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to write about the state of the world that have not already been
written (or spoken) after the tragic events of September 11th, when
the new millennium was stripped naked and thousands were sac-
rificed upon the altar of Jihad?

Clearly, the task was beyond what one man—gifted as he may
be—could venture to surmount. And so, being resolved to accept
my admitted lack of sufficiency, I sought out assistance in bring-
ing clarity to bear upon what I perceived to be a very unfocused
future.

M A D A M E  C L A R Y
The atmosphere of the small tea room was satisfyingly pungent,
with the aroma of Darjeeling and the waft of vegetables simmer-
ing in a pot in the cramped kitchen just barely to my right.

A young girl with dark eyes and even darker hair brought me a
tea cup and saucer (which had evidently survived a trip from the
“old country”). Slowly she filled the delicate porcelain vessel to a
point just shy of brimming and implored me to enjoy it—but at a
leisurely pace. Apparently the leaves needed time to “absorb my
energy”.

Fancying a well-brewed tea—which this was—I found myself
having to consciously slow my consumption so as not to prevent
the leaves from becoming fully “energized”. Having also been in-
structed to refrain from draining the cup entirely, I stopped and
waited for something to happen—whereupon Madame Clary
swept by my left shoulder and turned the cup over onto the
saucer and went to check on her vegetables. She paused only
long enough to warn me not to touch the inverted setting.

Stretching unnaturally in several places, her brown polyester
pant suit and flowery rayon blouse disbanded any preconceived
ideas I’d assembled about her. She looked like an elementary
school secretary from the seventies, with her horn-rimmed glass-
es, elasticized hairdo and those appalling slacks. But when she
spoke I knew instantly that I had indeed come to the right place.
Her voice had the kindly, weathered tone of a grandmother; the
intent and delivery of each word had a remarkably soothing ef-
fect. I would have told her anything—but she didn’t ask.

Returning from the kitchen, she slid with practiced ease into

the seat across from me and carefully lifted the cup, placing it up-
right on a coaster that was apparently put there for just such a pur-
pose. She quickly studied the clumps of tea that had fallen from
the cup onto the plate.

“You are very troubled,” she began. “You are not worried for
yourself, but for the ones you love, and for the world.”

In light of recent events, and considering the geopolitical cli-
mate, that could easily have applied to anyone sitting in my seat.

But I cut her some slack for the obvious pronouncement and set-
tled in for what later I could only call my initiation in meta-
physics.

“You have had dreams,” Madame Clary continued, “about
birds striking buildings and people falling from the sky.”

She couldn’t have known about that. I had told few people
about these experiences in the days leading up to September 11th,
and no one knew that I was coming to see Madame Clary that
day, nor even that I knew of her.

“And now you wish to know if your other dreams will also
come true.” I could only nod my head in agreement. Her simple
statement was not phrased in the form of a question.

“Tell me about the next dream,” she asked.

What words could I find
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Center tragedy.
The artwork
has since been
REVISED.

There will be no shortage of images in the new
millennium, and no lack of people to edit, frame,
annotate, reproduce, distribute, and view them —
we hope. For as Stanislaw Lem painfully points
out, the entirety of humanity cast into the oceans
would raise sea level less than one hundredth of
one millimetre…
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I related the images I’d seen: the man behind the candy shop
counter in the orange T-shirt, the candy canes, the split-screen se-
curity monitor on the counter.

“This is the World Court at the Hague,” she remarked unemo-
tionally. “There will be much security. The rainbow colors of the
candies represent the flags of the world. The Swiss are represent-
ed by the red and white colors of the candy canes. They will have
a prominent role in bringing the accused to trial. There is some-
thing odd about the sky, no?”

I was transfixed by her question, for in my dream there were
two moons in the sky—one to my left, the other to my right. Both
were low in the sky, and they were large, full and yellow. This I
told her.

Instantly she recognized this as common symbolism for a blue
moon scenario, the next occurrence of which will be in Novem-
ber, when full moons will occur on the first and the thirtieth of

the month. Apparently this hap-
pens on average only once every
two and a half years. The term
“blue moon” is derived from the
traditional use of the color blue
to illustrate abundance—and
having two full moons in the
same month could certainly be
perceived as an abundance of lu-
nar exposure.

The number six also figured
prominently in the dream. Doing
a quick calculation, I determined
the sixth of November to be a
Tuesday, if indeed this is what
was portended. The first Tuesday
in November also happens to be
General Election Day in the
United States, when the mayors
of twelve major American cities
(plus numerous other public offi-

cials in New Jersey and Virginia) will either be elected, or com-
pete in a primary:
Miami, FL Mayor—Primary Election

Atlanta, GA Mayor & City Council

Boston, MA Mayor

Detroit, MI Mayor

Minneapolis & St. Paul, MN Mayor

New Jersey Statewide Elections

New York, NY Mayor

Cincinnati, OH Mayor

Cleveland, OH Mayor

Pittsburgh, PA Mayor

Virginia Statewide Elections

Seattle, WA Mayor

One other additional coincidence: September 11th was the
date of the New York City mayoral primary.

Noticeably shaken, I left the comforting confines of Madame
Clary’s Tea Room to seek out my friend, Walt. Although he was
perhaps my most paranoid associate (excepting myself, of course)
and arguably a poor choice, considering my frantic state, he was
also the most knowledgeable political scientist I’d ever met.

WA L T E R  S .  K I N N E A R
It took several minutes to convince Walt that it really was me at
the door and not someone from the “secret government” in a José
Chung suit. 

The process took much longer than usual, and involved an-
swering questions to which only the “real” José could possibly
know the answer. It was touch and go for a minute as I plumbed
my memory for the name of Walt’s long dead cat, but finally, hav-
ing referred to “that creepy critter”, he relented and let me in.

“You never liked Scuzzy,” he growled.
Looking around the apartment, it was easy to see that Walt was

preparing for the “end times”. Canned goods and bottled water
occupied a full third of the small living space, and I wondered
whether it was advisable to mention my visit to Madame Clary
lest it push him closer to the omnipresent edge.

“I came to see you, Walt, because you know how to think out-
side the box.”

“What box?” he asked honestly.
“Exactly!” I said.
“Buy a copy of your favourite encryption software now,” he

taunted, “before they start putting the back doors in.”
“Back doors?”
“Damn straight!” he sneered. “Just got word from the Usenet

that special measures are going to be put in place for reasons of
‘national security’.

“But be careful. Sending encrypted messages is going to be il-
legal very soon—unless you use software that the government has
the keys to. Software vendors who don’t comply will have their ex-
port licenses yanked. And speaking of Yanks, how ’bout Bushie’s
new appointment? Director of Homeland Security? Hah! The
FBI got watchdogged after Hoover, the CIA after Nixon, and the
NSA after Ollie. Now looky,” Walt feigned exaggerated surprise.
“Here’s a new ‘agency’ with carte blanche!”

“I see your point, Walt. This could lead to a whole new era in
which personal privacy suffers considerable erosion,”

“Erosion?!” he vented. “We’re talking about eradication!”
“Sure, e-commerce will be more reliable and less subject to

fraud...” (he was now in full rant mode) “...and that’ll be a good
kickstart for the on-line economy, but no transaction will be safe
from ‘authorized’ prying eyes. And no one will be exempt from
biometric verification for significant purchases, like airline tickets.
Your thumbprint is going to be databased.”

Somehow I didn’t feel any better for making the visit. When I

This CALENDAR, printed in Egypt 
last year, depicts an airline tragedy with the
New York skyline in the background. The
month is September.
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got to Walt’s, I was only (only?) worried about terrorism, but now I
had a host of new fears to quell. It was quite apparent that I could-
n’t do that here. 

“More than six billion people in the world. That’s over twelve
billion thumbs!”

There was no stopping him now.
“Did you know that Usama’s big brother, Salem, was GW’s

business partner when he started Arbusto Energy in 1978? And
that ‘arbusto’ is Spanish for shrub…in other words, bush? Or that
Salem bin Ladin was killed in a plane crash? Or that Disney will
never again re-release Aladdin on VHS or DVD—contrary to its
customary seven year re-marketing cycle—because Usama’s mu-
jahedeen name is ‘Al-Ladin’?”

My excuse for departure was a weak one, but Walt seemed to
buy it. It was disconcerting to exchange goodbyes with a frenetic
friend in full bio-hazard gear, but he reassured me that he was
only checking it for leaks. Nevertheless, the sight of Walt using a
bicycle pump to inflate himself to thrice his normally slight girth
made me uneasy, and I sighed audibly as I heard the Michelin
Man slide seven locks into place behind me.

Next stop: the Park.

M AY B E R R Y  C O M M U N I T Y  G R E E N
Whenever things start getting to me, I look for pigeons to feed.
There are few things quite as relaxing. The life of a pigeon is
comparatively simple when we contrast it to our own complicated
existences. Get that crumb. Peck it. Peck it hard.

Today, there were no pigeons at the park. That was a first. Did
they know something I didn’t? The sudden mental image of pi-
geons wearing little Haz Mat suits struck me as both silly and sad.

Across from my usual bench was an elderly oak to which nu-
merous flyers were callously stapled. I crossed the narrow path for
some casual reading.

The most spiritual human beings, assuming they are the most

courageous, also experience by far the most painful tragedies:

but it is precisely for this reason that they honour life, because it

brings against them its most formidable weapons.

— Twilight Of The Idols

Expeditions of An Untimely Man, par. 17

Friedrich Nietzsche, 1888

Definitely not the light fare I was seeking. 
I strolled up to an attractive blonde woman who had assumed

my place on the bench and made a friendly inquiry about the
book she was reading—and which she apparently found quite en-
tertaining, for she was quietly giggling.

“It’s One Human Minute, by Stanislaw Lem,” she said, having
noticed my not-so-casual interest in her reading material, and also
(possibly) my less than discreet fascination with the lady herself.
Handing the book to me—closed—without an apparent care for
earmarking the page she was reading, I opened it randomly and

found myself reading this passage:
Some of the antimilitarists had maintained, long before, that

modern warfare’s high mortality rate made “single-use soldiers”

of all the combatants, with the exception of the top-ranking 

officers.

Flipping through additional pages from back to front, I was
treated to various bizarre aggregate statistics—like the amount of
semen ejaculated in the average minute by the male half of hu-
manity (a truly staggering volume), and the number of people
killed by meteorites every sixty seconds—0.0000001 (which
sounded just about right).

While she was lovely both in demeanour and complexion, I
realized that I had little time to spare. And that my readers would
wish to know how all this was going to impact the graphic arts.

T H E  T R U T H  I S  O U T  T H E R E
My first call was to a textile printing plant, where blue and red
inks were running in short supply, and where I was able to con-
firm that American flags were flying (out the door) at an astound-
ing pace. Curiously, many orders were being shipped to Pakistan,

where effigy and flag burnings were taking a heavy toll on the
country’s already diminished stock of Old Glories.

With U.S. and international economies preparing for the
worst, advertising placements slipped dramatically in the immedi-
ate aftermath of the World Trade Center and Pentagon attacks.
But within two weeks, the preparation of condolence ads was in
full swing, taking up much of the slack experienced in the previ-
ous fortnight. 

New postal stamp designs and graphical layouts for national
ID cards had already been commissioned.

A quick survey of quick print shops revealed that handbill pro-
duction was up significantly in major American cities, but that
business card production had slowed to a trickle.

CNN video footage of the second plane crash (WTC2) reveals the
bizarre likeness of a DEMON in the smoke from the explosion.



3 8 G r a p h i c  E x c h a n g e

In Pakistan, where the sale of posters depicting Al-Ladin had
been banned by General Musharraf’s government, covert print-
ing and distribution operations seemed to have bridged the gap,
although, owing to the secrecy of the work, no firm figures were
available to estimate the number of print runs or their length.

With new security procedures being introduced at border
crossings and transportation hubs, the screen printing of signs to
inform the public of these changes would undoubtedly be need-
ed. Similarly, the demand for news and commentary on unfold-
ing events had also led to increased magazine and newspaper dis-
tribution.

In the electronic world, Assaf Voll, an enthusiastic photo-imag-
ing whiz, had become almost famous due to his ‘Mr. Bean

Laden’ interpretation—one of the
most prevalent images circulating
on the ’net—and Web hits on
www.rawa.org (Revolutionary Asso-
ciation of the Women of
Afghanistan) had gone through
the virtual roof.

Those were some of the short
term effects.

In the longer view, the need
for highly adaptive coverage of
world events will bode well for In-
ternet-based publication services,
with additional security measures

having an eventual impact upon the fraud rate for on-line transac-
tions. It’s interesting to note that while initiating traditional phone
contact with many points in the U.S. was extremely difficult on
the 11th of September, e-mail services emerged as an effective al-
ternative. Indeed, this was very much the reason for which the hy-
per-redundant communications infrastructure was first created.

Microsoft software, long the butt of jokes in the hacker com-
munity due to its gaping security holes (especially in its web ser-
vices platform, IIS) is predicted to suffer at the hands of the pen-
guin OS—Linux. Unix-based services should in general receive a
boost from the misfortunes of Ballmer and Gates. And Apple’s
BSD-Unix-driven OS X will likely also share in the spoils of an
electronic war.

Propaganda machines are predisposed to the use of visual
mechanisms of distribution because—as we’ve been told so many
times before—a picture’s worth a thousand words. Look for a
resurgence in the use of black and white photo reproduction, al-
beit with ‘neutralized’ four-color process. 

The sale of digital cameras (still and video) can be expected to
climb due to their immediacy and portability. Non-magnetic stor-
age systems, like CD and DVD, will gain an edge over tape and
removable hard disks since they aren’t prone to erasure by EMP
(electro-magnetic pulse radiation associated with high-yield mod-
ern weaponry).

Internet-based procurement systems, recently trashed by eco-
nomic woes in the tech sector, will have a second coming of sorts
as people realize that these systems are shielded to a degree by the
redundancy of the ’net.

C O N S U M E R S  O F  C H A O S
There will be no shortage of images in the new millennium and
no lack of people to edit, frame, annotate, reproduce, distribute,
and view them—we hope. For as Stanislaw Lem painfully points
out, the entirety of humanity cast into the oceans would raise sea
level less than one hundredth of one millimetre.

In an oft-quoted phrase, Albert Einstein said that “God does
not play dice with the Universe.” Some would contend that this is
diametrically opposed to the scientific truth of the Darwinian evo-
lutionary process, where random chance variations in physiology
determine the ultimate selection of a prototype for continua-
tion—and therefore, the opportunity for further subsequent envi-
ronmental adjustments.

Regardless of one’s views on the existence of a divine entity or
its predilection for games of chance, the fact remains that we play
them. What I wish to fathom is whether we—as a species or as in-
dividuals—are aware that such amusements are always played “for
keeps”?

Peace.

José Chung spends most of his time chasing down alien abduction stories but

took time out of his busy schedule to remind us that sometimes things don’t

get any stranger than what we see on the news. José extends his deepest con-

dolences to all those who have been touched by these stupefying events.

As if to prove 
that CNN hasn’t 
yet cornered the 
“SPOOKY” MARKET,
this Associated Press
photo shows another
“smoke-face” on a
different side of 
the same building
(WTC2).


