
The Parasite Text 

 

This is me again. First time forgot to engage lexical sequencer. Once more a testing. 

 

Confirm machine is working. Remember grandfather speaking about these devices, but 

have never actually operationalized one. Will take some time to perfect the technique. Vocable 

Text Generators, they are yclept. 

 

Found it in a digital antiquities shop way out in Gatesville. Was doing a routine text 

search when instead of finding any material inditements I espied this erstwhile gadget. Thought 

it might prove meet and befitting. 

 

As much as I have dedicated myself to the recovery of our notational heritage (all that has 

frequently been processed but seldom so well displayed), I confess up that I am not so zealous 

that I would dismiss by the hand a labor-saving gizmo such as this promises to be. 

 

I will not, howsomever, compose my scholarly scripts with this machine. They I must 

continue to inscribe in the old way, markings on the page. Every concession made to these 

digitized, vocalized, or visualized equipment pieces was, of course, a step on the road to 

perdition — what another of our revered and recovered texts refers to as “the headlong rush to 

delete humanity’s great collective textfile” — but at this stage in time getting words to fasten 

themselves down in any durational mode has to be acceptable. 

 

It is my way of thinking that this activity — in one of the texts I recently discovered such 

a locus of writing is called a “journal,” but I have been unable to track down the origin of this 

word — might even aid me in the compositional burdens of my scripts. Mayhaps I can essay 

some prolegomenous and associational thoughts collaterally with the inditement of the exegetical 



document. A way to phone out to the satellite of inspiration, so to speak. Perchance I may 

furthermore upgrade my inditing style, exceed my grasp of the syntactical processes, by 

indulging in the act of glorious writing even outside the scholastic confinements of the Institute. 

 

 

The Institute is the Institute for Graphemic Recovery. He works there, although “work” is 

not exactly how the members think of it. They certainly don’t make much money at it, but 

thankfully money isn’t quite as crucial to one’s survival as it used to be. No one outside the 

Institute thinks that what they do there is very significant, but they are able to do it without much 

hindrance. 

 

That they aren’t regarded as important people is really the reason they are mostly left 

alone to carry on with their self-assumed duties. They aren’t considered dangerous. No one else 

is really interested in what they’ve appointed themselves to accomplish, which is literally to 

revive and restore the written word, so the powers that be tolerate their odd and eccentric efforts. 

Although these powers could really crack down if they wanted to. 

 

This is the way the Institute for Graphemic Recovery describes its mission in the brief 

statement it presents to those who declare an interest in taking up the cause: “We have pledged 

ourselves to do no less than to return to humankind its stolen inheritance: that gigantean 

accumulation of writing that the lexical Archives tell us was relinquished as useless by the 

human race many seasons ago. We believe that it is possible to recover much of this recorded 

knowledge and inscripted insight and in so doing demonstrate that the written language — 

words, in short — is as attractive a portal as any video monitor ever introduced.” 

 

 



Am especially keen to sharpen my writing aptitude in the face of the most recent 

discovery. I believe this find may be the most important one I have made since logging on with 

the Institute. But I want my restoration to be as veracious as I can make it. I need the words to 

describe these pages, and they need to be the best words. I will not present my scholarly script to 

the Scriptorium Committee until I have scanned this text with the greatest precision and indited a 

learned commentary that can be ne’er surpassed nor gainsaid. 

 

’Tis a prolonged and powerful passage o’ prose the likes of which this graphic 

investigator has not before lain eyes. My preliminary assessment was that it was an example of 

the inscripted genre known as “fiction,” a format of writing that legend has it was once very 

popular, although according to the Archives its purpose eventually became harder to understand 

during the early Visual Conversion era. The use of words to “tell a story” was seen as a poor 

substitute for the dynamic plot lines displayed on the video and cinema screens. 

 

Most of the texts that have come to my notation have upon graphemic scrutinization 

resolved themselves to be eminently deletable — although of course they have been properly 

stored and made available for further scrutinization by other investigators or any literacy geeks 

who want to add a few words to their language templates. Pages from a cookbook, fragments of 

thin-sheeted paper with media-type “news,” especially passages describing what we have 

interpreted to be sport-spectacles, many picture-and-text style adverts, several very curious 

documents designating themselves “memorandums,” which appear to be the printed predecessors 

of the electronic mail communications themselves long since obsoleted by the syntactical image 

projector. These memorandums are especially resistant to scanning , their wordings so peculiar 

that I have ventured the jesting dictum that they went unread even by their presumptively literate 

audience! 

 

Until now the most interesting inditement I have managed to behold is a segmentary 

composition that appears to be the prototype of the self-commemoration tape, a piece of writing 

that narrativizes the life of its author in pinpoint detail. Although we have so far been unable to 



confirm the identity of the author, the text nevertheless reveals a great deal about her. (Certain 

references in the piece make it unquestionable that the author was a young woman.) To be 

truthful, her life doesn’t seem to hold o’ermuch evident fascination, but she recites her activities 

as if they were subjects of the most dramatic interest and as if she was herself the heroine of a 

blockbuster scenario. 

 

I have fetched a digistat of the document in question and shall orate some of it aloud into 

the Text Generator. This will amplify my previous asseveration about the features of its 

discourse. Such amplification is not dictated in the guidelines sallied forth by the Scriptorium 

Committee, but it betokens a fresh inditing trick, so to verbalize it. A verbal illustration, a kind of 

link from one text of writing to another! I must speak to my colleagues at the Institute and 

ascertain if any of them have ever stumbled upon this way of navigating. I hereby begin my 

oration. Perchance following I shall have something further to say about it. 

 

 

When I turned seventeen, it suddenly seemed that the whole world of my childhood 

began fading from my notice and a new world of adult concerns began to take its place in my 

consciousness. My childish romances would be replaced by serious, intimate relationships with 

men and not boys. Eventually, or so I believed, I would meet the man, the one I was to make my 

husband and with whom I would bear and raise my children, who would in time come 

themselves to marry and have children, my grandchildren, who would... Etc. It was the age-old 

story of life about to happen to me! 

 

But first I had to get through Mrs. Robertson’s English class 

 

 

I will terminate the recording of this portion, but go to another and also copy it here. 



 

But to my surprise I did not have to wait long to find myself gainfully employed. Only 

six weeks after graduating from Sarah Lawrence... 

 

(insertion: I have yet to determine to what this appellation is a reference, although clearly 

it is a Knowledge Retrieval Institute of some sort, probably of the variety once yclept a 

“college”) 

 

I found a job as an editorial assistant at a medium-sized New York publishing house... 

 

(insertion: reference also not securely established, but it is known that many of the bound 

documents known as “books” originated in these New York “publishing” sites) 

 

Although it required an adjustment from the relatively unstructured, uncluttered life I had 

led as a student... 

 

(see insertion above; literally, “one who studies”) 

 

...this new life of work soon consumed all of my attention. Every day new manuscripts... 

 

(i.e. “documents”) 

 

...to log in, correspondence to send out, meetings with the editors... 

 



(unknown, although these personages are referred to in rather hostile ways in some other 

recovered texts) 

 

...enlightening conversations with fellow assistants. The high-minded arguments during 

coffee breaks! The insights into the editing process! The office gossip! The drinks after work! 

 

Although he has no way of knowing it, this “document” is in fact a passage from an 

actual book, My View of Life, written by Angela Ashe and published by one of those New York 

publishing houses in 19__. The Institute for Graphemic Recovery has not yet perfected the 

technique of dating their recovered documents from internal clues and external comparisons, so 

their estimates of precisely when these documents were written (“indited”) are inexact. They 

have unearthed — in many cases literally: the most common source of such texts are abandoned 

landfills, the locations of which our friend is constantly trying to identify — pages of 

Shakespeare, Chaucer, The King James Bible, but as far as they’re concerned, all such works are 

just additional examples of a common past of writing thought to have vanished but that they have 

resolved to bring back into view. 

 

Their biggest problem is not the primitive state of their methods, but rather the 

overwhelming number of competing claims on the attention of the Institute’s intended audience 

— or at least the capacity to pay attention that remains among those the Institute might hope to 

reach. In many ways it is already impossible for most of these people to “view” written language 

at all — they literally don’t see it, except as lines and squiggles and dots and dashes, a visual 

display without a discernible pattern or a stimulus to apprehension sufficient enough to register it 

on their sensory field. 

 

At least this is what the IGR’s colleagues at the Institute for Cognitive Rehabilitation 

would tell them — if, that is, the IGR and the ICR were in regular communication with one 

another, which, unfortunately, they are not. Each is aware of the other’s existence, but they are 



separate entities, no longer even sheltered together under the same scholastic roof as in the old-

style universities, which have long since ceased to function, a victim of the same conversion to 

sight-sound communication as writing itself. (No books, of course, and who needs to sit in a 

classroom listening to a droning oration when what data you need to get along in the modern 

world can be transmitted right to your television wall or, better yet, accessed on your cyber 

outlets?) 

 

An even greater obstacle to interaction between these “thought sites” is that neither has 

the conceptual tools needed to understand the other anyway. The IGR, of course, works, or is 

working toward working, in “graphemics” — conventional written language, for those of us still 

clinging to it. The ICR, on the other hand, conducts its business entirely through holographic 

simulation. Although to be sure the ICR produces its simulations using the most advanced and 

rarefied techniques derived from quantum digimatics, nevertheless such continued reliance on a 

purely visual medium of thought is precisely the thing our friend and his own institute are 

attempting to challenge. 

 

You’ve certainly by now concluded that this is all a projection into the future, although I 

prefer to think of it as a glimpse into a parallel present in the universe next door. If it is the 

future, you may be wondering how far into the future we’ve reached. 

 

Does it matter? 

 

 

Now that I’ve discovered this innovational update of the scholarly strategy, I am led to 

consider how it might be operationalized in my scripts for the Institute. Until now, these have 

been simplistic texts describing how and where the historical inditement under scholarly perusal 

had been recovered; a provisionary labeling of the inditement and its author, when these are in 

evidence; a marking of the category of inditement perused and a rationalization of the way this 



category was determined; a brief description of the meaning-content of the writing; and a 

speculation exegesis about the role of the inditement in the era in which it was produced, 

provided it has been possible to mark the era. 

 

A novel segment could be additioned, a piece that excerpts other pieces from the 

recovered inditement and sallies forth with a “critique.” This is a word that appears in a text 

recovered by my colleague D.G. that adopts the format of expounding on the meaning-content of 

a second text, an inditement that is known as “the parasite text” because of the manner in which 

it seems to fasten onto writing itself as a subject for more writing. To “critique” is apparently to 

find extra meaning in an inditement that is not just displayed there waiting for us to behold it. 

 

This mutation would need to be approbated by the Scriptorium Committee, and they are a 

pretty wary bunch, if I so vocalize so myself. The greater potentiality would be that I brandish to 

them this journal of mine and evince to them that my innovation will dividend itself. Thuswise I 

shall devote myself to so evincing by attempting to “critique” my latest recovery, which I 

enunciated earlier. As I announced, I have been vouchsafed a surpassingly curious parchment 

upon which can be found a section of scenario quite unlike any graphic composition I have 

before been privileged to peep on. 

 

My initiatory hypothesis is that this inditement is a verbalized version of the type of 

scenario that accompanies the cinematic stimulation popularly nominalized as “horrifics.” The 

aim of the inditement, however, appears not to be to incite the sensory reactions with tactile 

bombardments as is done in most horrifics sensationals, but to draw out the scenario and make 

the people undergoing it seem like they could be actualized humans. A few ancient cinema 

celluloids still exist that also narrativize in this way, but I have looked at only one of them when 

it was exhibited at the Celluloid Archive on their reconstructed projection device. From my 

glimpses at other indited fictions, this elongated plot line acted out by the dramatis personae 

pretending to be existent is the expected procedure in this format, although I don’t remember 

seeing it merged with horrifics before. 



 

No one at the Institute has recovered a text with this feature either, but D.G. speaks of 

one merging a lengthened scenario in this style with the mysterious murder immersion, as well as 

one merging such like scenario with the techno-battle simulation. He and I have discussed what 

might have been the purpose of these fictions and additionally as well who might have been the 

perusing audience for such inditements. His viewpoint is that they were not produced just to 

provide the sensory satisfaction now delivered by cinematic stimulations, televisual 

melodramatics, and cyperspatial reality replacements. He supposes they also acted as message 

delivery systems, although the messages were not very crystal clear. I am not assured that I am in 

agreement with D.G., but it is an intriguing idea. 

 

 

D.G. is, of course, mistaken. The sort of fiction they are attempting to classify has very 

little in the way of “message delivery” to offer, aside from the banal platitudes about how life 

can be “unpredictable,” full of hidden dangers, requires “courage” and “ingenuity,” often turns 

out well for those who “persevere,” and so forth. Unfortunately, D.G. is succumbing to the 

fallacious notion that all writing is necessarily an attempt to convey some unequivocal meaning 

not otherwise communicable by other means, as well as the corollary notion that reading is an 

attempt to unpack that meaning in an equally definitive way. Once in place, this assumption 

leads to the further judgment that writing that hides, or attempts to hide, or appears to evade, a 

direct statement of such meaning must be all the more meaningful even if the reader must work 

assiduously to find it. It is certainly understandable that under the circumstances D.G. would 

come to this rather exalted belief about the purposes of writing and reading, but if our hero 

ultimately accepts it himself, the consequences will be grave indeed. 

 

On the other hand, one wouldn’t want either to hold up the texts he and D.G. have found 

and are trying to comprehend as specimens of literary art. These works, while certainly 

preferable to the “stimulations” and “replacements” he speaks of, nevertheless don’t aspire to 

much beyond the arousal of fairly tawdry emotions, the narration of formulaic if sensational 



stories, the satisfaction of not very demanding expectations. Meant to be read once and disposed 

of, they would not in their own time have stood up to the scrutiny to which these graphic 

investigators must now subject them. 

 

Unfortunately, it is unlikely they will discover many texts that do qualify as literary art, 

writing that justifies its existence as more than an excuse to print words on a page. And even if 

they do, it is difficult to see how they would know that this is what they had found. 

 

 

I did not tell D.G. overmuch about my own recovery, preferencing to wait until my 

restoration has processed apace. Nor did I tell him about the discovery of the VTG and my 

intended usage of it. Mayhaps I will display this journal before him when I have terminated the 

recovery effort that is the subject of these verbalizations. I don’t know whether he would applaud 

for my due diligence in expanding upon the methodologies for restoring the good name of 

inditement or whether he would view askance at the proposal that our job as investigators goes 

beyond finding old inditements and establishing their indisputability. His scholarly scripts are 

perceived as the beau idéal in recovery technique, so I would like to gain his favorable regard. 

 

The elongated plot in the scenario before us bids fair to lengthen even furthermore, since 

though the portion I have is unusually protracted it exhibits every wish to keep going, possibly 

even for an incomputable quantity of pages. (The last mark on the final sheet is 87. It is easily 

the most drawn-out sample of text I have managed to unearth, which prompts me to revisit the 

site of its retrieval for additional delvings in the postpresent. Perchance other such protracted 

portions of discarded texts are there for the digging.) Whomsoever were the perusers of this 

inditement plainly would have committed themselves to multiple intake sessions to close the text 

completely. Even a dedicated witness like yours truly consumed myriad time periods in 

obtaining full access. 

 



The scenario initiates thuswise, and I copy: 

 

 

How the book came into my possession is not something I am prepared to reveal. Suffice 

it to say I was well aware of the legends and fabulous tales that have accrued around this book 

and all those who have encountered it. The most fanciful of these tales, or so I thought at the 

time, was that the text of the book is ever-changing, that no two people who open it in fact read 

the same words, even though they profess to be examining the same pages. I will say that I was 

highly skeptical of these reports, although they did not diminish my interest in acquiring the 

book in order, at the least, to verify or discredit such reports for myself.  

 

 

D.G. will probably point it out that this inditement also uses the “I” proclamation just like 

the other inditement I previously orated. Why, he will query, do I say the first one tells a “true 

story” but the second is a “fiction.” Do we know enough about any of these texts, or what sort of 

people indited them, or what they were used for by those who inspected them, to put them so 

neatly into these kinds of concept folders? This is a pertinacious question indeed, and I cannot 

troubleshoot a reliable answer at this interlude, but ne’ertheless I persist in my perception that 

whereas the first “I” speaks of real events the second one utters deliberate falsehoods as an 

entertainment device. 

 

 

It is worth pointing out that our hero’s powers of discernment are really quite acute, more 

insightful by far than those claimed by D.G., although were we to be given a sample of the 

latter’s own compositions we would see that they are rather more free of the maladroit locutions 

and the invasive idioms of a cyberized culture besotted by visual imagery than is the writing of 

our friend and hero. (We should, however, be willing to consider the situation: in speaking into 

this contraption he says he discovered he is really engaged in something closer to dictation, 



invoking the authority of the Voice, the unmediated signification of the audible utterance, surely 

an intimidating prospect compared to the lesser and derivative effects to be achieved through the 

mere making of marks on a blank surface.) Still, despite the infelicities of expression in his own 

text — and who knows but that these might themselves disappear with time and continued 

practice? — his capacity to explicate these other texts is thoroughly sound, his judgment about 

their qualities entirely trustworthy. 

 

 

However, I did not immediately open the book and scrutinize its contents, make short 

work once and for all of dispelling the myths surrounding it. I did not, in fact, even remove the 

book from the plain wooden box in which it was presented to me. And this was not only because 

my wife petitioned me to consider the consequences of such a rash action should my skepticism 

prove mistaken, my resolution mere folly. (In short, she demanded that I leave well enough 

alone!) Instead, I took the opportunity to further investigate the origins of this book’s mysteries, 

the circumstances of its existence before falling into my hands, the whole panoply of unfortunate 

and unexplained occurrences associated with the possession and perusal of this book and its 

curious text. 

 

You should perhaps first of all know that I have investigated many other claims of 

supernatural or paranormal phenomena, and have thus perfected a multitude of techniques for 

ascertaining what lies behind such claims, although I must also confess that I had not before 

encountered a case quite like this one. With no pun intended, I am not a bookish man. I know 

nothing of old and rare books, of the channels in which they are bought and sold, much less of 

the intricacies of literary criticism. Who was I to delve into the details of bookmaking and 

printing? The arcana of interpretation and commentary? Of narrative theory and the 

phenomenology of reading? These were a few of the things I was told I would need to become 

familiar with, and to be sure I went ahead with it anyway not because I looked forward to 

acquiring this knowledge but in spite of my dread of it. 

 



 

An unsightly declaration indeed! Not a bookish man? No interest is mastering the 

technologies of inditement? In doing a graphic investigation of his own sort? Verily, he seems a 

character creation of not much depth. It is my estimation that anyone “reading” this script (itself 

another “book”?) would be doing so to find its interest level somewhere else than in this not very 

likeable personage, however much make believe goes into his words. 

 

 

We should probably not be surprised that our friend is able to have such an immediate, 

even naïve, reaction to the story he is reading (even considering it’s not the first time he’s done 

so — although as previously admitted, it took him a good deal of time to gain “full access” to the 

piece). After all, he’s really only just learning to become a skilled reader (and writer as well, for 

that matter), and it is true that someone equipped neither with the sophisticated strategies nor the 

detached attitude that only experience brings will more easily succumb to the subtle 

blandishments of fiction. Namely, the insinuating influence of the verbal persona, the narrative 

voice, which can lure us into believing that behind the words that appear on the page there lurks 

a real presence, an actual human being, despite the incontrovertible fact that nothing can be 

found behind these words except a silence and a void. It is a trick, and not a very difficult trick at 

that, since it usually works, even when, as in this case, the response to the voice in question is 

mostly one of antipathy. 

 

 

I will here omit the false starts I experienced and the blind alleys into which I wandered 

before finally stumbling upon a reliable source of guidance and information. 

 

After weeks of contacting the proprietors of used-bookstores, antique shops, academic 

“experts” of various stripes, almost accidentally while conferring with one of the latter I was 

introduced to a graduate student represented as someone writing a thesis on (I am not making 



this up) “the Occult as Other in Western Art and Literature.” Not only was he familiar with tales 

of “haunted” manuscripts, but he had even come across references to the particular book I 

described to him. This book, he told me, was not merely alleged to be a source of apparitions and 

the resting-place of wraiths and revenants, but is reputed to be literally possessed by a demon 

spirit, an envoi from the Evil One, a fiend so infernal Satan himself ordered it to remain 

concealed between the covers of this book designed in Hell, shrouded behind its duplicitous text 

of words, lest all the other satanic minions come to seem less frightful in comparison. 

 

Like me, this fellow (we’ll call him G.D., for reasons that must remain known only to 

me) was completely skeptical of such a ludicrous story, but he offered to show me his sources so 

I could evaluate them myself. He also warned me that although the supernatural fables attached 

to my book were of course not to be taken as reality I should nevertheless be on my guard, since 

fables like the se often attract strange company, weird and frequently dangerous characters 

whose machinations can be even more frightening that those imputed to the supernatural. I 

wasn’t entirely sure what he meant by this, but I thanked him for his concern and readily 

accepted the offer to look over the material he’d collected. I made arrangements, in fact, to come 

visit his apartment that very evening. 

 

 

Although this “I” is behaving in a mode I do not follow, meanwhile his inditement style 

is not that malefficient. While orating it in this wise I can notice the flow of the sentences and the 

selection of words. The sentences have plenty of sequence, but they still wind up where they’re 

going. And the words themselves seem most proper. I would truly like to gaze myself at the 

word hoard he could consult to indite this script. He displays a comfort with his words that I 

admit still recedes from me. Sometimes I project whether this horizon will always seem so far 

away. 

 



(I now realize I have spoken of this character creation as if it were he composing the 

script. Of course the real source of these words is the unknown creator of this inditement, his 

identity unfortunately lost to us, probably forever, unless some fresh evidence of his work is 

discovered and his name is firmly attached to it. Until then, just another anonymous Inditer.) 

 

(As am I.) 

 

 

I arrived at the appointed time, but G.D. did not respond to my knocks at his door. He had 

given me his telephone number as well, so I went back down to the lobby and used the desk 

phone. No answer. I then rang up the professor who had brought us together in the first place, but 

he could only reconfirm that his student was expecting me at that very moment. I was 

uncomfortable going into the apartment by myself to investigate further what was going on 

(while standing at the doorstep I had tried the door and found it to be unlocked), so I asked the 

professor if he would come over to the building to join me in checking it out. 

 

He arrived in just a few minutes (both of them lived in the general vicinity of the 

university campus) and we took the elevator back up to the apartment. The professor led the way 

in, so I could not immediately determine what prompted his flummoxed exclamation: “What the 

hell?” 

 

 

Here this proclamation ends itself for a duration and new one begins. The two are related 

to one another, or at least this I infer, although the connection between them does not seem very 

firm. Not for a while, anyway, but sooner or later it is clear enough that they are roaming around 

the same plot line without ever really focusing it into view all at once. It is a curious design, if I 

do utter so, that calls upon the powers of attention without a doubt. What if the plot line isn’t 



very attractive? Might not the audience just give it up and go away? How many of these text-

makers, with talents of inditement at their disposal, would take the risk of wasting it in this way? 

Yet also it could be a means of keeping this audience sharpened in its wits. 

 

I will synopsize the second scenario before going back to the oration of the first. Such a 

deletion in this journal will save both time and space without injuring its sense. (Yet another 

innovational technique for D.G.’s inspection?) The linked-up scenario switches to a different 

style of proclamation, the anonymous narrator speaking of the actions being performed by 

characters referred to by their names or by “he” or “she” as the case might be. The time period 

also changes, or so at least I conclude, to a point before the events related by the personal 

narrator of the other side of the story. In this setting the “book” the “I” of the present-day 

scenario has informed us about has just been created. We are not told who exactly did create it, 

but it has fallen into the grasp of an unpleasant fellow who obviously believes it to possess 

occultist powers. He bids a colleague, who, unbeknownst to him, the unpleasant fellow 

begrudges, to take a glance into the book. We are not informed what the colleague in truth 

gathered from his perusal, but not long after his exposure to the text he dies himself in via a 

rather gruesome and violent method. Then the unpleasant fellow invites his own wife to open up 

the peculiar book, and, sure enough, soon after the act she too has met a sad fate. She dresses up 

as a floozy and goes out into the street, where she becomes a sex hire. 

 

 

His synopsis, we can say, is generally accurate. In fact, his condensed version of this 

eccentric and frankly preposterous “fiction” is considerably more coherent and less outrageous 

than the actual narrative from which he is working. His comments on the dissociated structure of 

the text are equally well-taken, although he probably gives the author of this dubious work — 

had not the circumstance in which our hero finds himself regrettably come to pass one could say 

that it deserved to be entirely forgotten — more credit for thinking through the implications of 

his narrative strategy than he really deserves. 

 



We think it can be said with relative certainty that this was an author more concerned 

with “substance” than “style,” more interested in “content” than in “form.” It also seems safe to 

say that he considered himself to be providing his readers with “entertainment” rather than 

creating a work of “literature,” so that our friend’s attempt to extract from it the kind of 

revelatory significance he truly wishes to find must surely in the end come to nothing. At this 

point we exercise our own powers of editorial judgment and skip over further discussion of the 

“second scenario” and return to the first, taking it up where we left it. 

 

 

When I got inside the door I couldn’t at first see at all what had seized the professor’s 

attention and provoked his puzzled exclamation. The front room into which we had walked — 

tattered couch, television, stereo equipment — was unoccupied, but then I turned to my left, 

looking into what must have been G.D.’s study area — papers strewn here and there, a none-too-

sturdy-looking desk on top of which a surprisingly new and apparently high-end computer, as 

well as various books covering all other available surface areas, on the wall behind a movie 

poster loudly proclaiming They Live!, and, most significantly, G.D.. himself, slumped over on 

the desk as if taking a quick nap before getting back to the scholarly task at hand. 

 

The professor walked into the room, then waited for me to catch up. We approached the 

desk, looking for any obvious indications of what might have led to the situation we were 

confronting. It took a moment or two for me to realize that the almost imperceptible movements 

darting across the desk clutter were in fact tiny creatures of some sort, insects perhaps — frankly 

speaking, all manner of vermin might have infested a domicile as ill-kempt as this one seemed, 

now that I had taken in, however, cursorily, the general atmosphere of the place. But when I 

finally reached the desk and hovered warily above G.D.’s head, I could not quite fathom what 

precisely I was witnessing as both the extent and the nature of this activity became more 

apparent. They were creatures all right, but God help me if I could have told you what kind of 

infernal things they were. 

 



 

Already the act of orating this text as it is composed is highlighting some features of it 

that a silent gazing doesn’t pick up so much. The way this scenario the untitled I relates keeps 

building up to these points of revealing what’s truly going on but then stopping before saying 

what it is that is happening, for example. It seems a shabby ruse, not all that contrary to the 

strategies employed in the video melodramas I recall viewing in the days of my own youth. Even 

then I thought these visual diversions — now a part of yesteryear, of course — were downright 

tacky, not the sort of thing we graphic investigators were educated to expect from the remnants 

of the fiction texts we might find. It might be better if the events proclaimed were themselves not 

nearly so hard to take in. Not only are they pretty loopy, even for a horrifics scenario, but who 

can discern where they intend to go? I am led to the suspicion that this buildup technique is a 

way to substitute some ready-made suspense where what’s reported to be happening doesn’t 

have much attraction by itself. 

 

 

Our friend’s rapid development of his innate critical acumen continues apace. We have nothing 

to add to his perspicacious comments, so instead we will supplement his text-in-progress with a 

few additional details about the social context in which our hero is engaged in his labors. In so 

doing, our goal is not to expropriate his story for our own purposes, not to simply take over those 

functions he through the limitations of his circumstances is unable to carry out with the same sort 

of dexterity, but simply to assist him by bringing out in full relief the conditions under which his 

struggle to resuscitate the written word and excavate the textual past is taking place. 

 

You may have wondered whether our friend is married, has a family, on whose behalf he 

toils away at this important but unremunerative job. He is not married, has never been, in fact has 

had few serious “relationships” with women — or men — at all. This does not mean that his 

sexual drive is abnormally low or unnaturally inhibited. Rather, there are in his world numerous 

ways of satisfying one’s natural urges that neither require the actual presence of other human 

beings, nor entail any feelings of shame or embarrassment — although a few religious groups 



continue to broadcast their denunciations of such sexual license. (Transmissions of 

cyberholographs directly into the home is the most common form of this “erotic assistance.”) 

 

You may also have wondered how, if writing has disappeared in this world, the populace 

remains informed, aware of the “news” occurring among and around them. After all, even 

television broadcasts of such news would necessitate the composition of a written text, designed 

to be read aloud but nevertheless “indited.” And indeed something like composition is involved 

in what communication of information still goes on, but it is an entirely visual kind of 

composition that uses a grammar and a syntax of the image that has its origins in the visual art 

and media of past eras but that has in our friend’s time fully developed into a near wordless 

language. The users of this language would not think of it as such but merely as the means by 

which ordinary life is sustained — “language” being a word long gone from human awareness. 

 

Spoken words have not disappeared entirely, although most people would not separate the few 

perfunctory words still in use from the images to which they are attached as the occasion 

requires. They are simply a part of the general flow of visual stimulation, somewhat akin to the 

historical model that those still interested in what came before would perhaps be able to identify, 

the so-called “music video.” Such words are also used in everyday social and domestic 

interactions. But hardly anyone is aware that these sounds correspond to things called words, 

much less that they could be represented in a system of symbolic markings called “writing.” 

 

 

They looked something like centipedes, or some kind of many-legged, slimy-textured 

bug, but they also had wings, and their heads were swollen to grotesque proportions relative to 

their bodies. So swollen, in fact, that their features could be clearly discerned with the naked eye, 

and what I saw still fills me with horror and revulsion whenever the image reappears to my 

mental vision. Long, pointed ears, sharp, bristle-covered chins, eyes plainly full of unmitigated 

malice, mouths full of jagged teeth capable of inflicting untold pain, faces, in short, that were the 



very image of the demonic and the malignant, that conveyed the message with frightening clarity 

they had been sent on a mission of outright evil. 

 

My first glance at G.D.. revealed the immediate goal of this mission: already his own face 

had been stripped of its flesh, although several of the creatures were still entering and exiting his 

eye sockets, no doubt feasting on the remaining brain tissue, seeking out other morsels with great 

rapacity. The bulges produced by the movements of the creatures underneath his clothing told 

me they were making similarly quick work of the rest of his body. 

 

If I was appalled at the scene before me, the professor was rigid with fright. Unable in his 

incredulity to do anything other than look blankly from here to there, finally he turned and 

without uttering a word went back out of the room, eventually out of the apartment, closing the 

door behind him very gently. There seemed to be no point in going after him. Clearly he 

understood what was going on even less than I did, and I understood nothing. Perhaps later he 

would reestablish contact, offer his assistance in getting to the bottom of these events, but, as it 

turned out, I never saw him again. 

 

 

Pretty grisly. Other gristly occurrences follow, in both halves of the scenario. I will not 

orate them, as it seems redundant. The gist of it all seems to be this: Everyone who looks into the 

book is affected by it to do strange and self-defeating things, usually terminating in their death or 

the loss of their rational minds. Anyone who suspects the book might be cursed, or even tries to 

find out more information about it, gets inflicted with a fate like that of G.D. Sad to say, this is 

where the text segment ends. Nothing is settled up or tied together. The two sides of the scenario 

are forever (lest someone sometime should dig up more of it) left at a dangle, not to be united so 

we may know for sure how they are allied. 

 



Although D.G. has declared that it is not proper for a graphic investigator to surmise what 

his text might be like if it was complete — “It is not our job to re-indite our scripts as if we were 

the originator,” he states — in this case the seduction to do so is almost irresistible. Unless the 

author had some big surprise in store, the clues in this segment announce themselves pretty 

loudly. Would my script truly be complete unless I followed on with the plot line that the clues 

advertise so distinctly? More to the point: Is this text worth the effort I’ve already given to it, 

much less whatever would be required to finish this script in the manner I have contemplated? 

Would I be serving it, or would it be serving me? 

 

 

An interesting question, one that, unfortunately, we are not in a position to answer with 

much certainty or conviction. We will have to allow it to linger, a spontaneous outburst by our 

friend, who himself no doubt regards it as merely an afterthought. A way of speaking. 

 

A much more pertinent question, in our view, is whether our own attempt to accord our 

friend’s work the full respect it deserves has finally been worth the effort. Although we are 

unable in every case to supply all the particulars about the “plot line” threading its way through 

these pages, there is one big thing we do know for sure. The wholly admirable, even noble, 

endeavor on which our hero travails cannot succeed, is in the long run doomed to fail. 

 

Admittedly a few obsessed holdouts such as our friend and his colleagues will manage to 

keep an ever more debased version of written language in existence — a dead language if ever 

there was one — but we all know it would be impossible to truly recover such a complex and 

frankly difficult skill to master once the perceived need for such a skill itself vanishes. 

 

Beyond this very general insight into the future our friend’s successors will confront, we 

cannot offer an entirely clear picture of what life will be like in such a post-verbal world. Nor 

can we reveal exactly how we have obtained even these few glimpses into a future so seemingly 



certain in its course. Surely it is impossible to reverse the process by which tokens of the past 

become available to future discovery so that portents of the future take solid form and are handed 

back to us for our appraisal? This must remain an open question, but you will, we hope, 

acknowledge that in circumstances such as these some suspension of strictly plausible 

procedures is often tolerated. Assume that we do indeed have the power to turn the logic of 

historical development inside out, so to speak, even though we all know that such power is 

altogether a whimsical notion. 

 

Accept as well (this is merely a request, you understand, put forth in all politeness) that 

the following selection is the final remaining artifact in this documentary back construction, one 

whose authenticity and authorship remain in doubt, despite all attempts to establish otherwise. 

Was it written, as most believe, by our hero? Or is it simply another fragment of the text our 

friend had in his possession and was attempting to interpret? Could it even be, as some have 

suggested, the work of D.G., perhaps trying as it were to pre-empt our friend’s own effort to 

elevate their common calling to a new level, endow it with enhanced powers of perception? 

Surely it is not, as yet others maintain, an outright fabrication, produced in some other era 

(possibly even the present one) altogether? As is so often the case in circumstances such as these, 

all we can say in the end is that the only satisfactory resolution to such a conundrum must be 

your own. 

 

 

At last I was prepared to open the book and face whatever it was it had to reveal to me. 

My first move to lift the cover faltered; despite what I had discovered about the book, its history, 

the many myths and misconceptions surrounding it, I hesitated to see for myself what its pages 

actually would present. 

 

Again I reached for the leather-covered, gilt-edged volume, and again I paused above it, 

still uncertain whether I truly did desire to disclose its contents. After all, one sure way to avoid 



even what I now considered the wholly fanciful harm that might come from sampling this book’s 

inscripted words would be simply to leave the cover closed, the leaves unturned. 

 

But I knew what I knew: it was an ordinary book — ordinary for the time in which it was 

made — clinging to which were absurd tales of evil that were the result of random and entirely 

unrelated accidents befalling some of the people who had owned it, read it, or inquired about it. 

Because of this history, few people were willing to examine its pages and thus few and utterly 

unreliable accounts of what was printed on them could be found. Suffice it to say I had come 

upon no evidence it was, as so many wanted to believe, the devil’s notebook. 

 

Finally the deed is done. The cover is turned, the spine is cracked, a page is exposed. 

Nothing. No print, no handwritten words, no runic signs, no text of any kind. Blank. As white as 

a brand new screen in a freshly built cinema, as unblemished as the motives of all those before 

me who had sought to resolve the mystery of this very book, who were even prepared to do 

battle of sorts with the formidable forces that might be behind it, ready to unleash their 

destructive energies. 

 

The more I stared at it, however, the more it began to seem to me there was something 

written on this unsullied page after all. It was in a language I could not at first understand, but as 

the text clarified itself further, the print indeed becoming more palpable, less suspiciously a 

figment of my own imagination, it no longer seemed to matter that I had never seen such words 

before — and they had to be words, somebody’s words. I knew what they said. 

  

And no sooner had I comprehended the message than the words faded away again, 

leaving the virginal whiteness of the empty page. A most efficient way to communicate, when all 

was said and done. 

  


