


Media does. It was sent out to the masses 
-the idea being, more or less, to castthe 
net and hope to catch some of you who 
were willing and able to buy. Sounds a lit­
tle more benign now, doesn't it? 

I work in this disgusting industry, and 
I know what I am talking about. Please 
stop talking about the Old way of doing 
things and start talking about New. Please 
help people to notice what I am doing, 
and give them a reason to put me out of 
business - because I can't seem to get 
out of it on my own . 

Anonymous 
via email 

OVER TH IS PAST YEAR I have become 
more and more disillusioned with 

how we use the Internet to find infor­
mation . I remember watching the 2004 

Robert Kane Pappas documentary "Orwell 
rolls in his Grave" several years ago and 
admiring the insight he gave into how 
the Internet could quickly and very easi­
ly move from an open to a closed access 
resource. He claimed the Internet pro­
viders would cite security and efficiency 
forthe change butthatthe ramifications 
would be clear for those of us who had 
begun to view the Internet as an open fo­
rum for new ideas. In my mind this new 
period of'closed access' has truly come 
upon us, but for me the way in which it 
happened has surprised me. There was 
no declaration, there was no new 'sign 
up' per se, yet certainly I now often feel 
completely powerless and cut offfrom the 
information I wish to reach . Perhaps as 

I've grown and discovered different view­
points, I have stumbled out ofthe Internet 
green zone and into a gray zone where 
dissidence and even counter-culture are 
regulated. However as the Internet, as 
seen by Gxxgle's meteoric rise, has be­
come more and more browser-based, we 
have become completely at the mercy of 
corporate-run search engines. 

Daniel Gosling 
Japan 

I RECENTLY AITENDED A CONCERT BY the 
politically radical hip-hop/rock/classi­

cal-fusion band Flobots, whose third and 
most recent album was released by, sur­
prisingly, Universal Records. The band 's 
hit single, "handlebars," is in regular ro­
tation on MTV and in radio, and the band 
has even appeared on the Tonight Show. 
This is a shock to me considering that 
just ten years ago, when my generation 
was the target of the mainstream me­
dia, anything with statements so clear­
ly in opposition to the social heirarchy 
would absolutely be censored; certainly 
not brought to major-label status. This 
suggests to me not the co-optation of 
radical movements , but rather a major 
hegemonic paradigm shift. The show I at­
tended was all-ages and sold-out. There 
was a sparsely filled 21+ section ofwhich 
I was a part, but hordes of adolescents 
filled the main floor. These youth are re­
ceiving, enthusiastically, a very strong 
message that in my own generation 's po­
litical climate was strictly off-limits, and 
it fills me with hope . 



In a silent moment 
a blackspot sprouted as a scribble on 
the wall - the remainder of a black 
crayon circling, blotting out what lay 
beneath. As pure possibility, the black­
spot grew through negation, com­
posting decaying culture to fertilize 
seedlings of renewal Taking an ad 
bloated with pestilential desires, swirl­
ing its mark until nothing remains but 
tilled field, the blackspot prepares the 
fecund ground, dark with becoming, 
for our new beginning. 

The blackspot is a challenge to 
which the most powerful tremble in 
response It signals an ongoing mutiny 
against consumerism But our rebel­
lion is of a different kind, where not 
only the captain of the vessel is dis­
charged but also the course and even 
the maps are destroyed We are not 
sailing for a distant shore, nor seek­
ing the middle passage Instead, our 
destination is here, where we stand. 

The blackspot points us toward an al­
ternative present, a viable vision for 
transforming our communities into 
lush forests of homegrown culture, 
unhomogenized by corporate toxins. 

It remained a potentiality - waiting 
for necessity to pollinate its delicate 
flowers until, weathering storms of 
cynicism and resignation, the black~ 
spot bore fruit a tenacious people in­

spired, prepared to remake the world 
emerged. Their initial offering, a sim­
ple sneaker destined to unswoosh 
souls by kicking corporate ass, was a 
fast success But the shoe was mere 
beginning, a taste of the envisioned 
world to come castrated capitalism, 
blackspotted. From a scribble on the 
wall to the incubator of a people, the 
blackspot's design unfolds with time 
- remaining the catalysis of cultural 
rebirth. 

Micah M. White 




