crowds gathered, people oohed and aahed, the
merchants complained, the police arrived, and he'd be asked to
leave. People cheered, they offered him extension cords, they told
everyone about him, and they contributed some quarters or a dollar
bill.

One of the people most impressed with him was our wandering
preacher Jasper Fark, whose congregation soon switched over to the
excitement of Mr. Jones. Jasper didn’t mind his loss, he was just
as enthralled with the show as everyone else.

Jasper followed Seraphim for a while before approaching him.
Both of them were talkers, and loved an audience. Jasper first
offered the use of his truck to Seraphim, and the duo spent a few
months on the road together. Jasper Fark returned to his home one
day with his illustrious guest.

Darian was immediately enthralled with the performer. Seraphim
took a liking to the kid, and showed him his machines. Jasper also
sat in on these lessons, convinced that he was witnessing the
ultimate testament to the glory of his God - the invisible made
real, the ether illumined in color, the heavens made manifest
through the power of Jones' wizardry. But Darian's interest was in
the actual shapes themselves, and he had found his first true
friend, the only kindred spirit he had ever yet encountered and
perhaps the only one he ever would.

During his stay in the Fark house, Seraphim became as impressed
with Darian's work as Darian was with his. And so, when Seraphim
was making preparations to leave he asked if Darian would like to
travel with him. Our subject immediately agreed and the two snuck
off together in the middle of the night. They started their journey
on foot. Darian would never see his parents again. Soon after
Darian left his mother died and Jasper Louis Fark began to wander
again, continuing to preach his own modified version of someone
else’s gospel.

If anyone is interested in a day by day account of their travels
which lasted a few years, I recommend you read the memoirs of
Seraphim Jones, especially the volumes entitled “The Darian Years.”
Seraphim's books are suspect, as are all self recorded accounts.
They are high on self-promotion, and rather low on facts, but
reading them might give an insight into the life of the artist.

I’d like to introduce some general themes and personal
essentials that will help explain the Fixture, Darian’s most
important work. For this purpose, some insight into the character
of the artist might be useful. I have found, during my extensive
research, many quite contradictory portraits of his nature.
Seraphim Jones insists that Darian was an obsessive and brooding
man, who would occasionally fall into inexplicable fits of black
depression. He says that Darian had an aversion to the public
bordering on allergy. On the other hand, he states that Darian's
was an unparalleled artistic genius, and that he seemed to have an
almost extraterrestrial power of vision.

Darian would spend many long hours in the middle of the night,
experimenting with the Jones machines, and by morning he would have
a host of new designs and applications ready to be installed. With
Darian's assistance, Jones was able to construct a number of quite
unthinkable gadgets and devices, which extended his performances
far beyond their original extent, from mere light displays to
intricate, highly mathematical exercises in
incomprehensibility.

There is every reason to doubt that Darian's aptitude was as
magical as Seraphim makes it seem, and his books read more like
travel adventure than a true and thorough account of the events
that actually transpired. On the other hand, we do know that by the
time they went their separate ways, Darian had learned an
incredible amount about machinery, electronics and construction,
knowledge that would later become synthesized into the Fixture. We
cannot say with any certainty how this expertise was acquired, but
we do know that is was.

Darian was a boy when he and Seraphim joined up. His departure
from home and his many travels were perhaps born from a craving for
novelty or independence. Darian matured on the road, adventuring,
learning new things. He still observed how his art affected those
who experienced it. Indeed, that might have been his sole concern
at the time.

Darian Fark never seems to have been a genuine adolescent. He
viewed these travels as a necessary preparation for the work he
knew that he was going to do someday. He was seriously committed to
this endeavor and never gave doubt much thought.

I think we can conclude that the artist was a sober, thoughtful
youth. People who knew him have remarked that he rarely smiled but
I can guess that this was due to his constant thinking.

He must have made a curious counterpart to the effervescent
loudmouth Jones, and people wondered what the two had in common.
But it was a genuine artist's bond. During their time together, the
shows evolved from simple laser fireworks to amazing sky wide works
of art. They made light stand still in the atmosphere for up to
half an hour, while they added on new pieces and new strands, until
they had an ever changing color sculpture living and breathing in
the air. These towers of light were accompanied by a dazzling array
of other shorter rays and sparks, shooting up and spinning around
to the sounds of light created by the synthesizer recorders.

They were no longer confined to shopping malls and parking lots.
A few years after Darian left home the duo were performing in
cathedrals, theaters and museums. Their shows were becoming
legendary. They no longer lived in empty lots, but stayed in fine
hotels, and in the houses of important dignitaries of the art
world. They referred to their collective works as “Graven Images”.
Seraphim, as usual, had grandiose theories and ideas connected with
the work, and used to give long speeches before and after their
shows expounding on these ideas to the crowds.

Darian seems to have dismissed all that as quite beside the
point, and following his lead, I shall do likewise. You can read
Jones' books if you're interested in such ideas.

We have said that Darian was cautious, thorough, meditative,
intuitive and quiet. As he was in those years, so he remained until
his death. He doesn't seem to have changed much, despite events and
changing circumstances. When he split with Seraphim Jones, he
rented out a small studio and devoted himself to the furtherance of
his art.

He lived alone, but he wasn't left alone. Eventually Darian
would command an audience the size of the world, but in his small
studio he only had room for the occasional friend or acquaintance
stopping by on their way through town. In the summers he would
exhibit his work, either on the street or in a museum. Space never
mattered to Darian. Each of his shows was more successful than his
last. Why he always chose the summertime to display his creations
we might never know.

The influence of Seraphim Jones in Darian’s work during this
period seems to have vanished utterly. His pieces weren't painted.
There were no bright colors. There was no accompanying musical
score. His pieces still sat alone at this point, although later the
connections between his sculptures would become a central theme of
his work. It is difficult to describe these structures, but I shall
make an attempt, however feeble it might seem.

In terms of my own field, architectural mythology, Darian’s
early shows were full of meaning. The basic pre-war attributes were
there; cramped, fixated resistance to artificial limitations,
rootless upward movement, clutching, all-embracing selfish
firmness, full serious absurdity, and finally, the firm conviction
of the shell that must save its hollowness from intrusions. All
these points have many implications, most of which I touch on in my
lectures concerning Darian and his work.

The critics of his day didn't know what they were witnessing of
course. But they were suitably impressed. He gained a bit of
notoriety and one of his summer exhibits was shown at several
museums in major cities all around the world. The audience which
anticipated this display with exaggerated zeal was oddly
disappointed with its presence.

The show consisted of twenty seven pieces, varying in size from
the minuscule to the gargantuan. The tiny pieces were of clay and
zinc, lumpy, unappealing shapes, reminiscent of the melted girder
beams seen nightly from Amman during the World War then taking
place.

Other pieces were also images of destruction and decay. People
didn't want to be reminded that then President Harper was
threatening to exterminate the planet to safeguard essential
national interests. They wanted some divertissement, some
appealing, thought absorbing stimuli, but only in one piece did
Darian gratify this wish.

This statue was destined to become his second most famous work.
It was twenty-four feet high, and forty-two feet wide around the
widest part. Although it was untitled, as are all of Darian’s
works, the public placed a title on it presumably because they felt
they needed to. It became known as the Dinosaur. Unlike the beasts,
it had no distinguishable limbs, or rather, too many of them. The
head might be the tail, or the other way around. It was a massive
skeleton, made up of almost innumerable little bones.

Exhaustive study later exposed that the Dinosaur consisted of
seven thousand five hundred eighty seven separate pieces, and these
“bones” were made of everything and anything. From clocks to vinyl
steering wheels and Barbie doll feet. The whole was huge, but each
piece was minuscule, and the overall effect was awesome. The
Dinosaur spoke to people and secretly told them that their culture
was inevitably doomed to utter extinction. No one admitted what
they really felt in the work’s presence of course, that would be a
bit too gloomy.

Although disappointed with the other works in the show, the
public liked the Dinosaur so much that it was more than enough to
ensure Darian's everlasting fame. The Dinosaur was never moved. It
has remained right where it was initially exhibited unto this very
day.

Darian did not travel with his work. He seems to have forgotten
about it entirely, busy in his studio, cluttering up the place with
every kind of useless thing that he could find. For several months,
while his art travelled the globe, he devoted his time to
incomprehensible experimentation concerning form and shape. He
seems to have confided in absolutely no one during this period, and
we can only guess that Darian was preparing himself in some way for
his enormous future task.

Darian was world-renowned, materially secure, well-respected,
and yet almost entirely unknown in any personal sense. An enigma, a
successful one at that. Just the kind of artist that society loves
to fawn on. But society didn't know what it was getting into when
it picked on Darian Fark to be the avatar of its Renaissance. Some
men express the essence of their age. What Darian Fark expressed
was something else entirely.

 

 

PART TWO

 

THE TREE OF LIFE

 

We should begin with a general survey of the origins of the
Seventh Renaissance. It should not be ignored that The Renaissance
was artificially induced. In the midst of global military conflict,
President Harper and his corporate advisors decided to divert
attention from the conflict by launching a massive public works
campaign.

The centerpiece of this jewel of central planning was the
construction of an ultramodern metropolitan city. Every region of
the country got its share of the public monies however. Streets
were repaved, old buildings were restored, new ones were built,
everyone received a piece of the illusory pie. The newspapers and
other newer media played the role of cultural cheerleaders, with
high-flown phrases about restoring dignity and pride to the
country. Any properly cynical person could see right through the
hype, but the citizens were made to believe that they were truly
living through a brand new renaissance, a whole new era of the
world.

We can say that painlessly today, but at the time no one would
admit the obvious truth, and every line was swallowed. In any case,
it was during this initial period of the renaissance that the
Fourth Fidelity decided to construct its new headquarters. To
complement their hideous scheme, they commissioned Darian Fark to
build them a centerpiece.

The story of the Fixture covers no less than twenty four years,
from the beginning to the end. This is no simple story. Instead, it
is a nightmare of delay and interruption, scandal and intrigue,
bankruptcy, lawsuits and strikes, tragedy and farce, confusion and
interminable, impossible, unimaginable frustration.

I'll start from the beginning, which was the moment Darian Fark
agreed to do the project. He presented a list of demands to the
bankers. There has been a lot of controversy about the terms of
this agreement, and many of its clauses are still in litigation
today. Darian requested unrestricted expression of his freedom, and
started the work slightly before the freedom was granted. He could
never place restrictions on himself or limit the types of materials
he would use. No timetable was given for completion of the work -
it was never to be due at any time. Also, it was to cost no more
than two point seven million dollars, adjustable for future
inflation.

When the Greater Depression came along, with its incredible
inflation, Fourth Fidelity was to go to court and lose, not just a
lawsuit, but untold millions of dollars because of this aspect of
the contract. But by that time, of course, the Fixture had already
spread its wings, and left the shallow confines of the Fourth
Fidelity courtyard far behind.

But perhaps the most important clause stated that there could be
no restriction on the size of Darian’s construction. This was to
lead to the most unforeseen and unpredictable consequences
possible.

No one seems to know what Darian had in mind for this work. No
sketches or designs were ever found. We only know that Darian was
alleged to have said to Seraphim Jones that “this thing will be
alive, and it will never die.” The authenticity of this statement
has been vigorously disputed, and I don't care to express any
opinion on this subject. We can legitimately doubt the words of Mr.
Jones, but if we do, we have precious little else to go on.

Darian himself said nothing on the subject until he was forced
to in a court of law. He prefaced everything he said in the court
with “This is what I know to be true”. For now let's say the
Fixture was originally a mystery to all concerned, probably even to
the artist. Fourth Fidelity were hoping for another Dinosaur, the
citizens hoped for something new and different, and Darian Fark was
ready to embark upon the achievement of his destiny.

The first visible portion of the Fixture was unceremoniously
cemented into the middle of the bank’s courtyard by Darian himself
on a cold winter morning. This initial portion was a modest piece,
a slab of drab gray granite, eight inches wide, twenty seven inches
long, three inches high, and smooth and flat on top, except for
several holes. After installing this first piece Darian left. He
returned once more, the following day, to inspect the work, and
then he did not appear again until mid summer of the same year.

The slab of stone became a running joke, especially among the
workers at the site. They presumed that Darian had made off with
two point seven million dollars for a stupid piece of rock. This
was incorrect of course. Darian was busy in his studio. He isolated
himself there for six months before resuming active labor at the
site. He may have been designing during his studio time, but no
designs remain. Speculation on his methods is fruitless. A
historian is liable only to report the facts, and on this period we
have no physical evidence whatsoever

He returned to The Fourth Fidelity courtyard in an old and
battered pickup truck he had rented out the day before. I have the
receipt on this. It is a fact. He worked alone at this time, and as
he dragged three heavy iron bars into the center of the courtyard,
he realized help would be required. A couple of the Fidelity
workmen were glad to help him out, and even refused his offers of
payment, but this was one of the last times that anybody ever did a
thing for him for free. The group lifted up the bars, and put them
into place, on top of spokes which fit into the holes of the slab,
and everything was welded into place. He put the biggest bar on the
bottom, and the other two on top, parallel to each other,
horizontal to the ground.

It was not an auspicious beginning. It was an ugly and ungainly
little structure, and no one knew what could possibly be coming
next. As sculpture it was unoriginal and bland. As a base it looked
as though it couldn't support much weight and the Fidelity workers
started taking bets as to when the thing would simply fall over or
crash into the bank, damaging their work.

But Darian seemed pleased enough, and left the site for three
more weeks. Now, even more than in the previous months, it appeared
as though the thing might be actually done. But Darian was
contracting laborers, and sending bills to Fourth Fidelity, and
their doubts were cleared away, their confidence restored, and the
Seventh Renaissance continued unabated.

Upon Darian’s return, construction of the Fixture finally began
in earnest. For the next eleven months everyone could see that
something big was happening. Darian had a crew of several workers,
and a fleet of trucks. The first thing to go up was a massive
marble tube six feet high and three feet in diameter, with a two
foot high by four foot wide hollowed 'knob' on top. A large piece
of obsidian was inserted into the tube, and a black cast iron beam
was welded on the uppermost right corner, extending upward more
than twenty feet at a thoroughly impossible angle to remain in
balance. Another cast iron beam was implanted on the other side,
likewise extending upward but to the left and lower. Now, nobody
had any idea just what the hell was going on. The thing was really
ugly, and an eyesore too. Several gigantic bright red tubes were
jutting out, all at equally impossible angles, all ultimately
resting on the ridiculous little base.

By Autumn, the structure, (It wasn’t called the Fixture at this
point) reached a height of twenty seven feet. A number of the
plastic tubes were branching over the entire extent of the
courtyard. They provided shade, or blocked the sun, depending on
your point of view. The tubes were too high for anyone to bump
their head on but this fact did not lessen the Fidelity’s concerns
with the construction of the project. They were ultimately hoping
that Darian would either change his mind and take the structure
down or by some miracle it would turn into something wonderful and
marvelous.

Darian didn't hear a word the critics said, or at least he
didn't appear to. Gerald McGavin, who hauled materials for Darian
would later testify that the artist confided in no one, and never
let on just what he was intending. The work seemed totally
haphazard, even accidental, as he welded here and bolted there all
through the winter time, and by the following spring the thing was
turned into a fountain, to the amazement and delight of all
concerned.

The water followed complex and roundabout routes in returning to
its source, and no one was ever able to explain the pumping system
he'd installed, not even the plumbers who'd helped put it in. We
can assume that Darian thought an explanation was unnecessary, but
making any assumptions about Darian is probably unwise. To
observers, it appeared that the work was done, in good time, and
far under budget. And so one summer day, on the first anniversary
of the slab, a christening ceremony was held by the Fourth
Fidelity. Many notables from the art world graced the structures
presence. They all pretended to admire the elegance but were
undoubtedly holding contemptuous thoughts of the creator, evidenced
by the venom they would later spew towards Darian as public opinion
wavered. The ribbon was cut, cheers erupted from the crowd and the
champagne flowed.

Darian didn't show. He wasn't answering his telephone. No one
heard from him for months, then he suddenly announced that he was
finally ready to begin. “It's already Done!” They told him. He
still had more than two million dollars left, and no limits to his
time or space to spend it on. The Fidelity were worried. They
didn't want him to continue, and told him to keep the rest of the
money. They were sufficiently pleased, they said, but Darian was
not. He didn't want the money. He wanted to shape reality.

Darian had a vision, which he shared with the public for the
first time in an interview with Donald Blake,  soon after
Fourth Fidelity told him to stop.

"I have sunk the roots. If you can see with eyes unglazed by
history, then you will see the implications of these roots. The
rest of the work will follow naturally, as all things spring
directly from their roots."

This may not have answered any questions concerning the work,
but the general impression was that Darian Intended to materialize
his vision. He wasn't much more specific,

"The renaissance must have a common unifying factor. What could
be more common than life and growth itself?”

It is clear that all observers at the time failed to comprehend
the meaning of these words. They lacked the imagination essential
for understanding. How could they understand, Darian was destined
to introduce the required concepts himself. At least the interview
sufficed to stifle opposition, and the challenge he laid down for
himself led the Fourth Fidelity to relent and he carried on. They
too were curious, and they hoped he'd salvage the mess he had
already made.

Darian entered his greatest period shortly after this. At the
time he seemed obsessed. He was working feverishly with his
blueprints, scribbles and designs, ordering materials, hiring
laborers, overseeing the construction. For an entire year the
Fixture grew unabated. The scene of construction was always
surrounded by herds of curious spectators. The Fourth Fidelity
building opened in the spring, and people watched from the windows
as Darian continued his work below. The artist himself was daily at
the scene, directing cranes, consulting with his crew, climbing up
the fountain and hammering, pounding, sawing, welding, bolting,
painting, plastering, cementing. He rarely paused to examine the
work, he just knew that it would work.

He was unusually accessible to the press during this juncture.
He would gladly talk about the work, but only about the pieces -
never about the whole. He said it was the process that really
mattered, the actual doing of the work, and that he wasn't
interested in the finished product as such. He was active and open,
but he wasn't exactly friendly. His attitude was the very model of
sobriety, perhaps reminiscent of his youth. Those who worked beside
him said he was a hard man, impossible to please, with an
inexhaustible reserve of patience, even tact.

The people marveled at the sight, and the news that Darian Fark
was finally working on his long-awaited masterpiece spread
throughout the world, Tourists en masse visited the courtyard and
the Fidelity benefited greatly from the publicity.

We called it the Tree of Life at this point and it certainly
looked like one, branching ever upward, outward, downward, inward,
in a multitude of colors, and made of every hard material known to
man, weaving an intricate pattern of connections, intersections,
overlays and parallels, a fountain flowing everywhere at once,
extending to a height of more than forty seven feet, completely
overshadowing the courtyard; add to this a multitude of sounds,
caused by invisible levers, hammers, prongs and springs, activated
by the falling water drops, in a harmony of perpetual motion and
intricate subtle beauty.

Darian ran lines of Xenon lighting in crooked patterns
throughout the whole huge structure. And on top of it installed a
computer controlled evanescent light spectacular. The lights, the
sounds, the water, all the branches, the colors and materials and
the sheer size of the Tree combined to produce the most sensational
effects. This was clearly the most amazing sculpture ever known to
man. Construction halted one autumn day, Darian’s 27th
birthday actually. And everyone thought the work was finally done.
Darian gave no indication either way. He let his workers go, then
headed back to his studio.

The Tree’s success was instantaneous and overwhelming. No one
could find the adjectives to describe it. It had to be seen to be
believed, and even seen it couldn't be believed. The Fourth
Fidelity was stunned. The Tree covered the first five stories of
their building, and their edifice seemed a crude and ugly primitive
sort of thing in comparison. Indeed, it was.

Darian had spent nine hundred thousand dollars on his, whereas
the Fidelity had spent some thirty seven million on theirs, and
they were embarrassed. But they were glad that it was over, and
sent some emissaries to commend him on the work, and reward him
personally with a check for the balance of the funds.

But it was obvious that the Tree wasn't finished. Looking down
from above, many of the branches came abruptly to a halt, and on
the top there was an iron platform, ten feet square, with slots and
openings intended for other pieces to fit into. So the emissaries
should not have been surprised when Darian refused the check and
simply stated "I'm not finished yet."

Publicly a festival was being held, a weeklong ceremony to
celebrate the Seventh Renaissance and its glorious centerpiece, the
Tree of Life. Darian did not attend.

Darian may have thought that there was nothing standing in the
way of his work’s completion, but if so, he was wrong. The Fourth
Fidelity was not amused to learn that he intended to continue with
the work. Enough is enough, they said, and they filed the first of
what were to be many lawsuits concerning the Fixture. Specifically,
they sought a court injunction, prohibiting any further
construction on their property. Darian was summoned to the court to
testify. He appeared shocked and visibly upset. He asked the court
to turn aside the motion, on the grounds that it was a violation of
his contract. But the court ruled that the corporation had a right
to control activity on its real estate, and moved to grant the
bank's request. Darian asked permission to remove some items from
the top of the Tree. This was the only point all parties agreed
upon during the entire proceedings.

The headlines shrieked "FOURTH FIDELITY BLOCKS FARK: ARTIST
FORCED TO DECONSTRUCT".

The citizens were outraged, and the Fourth Fidelity never fully
recovered from this loss of prestige. But Darian was unconcerned,
and set about removing the upper platform, and a few assorted
branches. Overall the effect was deemed beneficial by the bank, for
the top now looked complete, and approximately rounded. The scandal
blew over quickly, as Darian refused to sue the Bank as many
citizens suggested he should do. He had other things in mind. He
withdrew into seclusion once again to contemplate the future of his
Fixture.

Many still believe that the Tree of Life portion of the Fixture
is its greatest part, and Darian's greatest achievement, while the
rest of the monument was merely an aberration. First of all, Darian
never referred to this portion by that name. Secondly, we only see
it as a tree because we are expecting to, and every similar shape
tends automatically to be lumped together with its most
characteristic representative. This tendency overlooks the
metaphorical possibilities.

But Darian customarily referred to that portion as “the original
growth” or “the blueprint in the seed”, thus insinuating that this
was not an end unto itself, but merely the basic material to be
evolved upon. He called it “a spreading shape”, indicating its
primal tendency, rather than a final goal. The implications should
be clear. The misnamed Tree was intended to be the common ancestor
of all the later developments, and nothing more than that. It was a
symbol of primordial shape, including all potentials invisibly
within it, a launching pad, the illusion of the beginning which
actually never authentically begins.

At this point, Darian paid a visit to the mayor, Benjamin Wick.
According to the latter's testimony, Darian asked him to negotiate
with Fourth Fidelity on his behalf. Specifically, Darian said he
was willing to abide by the judgment of the court concerning the
bank's own property, but since the Fixture was intended as a gift
to the city itself, he would like permission to continue the work
on adjacent properties. Fourth Fidelity, you'll remember, was still
obliged to pay one point eight million dollars toward the work, and
to honor the no-limits clause of the agreement. Darian was ready to
compromise. All he wanted was a final settlement with the bank, and
the official support of the city to continue his work. We can
wonder what might have occurred had the courts not swayed in
Darian’s favor. Perhaps Darian would have continued without
consent, believing in his work so much that he could not stop
constructing.

Shortly after he won his case the next phase of his work began.
An enormous inverted V was constructed, seventy eight feet at the
apex, and landing squarely on the ground on the other side of
Rambler Street, just behind a Burger Joint. It was made of the
slickest plastic, coated with oily polyurethane to prevent anyone
from climbing up too far. At the base, a maze of limber and cement,
with hundreds of tiny passageways, too small even for rodents. Only
insects and water could navigate the structure. The overall shape
of this thing was a centahedron containing a hundred other hidden
centahedrons within it.

Darian’s work did not go smoothly. The Burger Joint filed suit
against the Fourth Fidelity and Darian Fark, citing zoning laws and
alleged safety violations. Darian was undeterred. He enshrouded the
monstrous thing with a mesh of mildly charged electric netting, and
agreed to surround the base, including the intricate maze, with a
twelve foot barbed wire hurricane fence, which he adorned with more
of his impossibly soft lights. He was determined to appease all
enemies, at whatever cost, provided the work itself could proceed
according to his plan.

The point is that henceforth he had to fight for every inch, and
the rest of the story is of his battle against an array of various
opponents. He conducted this struggle in the name of art, and in
the name of the Seventh Renaissance. It was a long, protracted war,
but he was determined not to lose. He put the common interest above
the private interests he ran up against, and his strength did not
fail, his resolve never weakened, despite the ever shifting tides
of public sentiment.

It must be noted that throughout these years, Darian was
something of a public hero. You'd be surprised how easily many
people fell for the old renaissance routine. Trained in
gullibility, and ready to worship the market of the Fidelity, they
were fully convinced that this period of resurgence was a genuine,
spontaneous expression of a brand new generation of creative
artists, rather than the empty and contrived illusion it really
was. For the city’s constituents, Darian Fark was synonymous with
the renaissance, and after his legal hassles with the bank, Darian
was loved and adulated by the population at large. In short, he
could do no wrong. Anyone who opposed him in those days was
automatically vilified by the corporate-owned media , to whom he
was a living symbol of both visible progress and the promised
endless growth of a vivified economy. Those were free spending
times.

And so, Darian was able to push through a number of
extraordinary ventures, despite the legitimate complaints of
rightful owners whose properties he was wantonly trespassing. Even
the courts gave in to media pressure, and ruled in Darian's favor
every time a business tried to sue for an injunction. The list of
Darian’s plaintiffs grew long - including seven restaurants, a
private law school, two major supermarkets, and a host of other,
smaller, property owners and businessmen.

A detailed explanation of his work at this time shall be
reserved for a later portion of the book. I must however mention a
few things here. One, that Darian had a number of people working
for him now, general contractors, artisan plumbers, anyone who
asked and wanted to contribute. Two, inflation had begun in
earnest, and due to the clause in his original contract increased
his available resources. And three, Darian began to attract some
criticism within the art world, mostly brining it upon himself by
his increasingly vociferous and harsh attacks upon the customary
standards of the day.

By way of prefacing what follows next, I'd like to mention some
of Darian's profound views and theories. He believed that
artificial shapes (circles, squares, etc… ) had long since outlived
their usefulness, that adding artificial colors to materials was
wrong, that anthropomorphic use of natural shapes and creatures was
insane, that any purely abstract conception was ridiculous and
garbage, that sculpture as well as every art has no function but to
be, no meaning other than its being, no purpose in any human
manner; in short, that art has no value.

This was pretty heavy stuff, even for those times, and these
views, which he frequently expressed, made him many enemies among
his fellow artists. That listing of ideas will prove essential to
the comprehension of the Fixture, particularly in its original,
initial phase. But keep in mind that what we are discussing now is
only a portion of the total work itself, which was not to be
completed, if indeed it ever was, for many, many years after this
brief three-year phase.

 

PART THREE

 

FIXTURE

 

So far we have discussed the early years of Darian Fark, and his
progress through the dinosaur, the so-called Tree of Life, and the
beginnings of the Fixture. But at some point along the line Darian
changed, in a subtle way. And even now no one is quite sure just
how to characterize his transformation. Outwardly, he appeared to
be the same Darian Fark. Devoted to his work, seemingly oblivious
to any other concerns, serious, sober, humorless, dry, a
single-minded sculptor intent on fashioning his shapes in his own
peculiar way.

We do not know if fame and popular acclaim played any role in
changing him. I doubt this very much. Instead, I believe, that he
reached a certain age, and suddenly saw things differently. There
is evidence to support this claim; the evidence of the work itself.
We cannot help but doubt, when gazing upon  the dinosaur and
the tree,  both static and unconnected pieces, that these are
the creation of the earlier Fark.Darian’s transition was quite
sudden and noticeable by anyone who had been paying attention to
the artist. There have been many theories concerning what may have
transpired in his mind around this time. Some say that he gave up
on human beings entirely, and instead of trying to teach them, he
deliberately began to offend them. But this theory seems untenable,
in light of the fact that he never seemed to pay attention to the
citizens anyway. Neither was this change, as some suggest, a
campaign of vendetta against the Fourth Fidelity.

These theories do not reach the heart of the matter at hand.
Which is that he was seeing different shapes, radically and wholly
different kinds of forms. Darian no longer saw the perfect,
abstract shapes that govern the world of science, math and art. He
no longer saw the twisted, swollen, bloated, patchy, lumpy,
tattered shapes that hitherto had characterized his vision of the
world. Darian had left these normal shapes behind.

He no longer saw single connections,  and intersections, ,
as were evident in the Dinosaur, and in the Tree of Life. Darian
had entered a new realm of perception, and in this realm the shapes
he saw were shapes no one had ever seen before. The reason we still
gape in awe and notice with bewilderment the formless forms that
form the Fixture is that we have not yet learned to see these
shapes. We can find no meaning to explain them, but Darian wasn't
living in the world of meaning anymore, if indeed he ever was.

I will start with the first two components of the Fixture,
perhaps you will understand where Darian intended to go from this.
On the corner of Turner and Fourier Street stands the first work.
It is connected with the Tree by means of yellow ocher cables,
wrapped around the street lights, sagging in some places, while in
others riding impossibly high above the street’s buildings.
Following the cables, we come to rest in an alley near the corner
of the mentioned streets. At the entrance to the alley, there are
yellow cobble stone steps, loosely placed so as to slip when you
step on them, but they are definitely secure. Carefully we ascend,
and soon come to the top, where a gap awaits us. The stairs are
walled behind them, and there is a ten inch gap between this wall
and the oozing, rising fixture. It is an orange thing, of corian
and plaster, a tube shaped totem rising thirty seven feet, squeezed
between the narrow alley walls, and scribbled on, all over, by
various punks and vandals. It is a long thin lump. It's sides are
wary and uneven, a formless form. It doesn't look like anything at
all. But from the top, some oily bluish grayish foamy gooey liquid
stuff bubbles periodically over the edge, and oozes down the
sides.

The Madison Paper Plant, on Bleeker near Red Alley, is
enshrouded in the second work, a tomb of plastic strings, forming
an uneven, tangled netting stretching high above the factory.
Strings whack against the windows, dangle in the parking lot; the
overall effect more like a fishing net torn open by a school of
killer whales than anything I can think of. The factory owner sued,
and lost; the netting stayed, but now it's merely fragments of its
former self, many strings pulled off by various people for all
sorts of reasons down through the years, and once somebody even
tried to set the whole thing on fire, but succeeded only in burning
down the factory, which is no longer there. The netting was
originally made up of steel and petrifying trees. These are still
in place since nobody can move them.

These are only two examples. I will discuss each component of
the Fixture in due time, but for the moment I have chosen these two
to illustrate some points. People at the time had no idea what to
make of these constructions. They went along with the media's
description of Darian as a “trailblazing pioneer” and a “forerunner
of the future generations”, but at the same time they suspected
that the Fixture was going to be something more than art. Darian
was taking some precautions that seemed out of line.

Why was he sinking his foundations more than twenty-four feet
deep?

Why was he cementing at least one side of every piece to a large
important building?

Why was he attaching all these pieces to each other, sometimes
by means of substances far more imposing than the works
themselves?

A consensus was reached that Darian only meant to have his
pieces stand the test of time. But Darian wasn't worried about the
tests of time. And he wasn't protecting his Fixture against the
elements, but against the very people he was supposedly building it
for. Darian took advantage of his popularity. Indeed, it was his
popularity that allowed him to construct. But he sensed somehow
that this popularity wouldn’t last. As to whether he understood the
full extent of what was yet to come, I doubt it very much. He was
prepared for the inevitable, but against the unthinkably
impossible, there can be no such prevention and no cure.

One of Darian's most popular pieces of the time was behind the
Jolly Supermarket on the 700 block of Elbert Street. It was popular
because the pundits claimed it to be. The Jolly after all was the
market for the middle class and a parking lot was not a proper site
for a classic work of art. We know differently now of course.

When Darian began to dig up the middle of the lot the owner of
the Jolly took a legal interest in the matter. But the courts at
this time were still ruling in favor of Darian, in favor of
expression. Huge steel girders were sunk into the ground below the
lot. These beams rose twenty feet above the ground, and were
bracketed together by means of chain link fences. Beneath the
surface was a generator, powered by solar panels on the top of the
Fixture itself. The generator pumped a number of leather and rubber
cords up and down the height of the structure. Attached to these
were various lumps of rock and multicolored plastics. Weaving in
and out among the elevator-ropes were miniature fossils traveling
in a series of elliptic spirals, and flashing little lights like
fireflies. The structure looked more like a delivery shaft filled
with misplaced geological specimens than anything else that anyone
could ever think of.

Between the C-D Restaurant and the Happee Bar'n'Grill, Darian
installed a mound of crystalline tangeleum. Within the clear
transparent walls, various lumps and waves with prong-like claws
were frozen still, except that every hour the entire thing was
jolted from beneath, and a shower of red and orange sparks appeared
to set the things on fire. This lasted for a minute, during which
time a muffled whistle could be heard like the sound of a
suffocated train.

Darian's fixtures live, and this is the essential point. Even
One Hundred Centahedrons supported a small colony of metallic
centipedes, which still scurry in and out of all the myriad
openings unstoppably and unceasingly.

On Rambler Street, near Elbert, above the Morewell Condo
Complex, Darian suspended a sort of artificial cloud, which changes
shape and color depending on the weather. Within the cloud, a host
of little clouds also dance and metamorphose to no apparent rhythm.
Thunder and lightning storms are regular events up there,
constantly deceiving and consequently annoying all the residents.
No one is sure how he did it, and scientists still regularly make
measurements and calculate the probabilities of this thing being
possible. Darian himself refused to comment on the project.

Around this time, the great inflation began. This proceeded to
the Greater Depression itself, because private industries collapsed
before the central government did. I am not an economist and I must
look at events through the distortion as you do, so I cannot
pretend to explain it all to you. Prices soared, the value of the
market plummeted, businesses went down, supplies were scarce, and
Darian Fark would suddenly become rich beyond all normal
comprehension. He had just one hundred thousand dollars left when
the depression began, but the foresight he showed in his initial
negotiations with the Fourth Fidelity ballooned his worth
exponentially. The courts would not exempt the Fidelity from its
obligations. But the courts would look into the matter and
determine the contract’s meaning in this new and possibly
devastated economy.

These developments were both very good and very bad for Darian.
On the one hand, he could now accomplish all the things he wanted
to. On the other hand, the changing situation was also bound to
change official attitudes towards the Seventh Renaissance, and
towards Darian Fark himself. The Fixture would soon become a
wasteful luxury, and the avid Fark would be the most visibly
wasteful artist of his time. But Darian took advantage of the
situation, and immediately bought a warehouse, and a huge supply of
tools, materials, machines, and parts. He hired a warehouse crew,
and set himself up as a private enterprise. Thus, his reliance on
the Fourth Fidelity funds was at an end. He became a businessman,
and proceeded about his business.

He built the twenty-story tall, left handed quadruple helix
tower in the first year of the Greater Depression. To many it was
his greatest work, if only because it is visible from every part of
town, and even from the suburbs several miles away. Made of
lead-filled tyrognesium and chrome, the helixes intercoil around a
central shaft of liquid fire. The effect is of a million prisms
twisted, glowing, reflecting all the light of sun and stars.

Darian always worked on several projects simultaneously, and
ignored the other, irrelevant events of the day. He was busy all
the time. He had no telephone now, and nobody could talk to him,
unless he initiated the conversation. He lived entirely in his own
world of awe-inspiring shapes, and viewed the city as his private
playpen. He did not ask anyone's permission to use their property,
nor did he apologize to them. He let his lawyer handle everything,
and his lawyer always won. This is not the place to question his
lawyer’s methods. The Seventh Renaissance was still in operation as
a dominating social myth, and the powers that be were favoring the
artist every time.

 

 

Part Four

 

Beginning of the End

 

At this point Darian appeared to be at his peak. He received a
medal of honor from the mayor, and a commendation from the
President. Renaissance fever was at full pitch.

We know what he had in mind, for the Fixture is the living
substance of his thought. He was fashioning his latest works, the
mountains he was shortly to install behind the Merrimack Hotel.
These mountains, with their velvety green surfaces, and purple
liquid valleys, their cliffs and canyons, gorges and ravines, still
seem so real, it's odd to think of them as made by one man and a
crew of laborers. True, they only reach a hundred feet, but one can
climb them like a real range, get lost among the artificial clouds,
and rest beside their sparkling waterfalls. This was one instance
where the owners of the property did not complain. Instead, they
changed their name to the Mountainview Hotel, and raised their
rates. But Darian did not stop to admire his handiwork..

On a particularly windy day, during a severe winter storm,
fortunately our weather records are quite precise, the huge
inverted V, linking the Centahedron with the Tree of Life,
collapsed. Fortunately it tumbled in the middle of the night, and
nobody was injured, but the damage to the street and some parked
autos was considerable indeed. In fact, the road was closed for
several months. A number of concerned citizens organized the
KEEP-OUR-STREETS-SECURE-FROM-FALLING-THINGS BRIGADE (or KOSSFFT for
short) and filed a formal complaint with the city's Public Works
Commission. There were no immediate results, but this was a warning
sign, which Darian only slightly noticed since he immediately
attempted to put his structure aright, this time with support from
a number of power cables, connected to other portions of the
Fixture. No matter where he built, there was always some connection
with the others, and even though some of these connections have
been lost, the idea of them is central to an understanding of the
work.

Some contemporary critics tried to analyze his work, but they
used dated concepts, and ultimately failed in the attempt. Julian
Morana thought that Darian's grand work was all the infantile death
wish of some primordial omnipotence, revealed most clearly in the
diapers of a child. This is palpably absurd. Rene Pocussard
determined from his careful observation that Darian was
extrapolating fundamental principles of the post-hysterical world,
that is, relief from global horror not unleashed as yet, and that
the element of playful innocence was a symbol of the spiritual
rebirth among the people in the aftermath of the World War, but we
know Darian had no interest in that war, or any war, and was in
fact oblivious to the ever-shifting manufactured public moods.
David Betanchord considered that the Cone, with all its mutant
pop-up beings, the Elevator Carousel with its living elements, the
Centahedron and the Flaming Paperweight, the Alley Mold, the
Quadruple-Helix Tower, the Spider Webbed Factory, the endless
spiral bridge, the mountains, and the Artificial Cloud, and the
Crawling Slime were all products of a 'magical mind' of obviously
desperate escapoidism, idealism, anti-realism and reactionary
sludge. But all the critics missed the point. Darian wasn't dealing
in ideas - neither conscious nor unconscious ones.

He was not an intellectual, nor did he even have a point of
view. He was interested in living shapes, moving, breathing,
undulating shapes. You can draw your own conclusions, but the
Fixture was alive, its motions were perpetual despite its forms!
Despite its superficial features! One thing was common to them all
organic life!! Be it primitive or advanced, Darian saw life in
every shape, and respected that above all else. In the case of
humans, we might say that he respected their primal living essence
in spite of everything else they were. He had no use for concepts.
He had no use for anything. He was a lover of life, of life
itself.

Now that I've gotten that off my chest, it's time to prove my
above interpretation false; for  the Pit, what has been
referred to as his negative work, was not alive. It did not move or
breathe. It was not a shape. The Pit would become his most despised
work and would break the spell his works had previously held upon
the public.

There was an area of the city called The Plains, between Janus
Boulevard and Grove Street. For many years it served as everybody's
training grounds. Baseball, football, soccer, every sort of amateur
and neighborhood team practiced and played their matches in the
Plains. It was a vast dirt area comprising more than seven city
blocks in size. In every season, at whatever time of day, kids and
grownups would be there, having fun, playing games, or just simply
hanging out.

But all that changed one day when Darian arrived with two
bulldozers and several of his workers. Quite unannounced, they
started digging up the grounds. Day after day, people gathered in
horror and surprise to watch him devastate their field. Soon there
was a yawning pit in the very center of the Plains. He wouldn't
answer questions. His workers didn't know what he was planning
either. Even when the Mayor appeared and asked him, Darian wouldn't
say. The KOSSFFT became incensed and along with various other
interest groups put pressure on the mayor to do something and do it
immediately.

And so the city filed suit, (not usually the quickest of
responses) on behalf of everyone who lived in our fair city,
against the perpetrator, Darian Fark. This was a major turning
point in both Fark’s life and his work. The media now turned
against him and the critics would soon have their way with Fark and
his objects. Judge Harvest issued a ruling blocking any future
work, not merely on the Plains, but everywhere.

Darian was not permitted to work on any public or even private
property. Citing all sorts of previous suits, disruptions he had
caused, complaints, and public menaces like the V, the judge
declared “the time has come”, “enough is enough” and “the pillage
of this city has to end right now!”

Darian was threatened with fines and even prison if he violated
the court's decision. His work was thus effectively halted for a
time. He would return, but by then the situation, local, national,
and even international, was to be quite different, and the
favorable conditions he'd enjoyed for six short years were gone,
destined not to reappear. Thus one phase had ended, and the final,
and ultimately decisive phase, had only just begun.

The Seventh Renaissance was dead, officially declaring
bankruptcy soon after Darian’s court ruling. Some of the movements
it began still lingered on for about a decade and half, as these
things tend to do. The artists who rose to prominence at that time
remained, in dominance right through their middle age, and as for
the post-Depression youth, well, they were a different breed
entirely, disdainful of mass media, avoiding the limelight and the
larger-scale, and in general returning to the local small-group
anarchistic forms of art that suited their mostly isolated
status.

But this is not a book about the Manakin Culture, and it would
be best to leave our biases aside, and continue to discuss the
final remnants of the Fossil Culture, which precede our own.

All major public works constructions stopped. All urban
reclamations programs stopped. The Artists Supportive Program
disappeared, and even work on the city itself came abruptly to a
halt. This was no time for wasting any funds, for there were no
funds remaining to be wasted.

Popular opinion was recast overnight, and Darian Fark was no
longer the city's local hero, but a kind of man-made pest, an
artist-Frankenstein, who had to be restrained by every means
available, and especially by the law. Editorials demanded the
removal of many of his sculptures. But the government could not
afford to do it. And the citizens were more concerned with their
daily bread at the time.

Instead, the press was satisfied that Darian would be prevented
from committing any further acts of public display. But they
underestimated him, in several different ways. In the first place,
they hadn't counted on his legal expertise. Nor did they realize
just how much money and materials he still had in his warehouse.
And finally, they didn't reckon on the fact that in a time of
general unemployment, Darian had a labor force that he could pick
and choose from. Needless to say, of course, they also didn't know
just how incredibly determined Darian was. They thought one victory
in the courts would be enough, but they were very wrong.

Darian bought an abandoned Burger Joint at Winding Road and
Fortune, and, blatantly flouting the court order, proceeded to
demolish it. In September he began to build his most imposing
structure yet. It was a replica of several bombed-out buildings,
abstracted from a photograph of Dresden. He didn't build the
edifices first and then demolish them. No, he built them as they
were - already destroyed. In my own special field, this uncompleted
work remains the most important architectural feat of that entire
decade. He had a host of laborers, and the site was always swarming
with activity, as hundreds of others waited at the gates, hoping to
be hired. The Mayor brought the Zoning Commission to bear against
him, but he ignored their orders. And then the city put pressure on
the unions of the building trade until Darian’s workers were forced
to strike.

Darian immediately hired scabs, and went on with the work. There
were fights and riots almost daily, as strikers hurled rocks and
even dynamite at Darian and his crew. The police stood by and
watched, as the intentionally demolished structure quickly became
more demolished every day. If Darian ever had a sense of irony, it
must have certainly struck him then. No one today can doubt that
our city saw a war, and that mass of shell-like edifice was its end
result.

After about a month, the police began arresting Darian's
non-union workers, and that was most effective in discouraging
others to replace them. Soon after that, Darian himself was put in
jail, on charges of obstructing justice and creating a public
nuisance. No one could deny the justice of the latter charge,
although some of us might say that art-as-public-nuisance was
exactly what the situation called for.

Darian spent two days in jail before authorities let his lawyer
bail him out. He was ordered not to go on with the work, and this
time he obeyed. Instead, Darian withdrew to his warehouse, now
entirely alone, and began construction of his greatest projects.
These would occupy the next twelve years of Darian's life, and
would ultimately prove worthwhile. If he'd left them in his
studios, to be discovered later on, perhaps the ending of his story
would be very different. But Darian wanted them to be displayed,
and within his lifetime, because of his conviction that his art was
not finished product merely, but an essential part of his life and
times, and of all of those around him.

I will focus on the first four works of this phase for the
moment. Then I will return to discuss the other contemporary events
that accompanied their placements in the city. Of these, the
aqueduct was the first that he constructed, and potentially the
most important of them all. It was a rambling thing, made of
rubber, plastics, woods and various soft stones, which eventually
linked almost all the pieces of the Fixture in a network of sky
sculpture, the likes of which does not exist on any planet
anywhere. In his own time, the aqueduct was useless, but now we use
it since the water from the river is most hopelessly polluted.

Perhaps Darian foresaw this eventuality, for the aqueduct was so
constructed as to form an integral portion of each piece which it
connected. It could not be used at all, if it were severed from the
various works. It's much too complicated for me to attempt a
thorough description, and several plumbing experts still insist the
damned thing cannot work at all, and yet it does, for which we are
most grateful.

The Colossus of Seventh Avenue is a giant lump on three legs
straddling the intersection of Seventh Avenue and Morrisey, every
side is polished, shaped and zinced to reflect sunlight completely,
an infinitely complex eternal show of lights shine around the
thousand sides of this odd thing, while on the legs, the
trademarked Darian slimes ooze up and down, circling between the
'toes' and rising to the 'waist' of the giant.

The Forest covers a large part of Blue Highway next to Bank
Street. Made exclusively of wood, these bent, denuded, artificial
trees rise sixty feet into the air, and take up an acre and a half,
where a parking lot for the Fairgrounds used to be. Darian planted
them with lead-filled ceradium shafts into an undersurface grid of
intersecting iron bars. It turns out that this closely meshed grid
serves as unintentional protection against the rising toxin-filled
marsh waters underneath, which are forced back downward to the
river. On the surface, though, the Forest is impenetrable. Not even
the smallest children can squeeze through the narrow gaps between
the trees. Instead, a variety of mechanical proto-beings roam
around inside, occasionally peeking out, or swinging from the
trees, but usually invisible to humans. The upper branches are in
fact sophisticated windmills, which power everything inside. They
were recently used as a model for a major urban power plant, patent
proceeds going to the Fark Memorial Museum, located in what was
Darian's warehouse.

And then there is the Desert. This is an empty lot, filled with
sand and precious little else. This has become a no man’s land
because, for reasons forever unknown, the temperature of the
surface is so hot that humans cannot stand it. Curiously, none of
this heat escapes from the perimeter of the Desert, and none
rises more than seventy feet high, and no one can explain this
either. Indeed, we all know it's impossible.

We can see by now that Darian was imagineering a thoroughly
other worldly landscape, within the confines of a modern, temporal
city. This was not, as many critics suggest, just another
futuristic pipe dream, nor even a kind of alternate reality. It was
neither science fiction nor utopian fantasy.

We must not forget that this was Darian's vision of the existing
world, as he saw it. This calls for some interpretation. And
fortunately, at this point, we can do more than merely guess. For
Darian left some notes behind about this very subject. Let me quote
from them at length,

"They don't know where things come from, but they accept them
all. They think they are entitled. They don't know how things work,
but they use them just the same, and think that they enjoy them.
They take whatever comes to them, and accept any explanation as the
truth."

"Here is a living gadget, with no visible means of support or
energy source. Yet, who can deny, it lives?" Many commentators have
seized on this as proof of Darian's fundamentally religious
inspiration. Yet he's clearly talking of a gadget, that is, a
manmade thing, not man as made by God.

"Somewhere, a common link. But no, the link is everywhere, is
everything."

“It's impossible to just sit down and do something all at once
and get it over with. It would be easier that way, but there's
always something else to do, someone else intruding, you never know
what's next. Sometimes it seems unthinkable that anything ever gets
done at all.”

“It'll be done in no time. Now, you and I know it isn't true,
but you can tell them anything. They believe what they want to
believe. Doesn't everyone? It might be right in front of your nose
but you won't see it till you believe in it.”

These quotes might help explain the final portions of the
Fixture, final in the sense that they were Darian’s last works.
This period of work takes us through the Greater Depression and
beyond. They took so long to construct because Darian was working
practically alone, building everything, operating all the trucks,
machines and cranes. He could only do them one step at a time, and
during all his efforts he was actively harassed and even
hindered.

Darian was variously hit by hurled objects, battered and
bruised, assaulted in the night; once his leg was broken and his
head was smashed with glass. Through it all he labored, more
determined, perhaps, than ever before. The media editorialized
against him, while barely stopping short of condoning these
attacks. The police would not protect him. He was warned, 
“Don't go outside, and if you do, don't bring your garbage with
you”. No one really understood this hate campaign, but even
children screamed obscenities at him as he passed by, while their
parents chuckled and encouraged them.

He was left without a friend, if he ever had one. His lawyer ran
away, with an undisclosed amount of cash. His previous admirers
turned into active detractors. He was no longer honored, or even
welcomed, in the homes of various important persons. Darian didn't
seem to mind. He did not complain. He didn't talk to anyone. He
persevered, as only Darian knew how, and built the forest, tree by
tree, and built the desert, truckload at a time. He built the
aqueduct at night, and the Colossus was installed in several pieces
during the course of one Memorial Day weekend. People jeered him as
he worked, and threw anything they could find. His sites were
always picketed by unions, who claimed that he was violating the
law by doing everything himself. Darian worked steadily, and was
deaf to all harassment.

During this period, sabotage was probably Darian's greatest
problem. No portion of the Fixture remained unscathed. Some of the
vandals were children having fun, while some were merely restless
youth, roaming through the city on the summer holidays. But the
vast majority of them were fully responsible adults who took no
real pleasure in their actions, except a sort of moral
righteousness, and the stupid pride of doing a necessary job. We
know that nobody was ever arrested or prosecuted for tampering with
the works. It was a conspiracy from the highest level, a thing
impossible to understand without a study of mass politics and
propaganda techniques.

As the renaissance itself was sponsored by the men and women in
power, so too the anti-renaissance followed their directions.
Darian became a target for every sort of group that desired an
enemy. From the left, the middle and the right, the highbrow and
the low, the pro and anti this or that and every other type of
political faction, Darian was subject to attack and personal
vilification. It is clear that little of this had anything to do
with Darian himself, and everything to do with everybody else.

Everyone who ever sued him sued again. It was officially open
season on the artist. Everyone whose property he'd built on or near
to sued, everyone who'd ever worked for him, or had relatives who
had, everybody who had ever had any dealings of any kind with him,
or knew someone who did, sued Darian Fark, and won. Among these
suitors was the Fourth Fidelity, and eventually, the courts ruled
that Darian's initial contract was illegal, specifically the clause
that pegged his income to the historical inflation rate, and
therefore Darian owed the Fidelity ninety seven billion dollars.
Darian lost one court case after another, until he owed a trillion
dollars to a thousand different plaintiffs. This seems ludicrous
from afar but we can never fully understand the times that past
citizens live in, how they were affected by the environment they
existed in. The courts impounded his warehouse, and Secured it with
armed guards. It looked like everything was over, but Darian wasn't
finished yet.

Darian had to move into the Mountainview Hotel. All of the
decade’s events had finally caught up to him. Darian’s neighbors at
the hotel are our only connection to the artist during this period.
Our only reflection, however distorted, of Darian’s thoughts, his
state of mind. Many of his neighbors report that Darian seemed
“sad”, “preoccupied” and “burdened”.

My own guess is that he thought most frequently about the way to
get things going again, running through the possibilities in his
mind, and considering courses of action. He was treated
deferentially by his neighbors in the building, who spared him all
the pains of having to go outside and face the hostile world. For
one particularly sentimental account of these years, see "My Idol,
My Guest", by Marion Berkenstein, of room seven twenty one. There
is no surviving correspondence, since Darian didn't write letters,
and no records of the occasional visits he must have had from
international admirers. In fact, aside from the memoirs of these
fellow residents, we have no evidence at all that Darian Fark was
even alive during this time. If he did work at all, nothing of his
efforts have survived. I find it difficult to imagine an idle Fark,
but all reports suggest that Darian did nothing during those
years.

Of all the phases in his life, this one is the most impossible
for me to understand. I cannot reconcile the Darian Fark I’ve come
to know with this vision of a beaten man, alone in exile in a hotel
room, staring at the walls, or watching television, or nurturing a
pet canary like Mrs. Berkenstein reveals he did. I can only think
that outwardly he seemed like that, while deep within the wheels
were slowly turning, preparing Darian for yet another round of
active life.

As an interpreter, I guess I'm not much help. Since I can't know
who he was in that critical period, I'm afraid I really can't
explain the rest too well, for there really isn't very much left to
tell. Darian made a comeback eventually after a few years in the
hotel. What made this possible was a legal trick, allowing him to
visit his warehouse once again, during which visit he arranged to
steal whatever was left of his materials and tools. It is a sordid
story of bribery and corruption, and does not make anyone look
good. Nevertheless, he made off with the goods, and for the next
few years he did whatever he could, despite persistent illnesses,
periodic court injunctions, more legal suits, more sabotage, more
personal attacks. Darian’s glory years were long since over, and
were almost entirely forgotten, as was the Seventh Renaissance.

It was almost as if he was operating by instinct at this point.
He had most definitely aged. More than forty now, he looked more
like seventy. He still had his strength, born from his inhumanly
resolve, but his face was stern and shrinking, his eyes were dull
and fading. His hair was mostly gray by then, and his voice was
never heard above a whisper. I can describe these things, but who
can say what such a life was like?

Who can feel the things he felt?

Who can get inside another human being and really tell that
story?

In his last days, Darian occupied himself by filling in the
spaces. The Fixture covers sixty-four square blocks, and even where
there is no major piece, there are still connections, links, and
smaller pieces, which I have not described. The pieces of this
final period were the final links, and as such they weren't nearly
as impressive as the other, earlier, more inspired portions.

The so-called 'Leaping Leopards' are brightly spotted mounds,
bounding on invisible springs, perpetually in motion over on
Bleeker Street, near May 6th Avenue.

The Mirror Lake on Elbert is a product of his landscape, a pool
of artificial water rippling in a variable mechanical breeze.
'Flagpole Junction' is a criss-cross of remnant twisted metal
poles, stacked on angles in a teepee pile. The 'Infinite Raindrop'
falls perpetually from atop a brick and mortar column, always
slipping, falling over the edge, but never managing to fall
completely off.

'Twister' is a miniature dust tornado, created by the vacuum
caused by three small walls at narrow, intrusive angles. 'Rising',
a ball of liquid wax seems to climb a leaning tower of concrete
blocks, but inch by inch, it always seems to rise, and yet it never
makes it to the top. No one has ever seen it moving down. 'Dead
Pendulum’ is a minor work, one of Darian's last, which completely
contradicts the law of gravity, and disproves centuries' worth of
science. A block of ice exists on March and Bank, and never melts.
Above, below, and in between them all, a final, complex, intricate
webbing network forms a sky wide shield of thoroughly transparent
stuff. The Fixture was finally completed, at least as finished as
it could be, and Darian stopped at last, after sealing the final
web strand to the exit sign on the highway leading out of town.

The last connections, the strands connecting each piece of the
Fixture to every other piece were strengthened. Their bonds meant
to last for ages.

 

 

FIXTURE

 

EPILOGUE

Darian seems to have internalized one main belief and then
somewhere along his life rejected it. Darian quite often remarked,
“If God wants something done, why doesn't he do it himself, and
leave our things alone.”

Mrs. Fark may have had the most profound impact on the lad,
whose earliest experiments must have been attempts to figure out
just what the hell his mom was trying to do with those paper bags.
Most critics believe that Darian failed to ever answer this, his
earliest and most important question. His own life was thoroughly
confused with this pursuit, and his obsessive artwork was more an
exploration of his mother's hidden self than a conscious expression
of his own.

Darin's need to create was explosive, uncontainable, and
contagious. He could not have resisted this internal demand, even
had he tried. He was forced not only to create, but to create only
what he had to, and to display his works to the largest possible
audience.

The effects of Darian's works were magical and subtle, and
usually misunderstood, and were also strangely irresistible. His
was a public art, but he was essentially a private man, and the
conflict stemming from these facts were to complicate his life, and
cause his greatest failures.

The Fixture covers the city. It spreads out upon the waters and
the highway and the streets, on every corner and on every road in
the downtown area of our city. What began with one mere Tree has
spread to cover everything. Darian's achievement is unparalleled in
history, and yet, when he completed it, he was a villain, a pariah,
scorned, despised and ridiculed, a symbol of contempt. And that is
all there is to say about the life of Darian Sebastian Fark. He
spent his last days in his room, with a very large collection of
plain brown paper bags, folding them into shapes of
nonexistent-animal masks. Mrs. Berkenstein had to feed him after he
had a stroke, and soon after that, Darian passed away.

He left behind, in his room, more than a thousand sculpted paper
bags, and on his bathroom walls, a tiny finger-painted fresco, of
swirling colors, complicated forms and layered textures, a
masterpiece of mindless art that only Darian's mother could have
ever hoped to understand. Mrs. Berkenstein recalls his final words
were "Let them try, I'd like to see them try". He smiled, he closed
his eyes, he died.

Darian was one of those rare human beings who know exactly who
they are, and can never, under any circumstances, allow themselves
to be somebody else.

 

INTERPRETER’S REMARKS

 I'd like to talk about the work. In terms of modern
architectural mythology, nothing comes close to the ultimate
transcendence expressed in the Fixture as a whole. Darian's genius
was not just ahead of his time, but possibly ahead of all time, as
far as humans are concerned. Buildings never meant for occupants,
natures inhospitable to life, and yet supporting it, the ultimate
control, yet ultimately uncontrollable. The Fixture was alive and
like all living things, it had to struggle to exist.

Darian presents us with the world we have made. I do not intend
to now interpret every work, nor even offer you a final version of
my theory of his vision. You should be left with things to think
about, and I only want to give a final prompt. One man,
materializing his own visions, managed to impose a set of wholly
alien concepts upon an alternately welcoming and hostile world.
Despite his temporal affairs, Darian Fark succeeded in doing
something everyone can ultimately succeed in. He lived his life the
only way he could, he did only what he could, and everything he
could. Darian saw nothing but symbols in everything, and he saw
everything in nothing.

Generations come and go. The Seventh Renaissance has long since
passed, and we, the people of today, are subject to the standards
and the pressures of our present world. Among these standards is
the celebration of the possible, which recognizes nothing alien or
outcast, which embraces every style, and admires everything of
courage and endurance. I believe that Darian Fark, in ways perhaps
he couldn’t even understand, helped us realize this.

 

THE END
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	Fissure
Monroe (1984)
Dawn Debris is hired to find a possibly-radiation-poisoned leg
bone of a high society fashionette who only wants to fit in with
the new craze of skeletal transplants that’s sweeping the nation. A
store detective, a street musician, a tedious pundit and a
suspicious beautician are all involved as market forces compete in
a world where beauty is no longer skin deep.



	


The
Part Time People (1984)
DeBarrie's Stationery Store needed help again. Somehow, the
part-time people never worked out. It was a problem. One after
another, the part-time people came and went, and sometimes, nobody
ever found out what happened to them. The newest one seemed even
more hopeless than usual. His job application announced "there's a
man who follows me around and ruins everything I try to do".



	


Cashier
World (1986)
A collection of stories, including the Legend of the Wandering
Cashier, the roadside diner Angel of Death, and the classic tale of
the Bathroom on the Bus



	


Rampant
Pheromonix (1986)
When an overpopulated city is exposed to an epidemic of
clairvoyance, all hell breaks loose. It’s up to the ‘wuns above’
and Science to fend off the forces of both good and evil in a race
against certain annihilation.



	


Dawn
Debris (1996)
When his new idea is stolen, Morris Bevelhead turns to the best
finder of lost things in the business - Dawn Debris, Private Eye.
After a hearty breakfast, Dawn finds herself trapped in a sinister
conspiracy to save the world through orange juice. Can she pull the
plug before it's too late, or will the mega company FedCorTron rule
the day? It's a comic book without illustrations, extracted from
the one and only 'Cashier World' collection.



	


Somebody
Somewhere (1998)
Some psycho kidnaps his would-be girlfiend, gets chased by the
cops halfway across the state, runs out of gas right outside your
house, where you and your spouse are enjoying a quiet evening at
home, and now you’re held hostage at gunpoint and surrounded by
police. It could happen.



	


Time
Zone (1999)
This is not your father’s time travel. There’s no machine, no
dial. There’s no telling where or when you’ll go. The only thing
that can change is you. It will make you what it needs to make you.
And if you come back, it won’t be the same you. You’re messing with
the nature of things, and the nature of things does not like to be
messed with.



	


Macedonia
(2006)
A gang of street kids, an anonymous radio announcer, a detective
from the future, a presidential assassination attempt and a
frequently mistaken narrator all play a part in this jumble of
introductions to an open-source novel inspired by the works of
Macedonio Fernandez.

cover painting by Delma Soult



	


Hidden
Highway (2007)
Sharad LeMaster ran away from his own cult, and tried to hide
from his followers by taking a desk job in a motel in the middle of
nowhere, but when a certain lazy ghost from his past reappears,
Sharad is lured into a haunted house and becomes the proud
possession of the witch Eugenia, and gets caught between rival
black-market magic-potion dealers in their fight over a girl.



	


Secret
Sidewalk (2007)
Beauregaard Sweet became invisible, but his troubles began when
he suddenly reappeared. Now everybody wants something from him.
Manny the mechanic wants his wife. Sharad LeMaster wants his
secret. Emma Biggs wants another shot at the TV news, the Four
Tribes want to send him back to wherever it was he’d gone, and all
he wants to do is eat donuts and watch reality TV.



	


Golden
(2007)
A man saved by accident from global human extinction is able to
travel back in time within the previous century – the only problem
is, he’s a black man in 20th century America. A screenplay based on
characters from the novel Time Zone



	


Squatter With
a Lexus (2007)
Pearson Holmes disappeared a long time ago, leaving behind a
potentially valuable safety deposit box. Freddy the Freegan is the
first to stumble across the mystery, but soon a whole cast of
characters are out to find the key and claim the treasure before
time runs out and the contents are forfeit to the state. Who will
solve the riddle of the Squatter with a Lexus?



	


Missy
Tonight (2008)
These days it seems like everyone is cashing in on the New
Atheism craze, except for lifelong unbeliever Alan Musted. What’s a
portable toilet dispatcher to do? Crash the party, that’s what!
Join Alan and his friends and enemies in this ground-breaking work
of “atheist pulp fiction”, the spellbinding sequel to 'Orange Car
with Stripes'



	


Orange Car
with Stripes (2008)
It's the ultimate in atheist sci-fi comic pulp fiction! On a
dare, Gian Carlo Spallanzini set out to discover the deepest
darkest secret of a person picked at random. He had no idea what he
was getting into. Even a fat, bearded know-it-all ought to know
better than to leap before you look. Add a crystal ball, a
foul-mouthed parrot, and a cranky atheist talk show host and you'll
never guess the outrageous mystery behind the orange car with
stripes.



	


Snapdragon
Alley (2009)
Book One of the Dragon City Trilogy: Ten year old friends Alex
and Sapphire discover something strange on the city bus map, a
street that existed for only one year. As they set out to solve the
mystery, they encounter the possibility of another world, another
dimension perhaps, lurking in a vacant lot, but they are not the
only ones on the trail. Who will discover the truth, and who will
pay the price? (cover photo courtesy of Michael Gakuran
http://www.gakuranman.com). Followed by 'Freak City' and 'Dragon
Town'



	


Freak
City (2009)
Book Two of the Dragon City Trilogy: It’s hard to control your
destiny while you’re waiting for the bus. The trouble for Argus
Kirkham began when a stranger pushed his way through a crowd at a
bus stop and pressed a package into his hands. Inside the package
were various random items . As Argus and his friends unraveled the
clues, very strange things began to occur in this story of mystery
and ghosts. Following Snapdragon Alley, and followed by Dragon
Town



	


World
Weary Avengers (2009)
The good folks at World Weary Avengers Incorporated had a simple
idea - changing the world for the better merely by talking loudly
in public. Seemed simple enough, but even with the help of the most
sophisticated hand held device ever invented, some jobs are better
not left to amateurs. You never know what kind of hell could break
loose.



	


Bobby
and the Bedouins (2009)
Mario Flambeau was once a guitar god, a superstar in the
psychedelic heyday. Now he's a burned-out wreck. When a desperate
producer finds him in a church basement in a band with other
derelicts, he has visions of a major comeback payday. Add a drummer
with an anger management problem and a preening drifter diva lead
singer, and you've got all the makings of a true rock and roll
apocalypse



	


Zombie
Nights (2010)
Being a zombie, not so easy. That could have been Dave Connor's
six word memoir. "At first he couldn't remember how he'd ended up
in that shallow grave; he just knew it was hell to claw his way
out, and that the taste of its dirt would remain in his mouth for
the rest of his time on this earth" ... Expect the unexpected in
this existential resurrection thriller.



	


Death
Ray Butterfly (2010)
Inspector Stanley Mole doesn't mind a hard case, but things have
gotten out of hand. There's a killer who escapes to a parallel
universe, a 20,000 year old murder, a witness to her own death, a
toddler assassin, subatomic-particle sniffing butterflies, and
much, much more. This time it's not just his reputation that's on
the line. This time it's more than personal.



	


Ledman
Pickup (2010)
The world's most sophisticated gadget falls into the wrong hands
- its own, and leads its creators on a most unpredictable chase.
One thing leads to another when this newly sentient package gets
lost in transit.



	


Raisinheart
(2010)
Three stories of a lonely youth. Jimmy Kruzel's bad luck is that
his worst enemies are always his best friends, or is it the other
way around, and that sometimes his darkest hours seem to come right
after the dawn. In tales more bitter than sweet, Jimmy finds that
you can attract more flies with honey than you can with vinegar,
but really, who wants to attract flies anyway?



	


Tiddlywink
the Mouse (2010)
A collection of oddly surreal stories for unusual children,
featuring a mouse and his friends - a squirrel, an elephant, a
limpet and a fish - along with an assortment of mischievous clouds
and cowardly mushrooms.



	


Unwritten
Rules of Impossible Things (2010)
What if someone - or something - stole one of your days? Just
one, and you didn't know why, or what they had done with your life
in that time? Young Philip Galvez and his friend Marcus Holmes
found out for themselves when they decided to discover why there
was a giant stuffed moose in a house down the road.



	


Renegade
Robot (2010)
It's the end of the world as we know it, when the dreaded
Singularity finally occurs and happens to be captured, live on
tape, by agents of the Frantic News Network, which freaks out, as
usual, and causes a lot of trouble for the mild-mannered nanobot
exterminator who happens to get caught in the crossfire.



	


Inspector
Mole and the Frozen Stiff (2010)
Inspector Stanley Mole doesn't mind a hard case, but things have
gotten out of hand. There's a killer who escapes to a parallel
universe, a 20,000 year old murder, a witness to her own death, a
toddler assassin, subatomic-particle sniffing butterflies, and
much, much more. This time it's not just his reputation that's on
the line. This time it's more than personal.

(Also distributed as 'Death Ray Butterfly")



	


Bookstore
Lore: The Stupidest Questions Ever Asked in a Bookstore
(2010)
The original collection of "Most Stupid Questions Ever" with an
introduction by Chris Haight, and collected by generations of
bookstore workers from downtown San Francisco, California.
Advisory: These are not your friendly neighborhood bookstore
clerks!



	


Phantom of
the Mall (2011)
The settlers were dispatched to a distant world to prepare the
way for the great migration. Everything went according to plan, a
little too smoothly, perhaps. Now there's only one thing missing in
New Town, just a minor detail. Dystopia in G Minor. The Phantom of
the Mall.



	


All
Geeked Up (2011)
Gadget lovers beware! Those amazing devices in your hands and
pockets today will seem primitive and trivial very soon. That day
is fast approaching. Already the greatest minds of the generation
after the next are hard at work, dreaming up trouble beyond all
imagination. Tomorrow's little black boxes will turn the whole
world upside down.

From their humble beginnings as inventors of a handheld device
with mind control potential, the tech-folk behind World Weary
Avengers, Incorporated moved on to develop such gadgets as the one
capable of recording an individual's very personality and replaying
it back into another. Devices with even more sinister potential are
only the tip of the iceberg. Only a small band of software quality
assurance engineers stands between these audacious software
developers and your very soul. Would you trust such as these with
the future of mankind? I didn't think so.

In 'World Weary Avengers', the beginning of the end, old friends
Tom and Chris decide to change the world by radically simple means.
In 'Ledman Pickup', one of Tom's rare new devices is let loose in
the wild, as the gadget seeks to make its own way in the world, on
its own terms. 'In Constant Contact' continues the saga of
inventions gone wrong, when professional friends lead to nothing
but trouble.



	


Attack of the
Sexy Teenage Vampires (2011)
Safety in numbers? Don't kid yourself. There's nothing more
dangerous than a crowd. Even when it's not a mob, it's hiding
certain elements, concealing dangers. Anyone could be an enemy.
Anyone could have their sights on you. Do not relax. Do not feel
safe. You are being watched. You should know it and beware.



	


Jimmyland
(2011)
A screenplay based on the story 'Phantom of the Mall'. The
settlers were dispatched to a distant planet to build a colony to
house the future of mankind. They had everything they needed,
except a backup plan in case things went horribly wrong, and there
was no way home.



	


Rainbow
Country (2011)
A stage play. When Thalia Jennings inherits a mountain resort
from the father she never know, she discovers it to be much less -
and infinitely more - than she ever imagined.



	


Sexy
Teenage Vampires (2011)
You live long enough you see everything. That's what old Bill
told himself. Working down in the underground train station all
those years he figured he'd pretty much seen it all, until they
showed up, first one, and then the other. A love story in black and
red.



	


Return of the
Sexy Teenage Vampires (2011)
Some bad things happen mostly during rush hour. People are
careless. They're tired and not paying as much attention as they
should. They fail to see things that are right in front of them.
They see other things which aren't even there. They hear the noises
of the crowd but later wonder why their arm is bleeding in this
short story, the sequel to the original 'Sexy Teenage Vampires'



	


Dragon
Town (2011)
Argus Kirkham, age 39, finds himself dragged unwillingly into an
inexplicable situation when an old friend, international
correspondent Sapphire Karadjian, is assigned to cover a strange
mystery, a volcanic sinkhole which has swallowed an entire football
stadium, and from which a weird and nameless young girl has
emerged, hair and clothes on fire, with a message for Argus. Book
Three of the Dragon City Trilogy, Following Snapdragon Alley and
Freak City.



	


In
Constant Contact (2011)
The good folks at World Weary Avengers are at it again. Now
they've come up with a device that keeps you in continual contact
with a "professional friend", someone guaranteed to always be
there, whenever you need them, to be whatever you need them to be.
Now it's up to Kandhi Clarke and her team of test engineers to make
sure if does what it's supposed to, and not what it's not, before
this latest tech-astrophe is let loose on the world.



	


The
New Guy In Moon Base Twelve (2012)
They weren't exactly the crew the President had in mind when he
announced his plan to build a permanent base on the moon so the
Chinese wouldn't do it first, but there they were, a boring
collection of peaceful, happy settlers who couldn't even get a
decent reality TV show rating. Life was perfectly dull until the
new guy arrived. Now if they could only find out who he was and
where he'd come from.

The Book's Review Of Itself:

In the hands of a more traditional writer, this could have been
a full-fledged novel replete with well-developed characters
enduring dramatic interpersonal conflicts portending dire
consequences for all mankind. Instead, it's just another silly,
light-hearted satirical sketch of the kind its characters have come
to expect of their author. Of course there are the usual larger
meanings lurking beneath the surface, but you'd have to drill a
little to build something out of them. The book may have one
possible answer to that infamous question, "can't we all just get
along?" Well? What if we could?
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