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For an instant then, I understood she was my ghos
seventeen year old with gold braided hair, as wild as
o'=the-wisp, encountered many years
ago, maybe even in another life, now scan, southerm ma
encounter again, and perhaps here
Eoo to find me and restore me some
former self lost on socme day no boy
can ever really remember—something
I write now not really even
undarstanding though liking the
sound of it just the same.

"*He's so dreamy. I just love
the way he smiles when he talks,
even if he doesn’'t say that much,”

Which was when I realized,

a moment later, that this Ghost was lating material, pe
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somehow carrying with particular
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I finally hooked up with Ashley. I went over to
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eyebrows look like flakes of sunlight. Her smile, I'm &
burnt Rome to the ground. And for the life of me I didr
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http://www.aesdes.org/2019/01/23/aesthetics-exploration-2019-pyramids-of-giza/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc/3.0/
https://www.film-rezensionen.de/2018/12/black-mirror-bandersnatch/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/3.0/

Yriepkelpevo vs KuBepvokeipevo
(Hypertext vs Cybertext)
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Writers must eat too, but why crusade for further perpe r] A‘E KTp OVLK r] uO pd) r] /

commodity, art as a product no different from other thij
within a market society? To crusade for the ‘artist’s rigl
commodity is to invalidate the subversive force of writi
and denigrate the alien and alienating oeuvres of intelle
goods and services. A

* KuBepvokelpevo
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https://collection.eliterature.org/1/works/andrews__stir_fry_texts/spastext.html

"Exato Ekatoppupla "Tree of Codes" (2010)
Exatoppupla MNowpata”
(1961)
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Buwteomnayvidia

Noudoloyia - Aoyotexvia
Mpoogyylon - Interactive Fiction
(bnuloupyia KOoUWV, TTAOKNAC, KTA)

Kowa pe tnv epyodikn Aoyoteyvia:

* Avayvwon (text-based video games)
* AMnAenibpaon

 MeooAaBnon - EmthoyEg
 EpPuUBon

* Pon

Awadopa:
* Méoo

Welcome to Dungeon!

Duengeon is a game of adventure, danger, and Low cunning. In it
you will explore some of the most smazing territory ever seen by mortal
man. Hardened adventurers have run screaming from the terrors contained
within.

In Dungeon, the Intrepid explorer delves Into the forgotten secrets
of 8 lost labyrinth deep in the bowels of the earth, searching for
vast treasures long hidden from prying eyes, treasures guarded by
fearsome mansters and diabolical traps!

Ho DECsustem should be without onel

Dungeon was created at the Programming Technology Division of the MIT
Laboratory for Computer S5cience by Tim Anderson, Harc Blank, Bruce
Daniels, and Dave Lebling. It was inspired by the Adventure game of
Crowther and Hoodz, and the Dungeons and Dragons game of Gudax
and Arneson. The original version w&as weitten in MDL {alias HUDDLE).
The current wersion was translated from MOL into FORTRAMN IV by
a somewhat paranoid DEC englineer who prefers to resaln anonuysous.

On-1bne information may be obtalned with the cosmands HELP and INFO.

oo AyvwoTtog CUVTAKTNG HE AdeLa Xprong
ano

Aev givan 6Aa ta Bvteonmaiyvidia text-based!
Aev givan 0Aa ta BBAia epyodika!

Text-based Bwteonayvidia = Epyodikn) Aoyotexvia


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Zork
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/
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* Nwc emnpealetal n avayvwon;

* Wuyaywyla, ekmaidevon, evhuepwon

* TexvoAoylec - LEPOC TNC KABNUEPLVOTNTOC

* MoAAamAd epebBiopata

* Nwc pmopet va aélorotnBei n texvoloyia;

e Néec dSuvatotntec (kuBepvokeipevo, blog,
playlists, forum, Q&A, QR codes)


http://www.pngall.com/digital-marketing-png
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc/3.0/
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Avayvwaotikn Yuyoloyia

Pon - flow

EpuBUBLoN - immersion | | iii H ][ H F}D(\
AANNnAemtibpaon - interactivity L e

Babua/pnxn avayvwon proximity similarity closure continuity
Nopol Gestalt

e Eyyutntac (proximity)

e Opolotntac (similarity)

e KAewoipoatoc (closure)

e JuvexeLac (continuity)
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cting my eyebrow, another obvious
t in my broken, now discolored fromt
tooth, a central incisor to be more precise, and some
even deeper than all of the above, telling a tale
much longer than anyone has ever
heard or probably ever will hear.
All of it true too, though of c
scars are much harder to read.
complex inflections do not resemble
the reductive ease of any tattoo, mo
matter how extensive, colorful or
| elaborate the design. Scars are the
paler pain of survival, received
unwillingly and displayed in the
language of injury.
My Counselor Por Disaffected Youth
v had no idea what kept me going—
snadvreas boo though he never phrased it exactly

Aolmad mslesw L1EN | iye that. He just asked me how, in

Chatesu de Chambord, Square
f ;

erons, Rome's . Maria

B
20 della Cas
razie in Milan, :.mmuu el Perd
Pal

light of all my stories, I‘d still
managed to sustain myself. I couldn’t
answer him. I know one thing though,
whenever I felt particularly bad I°d instantly cling
favorite daydream, one I was willing to rewisit
nstantly, a pretty vivid one too, of a girl, a
certain girl, though one I'd yet to meet or even see,
whose eyes would sparkle just like the Northern sky I
would describe for her when once while sitting om a
splintered deck heaving on top of the black-pitch
deck of the world, I beheld all the light not of this
world,
Which was when, as I was briefly revisiting this
same daydream in the presence of my two friends, I
heard a voice in my ear—the ghost—softly saying my
name

By the way, this is what got me on this whole
jag in the first place. The knocking in the
returning this vivid recollection.

*Johnny* she said in a sigh even more gentle
than a whisper.

I looked around. No one sitting at my table
was saying anything even remotely like my name
Quite the contrary, their voices were pitched in
some egregiously felt debate
over something having
to do with scoring, the
of which I know I'l]l neve
recall, thrown up amids
equally loud banter of a hundred

lates, glasses, knives and
[nrig clattering h and there,

serving to
q-.mkly dispel = i1iusion
until it happened again
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For an instant then, I understood she was my ghost, a
seventeen year old with gold braided hair, as wild as a will-
o’-the-wisp, encountered many years

ago, maybe even in another life, now

encountered again, and perha

too to find me and restore me to some

former self lost on scme day no boy

understanding though liking the
sound of it just the same.

“He’'s so dreamy. I just L
the way he smiles when he talks,

Which was when I realized,
a moment later, that this Ghost was material, ru'lm\mm- or

none other than the domed ceiling, | sealer, rebar, anchor bolts, lef

rising sbove the dining hall,
somehow carrying with particular
vividness, from the far wall to my

wall, in one magnificent arc, the confession of a girl T would

never see or hear again, a
confession I could not even respond to—except here, if
this counts

Sadly encugh, my understanding of the rare acoustic
dynamics in that hall came a fraction of a second too late,

coinciding with the end of dimner, the voice vanishing as
suddenly as it appeared, lost
in a cumulative leaving,
that even as T continu
the distant edge of the
dining r
to deposit trays,
£ind the girl whose expressions
or even gestures might match
such sentiments.
Of course, ghostly
voices don’t just have to rely
clusively on domed ceilings.
They don’t even have to be just voices.

I finally hooked up with Ashley. I went over to her
place yesterday morning. Early. She lives in Venice. Her
eyebrows look like flakes of sunlight. Her smile, I‘'m sure,
burnt Rome to the ground. And for the life of me I didn’t
know who she was or where we’'d met. For a moment I wondered
if she was that voice. But before she said even a word, she
held my hand and led me through her to a pat
overgrown with banana trees and rubber plants. Black,
decomposing leaves covered the ground but a large hammock
hung above it all

We sat d.:\m t'-"zether and T wanted to talk. I wanted to
ask her who sh where we‘d met, been before, but she
just smiled and held my hand as we sat down on the hammock
and started to swing above all those dead leaves. She kissed
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It seems

Or,
Strictly as an aside, Jacques Derrida once made a few remarks on the question of structure and centrality.
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the “flyer” I don’'t know for certain.

PPN LER
"

Hote:

e brs b e

As-mrestseheake

Solassebpred

i
¢
-
#
i
k2
3
3

¥
i
:
?
: 4
T

Arte sttt el e

4, 4 b

@q_. ..c&\am.
O N@\, ﬁ\
% 2%

o B O
0. %, G R, 4
% 2 G, %,

o U O, U

5 &%&&@q\»

%%

% % G O, K

k § A‘\&w Oy 77
N

&u}w\\.\..w.\\b i
Wl %, %,
Yoy G,

&

g "




standing inside a very
scconds and he 1s

rung. A few more
he reaches the last

Thirty minutes later,
tenacity i1s rewarded.

for a little longer. His
continues to push on

unappealing he
however, is so

sleep. This idea,
rung and try to

tie himself to a
probably have to

b

Jias o jo Auanid seynaad o
Y Wty Sunuegaus S Mues
U1 1 Y PRoss A Jo Ajanid
A jo uapne s Funueyd
USSP SADIS Jo MTOE UL SLIA
-qQns K[[rUnnesq Japosg wapl oy

SO, PUR SA0QE

TR [T TR
JOUE [ puR

UMEIL] W 343113
0] pasean Fuo|

SAEY Ol 380U)
uang dn, paos )

Jo samod g pue
‘anDgE, paowm a1

JO 200K AL 07 anp
sty | uorpdiuapas

S123 2 UTETUmOWE
® jo Buiquupd ay |

sTunuea
|EMIaA 0 2000) Y] U0 SJEDLIIos
(56 d ‘0961 ‘unp aBan

-y ABsAgD U1 IauIsEN Yo
g -

Mavidson
hand over hand,

but surely,

admits he will
bar, Navidson

high-caloric energy
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coward and orders him 1o get moving because the powers above have taken
a personal interest in his salvation.
‘or hell's cartographer, the answer is mildly satisfying. For Navid-
, there is no answer at all. During * oratic " he even
asks aloud, Hh"-' the fuck did [ end up here?™ The house responds with
resoundin No divine attention. Not even an amaurotic guide.

I S0N encounte in that
house erely C '. own troubled ph}-‘uhc Dr. Il:h;:n
Van Pollit in his book The Ir the entire house is a phy
incamnation of Navidson’s psychological pain: “I often wonder how thin
might have turned out if Will Navidson had, | shall we say, done a little
bit of house clear ng
While Pollit is not alone in asserting that Navidson's ps
profoundly influenced the nature of those rooms and hallways, few be
it conjured up that place. The reason is simple: Navidson was not the first
o live in the house and encounter its peril. As the Navidsons™ real estate
agent Alicia nbaum eventually revealed, the house on Ash Tree Lane
more than a few occupants, approximately .37 owners every year,
IT1L1‘-1 of whom were traumatized in some way. Considering the |
y built back in 1720, quite a few people have slept and suf
lis. If the house were indeed the product of p
to be the collective product of every inhabitant’s
agonies.,
It is no gre incidence then that eventually someone with a camera
and a zest for the dangerous would show up at this Mead Hall and confront

What can I say, 'm a & er for abandoned stuff, misplaced stuff,
forgotten stuff, uff pite the light of progress and
all that, ranishes ever e shadows at noon, goings
unheralded, passi unmourned, well, you get the drift.

As a 1 3 : me—a Counselor For Disaffected Youth, I
might add: ike that crap because it reminds you of you.” Couldn’'t

better put it more bluntly. Don't even disagree with it
ther. Seems pretty dead on and probably has everything to do with the
fact that when I was ten my father died and almost nine years later my
crazy Shakespearean mother followed him, a story I've already lived and
really don't need to retell here.

Still for whatever re  and this my Counselor For Disaffected

could never explain, accepting his analysis hardly altered the way

I just glan over at the trunk. The first time I saw it, I mean
red what was inside, it appalled me. Like I was staring
at e old guy's rpse. Now it‘s just a trunk. Of course, I also
remember thinkin | oing to toss it by the end of the week. That
was before I started ading. Long before I began putting it all
together.

w this is still the simple ans
the complicated cne I don't fee

Regrettably. Pollit’ X s freg Jip froom t ise lucid
mn.llhh The 1| 5 8 arkahle " brilliant
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As Grundberg, Alabiso and Mitchell contend, this impressive ability to manipulate images
must someday permanently deracinate film and video from its now sacrosanct position as
“eyewitness.” The perversion of image will make The Rodney King Video inadmissible in a

court of law . YInc
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ony Lane at Th
ms “grittiness is
lement to constru
lude the finest stu
however, does no

t elude Navidson.” §Consider the savage scene captured on grainy 16mm film of a tourist
eaten alive by lions in a wildlife preserve in Angola (Traces of Death ) and compare it to the
ridiculous and costly comedy Eraser in which several villains are dismembered by alliga-

tors, 1%
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