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You know, when I decided to lock myself up in my room with only a glass of iced tea and some Winstons to keep me company, I was certain that I was going to be churning out a magnificent seven hundred fifty something words of pure unbridled acerbicness, acid wit and harsh socio-political criticism about the recent attack on the World Trade Center (amongst other U.S. landmarks) and everything after.


I was so certain that I was going to talk about the spatial politics of the theaters of war, and how that relates to America. I was going to talk about the use of war to create a Reaganic pseudo utopia state, or about how the reality of war is “constructed”, or how it is used as a political tool (in the tradition of Operation Desert Storm, the greatest Republican commercial ever made.). I was going to talk about race relations and interventionist policies, or about the Unitarian political ideals reflected within the reactions of a particularly significant bulk of the American populace.


Then I realized that to do so would be fooling myself that I would be speaking utter, how should I say this, manure, to put it crudely. Because in this day and age of ubiquitous communication and everyone and their grandmother having an online column, the veracity of one’s opinions nowadays doesn’t amount to a hill of beans anymore. I mean, as much as I like to think that I do care about the geo-political ramifications of such tragedies, I’m not sure if I, like, “really do care” care. 

Such a moment of self-doubt comes from my excessive consumption overly academic (as well as equally overpriced) media theory books, as well as extremist anarchist propaganda on “media as social control”. Such a moment of self-doubt comes from the personal impression that as “current affairs” reach a state deemed by popular opinion as a state of critical mass, the more and more our opinions (and thus, my opinions as well) are likely to be a whole load of bollocks.


And like all events of critical mass, the Mindanao “situation”, the impeachment trial, high school shootings, the so-called People Power II and the god knows how many political and business scandals erupting annually, the so-called gravity of the situations is apt to make people care about current affairs, if only on a “historical” event to “historical” event basis, never mind how dubious the sincerity of such opinions.

Well, I’m going to be a lazy moron and quote this from Test Card F: Television, Mythinformation and Social Control:

The interested and informed citizen can congratulate himself. […] He takes his secondary contact with the world of political reality as a vicarious performance. […] His social conscience remains spotlessly clean. He is concerned. He is informed. And he has al sorts of ideas as to what should be done. But, after he has gotten through his dinner and after he has listened to his favourite programmes and after he has read his second paper of the day, it really is time for bed.
Hey, I don’t mean to sound like an extremist wingnut who has just come off the pages of one out of two hundred conspiracy-themed techno-thriller novels. Well, yes, those wingnuts do get to wear really cool clothes.

