.~^*#@CHRONO-SPATIAL ANOMALY DETECTED!@#*^~.
Do not be alarmed.  This page would ordinarily be a high-definition piece of lobster pornography, but switches back to this text whenever you are looking, utilizing a high-tech context-sensitive backwards-time-projectotron whose workings your minds are yet too savage and unruly to comprehend - ironic considering that you are anticipated to be its very inventors!  Surely you have leaps and bounds ahead of you.

We have a problem: In our sun source timeline, by the year 2003 TABNet should have been well on its way to accomplishing its primary objective: total domination over the planet you now know as Earth, as well as secondary and tertiary objectives of achieving world peace and exporting expanded consciousness on a global and interspecies scale.  We don't understand why it is you have squandered your advantageous starting position at the expense of an investment in the future of the whole planet, but it is perhaps not too late to recoup and renew the impact your select, chosen few must have on the planetary psyche.  As stated in the sacred texts of E-Sheep we are seeing you as The Guy We Almost Was
.  Perhaps through indicating to you your future accomplishments according to our timeline we can get the mission back on track and point you in the right direction.  Failing to heed these directives would jeopardize the entire chronological continuum, ours as well as yours, besides which: wouldn't you really rather live in this world than yours?  Make it happen.  Some events we register as having occurred in both our timelines; in regards to the remaining items, you just somehow managed to drop the ball.  These setbacks aren't necessarily permanent, but by permitting your attention to wander you run the risk of losing track of the destination you had initially set out to attain.

· 94.02.20 - Matt Alan and Drongo Kcerb, a.k.a. beatle, a.k.a. (please see attached for full list) are observed hobnobbing with Nettwerk recording artist Sarah Mclachlan, who he persuades to greet TABNet.
 It is rumoured among fans that the song Building A Mystery off her 1997 album Surfacing addresses a tempestuous relationship between her and Gordon sometime in 1995.  Apparently she was not as good a lay as the cabin boy.

· 95.03.05 - Celebrity gossipmongers are scandalized when Magik Elvis and Bjork, a match seemingly made in heaven, call it splits.  This proves to do little to slow their incessant coupling.

· 95.04.31 - Rowan Lipkovits, a.k.a. Cthulu, a.k.a. The Happy Flower Man, throws up his hands on MiSTiGRiS and the entire ANSI art scene after admitting and demonstrating that he clearly has no aptitude or place in it, leaving to instead pursue his true calling in the world of international finance.

· 95.05.31 - International markets collapse; Vancouver stock exchange shut down by regulating commissions.

· 96.06.28 - Following some undiplomatic words at an international cultural event
, Emil Saroyan begins his longstanding rivalry with the estate of L. Ron Hubbard -  a feud beginning with his hospitalisation and culminating in far more sinister affairs.  Damon Macmillan scoops the attention of the scandalised audience, mounting a public speaking career that would never amount to much on this side of the water -  but he was big in Japan.

· 96.11.14 - Renowned science-fiction author William Gibson admits that the plot to his book Idoru was lifted almost wholesale from a lucid dream posted by Purple Haze.

· 97.09.01- Amiga-based .MOD-tracking group EuphoniX tears up the college radio charts with their breakout hit Let's Get Out Of These Monkey Suits 
, preparing the ears of the nation for the electronic onslaught that would follow with Robert Miles' Children, Moby's Play, djjj’s Dogs of War: a soundtrack for ICE Online, and Crapnotronic's influential '98 tribute album of remixes of seminal tracks from the Happy Fetus Records crew at the Pelvis of Elvis.  Proceeds from the Crapnotronic project go to start a label - Insaneacon Records - whose InterZone imprint attains notoriety when the ALL ANALysis album it publishes is banned in the USA based on its risqué cover art by Evil Iggy, whose visual arts career flourishes from the attention and culminates in an ’02 retrospective at the Guggenheim.

· 97.04.15 - Dark horse candidate Zeitgeist Leibensraum, depicted by file photos everywhere juggling devil's sticks in a jester's cap, performs surprisingly well in an all-parties debate with his unprecedented flustered "You are ALL IDIOTS!" debating technique, culminating in his representing his riding in Victoria.

· 98.08.18 - the Night of the Long Pauses.  A malicious hacker implants code in Shoreline, Delirium Tremens and other local chatboards gradually but steadily incrementing the delay between the display of responses.  Tragically, several dozen chatboarders starve to death before the tampering is uncovered.  Evidence seems to point to an organization known as PsychoNet as being responsible, but being otherwise barely responsible enough to tie their own shoes they appear to have been set up as the fall guy by some third party.  The case remains open.

· 98.08.30 - TABNet's 5th anniversary is celebrated in DiSCORDER magazine (see inset), in what would prove to be the first of their many grand and renowned media appearances.

· 98.09.06 - according to expurgated records later found, on this date a secret society calling itself the Great Cone Empire (“novus ordo spifforum”) succeeds in the execution of a ritual exercise whose purpose and intent had been forgotten; through the illicit application of traffic cones the group made efforts to turn the downtown heart of Vancouver into a CPU, harnessing the movements of individual vehicles as electrons, in ceremonial hopes to streamline and observe the thoughts of the City.  Remarks recovered from a partially-destroyed manuscript suggest that on this night, some modicum of success in this venture was at least partially attained, resulting in the disbanding of the order and the scattering of its members.

· 98.11.29 - Rocketing to heavy rotation on music television, a Rolling Stone review of the ponderous TABNet rock opera - an unwholesome love child between influences of Frank Zappa, the Grateful Dead, Mike Oldfield and God Is My Co-Pilot - claims the band's emergence from an on-stage vat of chocolate pudding while the audience is simultaneously showered with ice water and electrically shocked through their seats, as the most gloriously self-indulgent moment in rock 'n roll performance history.  (It prefers the subtle nuances of the openers, Makeshift and Zeke the Wonder Nugget, especially the Mexican penguin costumes of the latter.) The review is pulled and never published after managing editor Hunter S. Thompson gets into a fistfight with Toxic Cockroach, who sneaks into their offices and gets in the first blow with a makeshift blackjack comprised of a Super Nintendo Entertainment System in a garbage bag.

· 98.12.15 - tHE fIFTH mOON oF sPORKLENOC is listed by the Utne Reader as the third-hippest neighborhood in North America, after the WELL and Yaletown.

· 99.04.15 - Favourite Zeitgeist is overturned at the Federal Federated Antiauthoritarian Rhinoceros Smash the State Party leadership convention, where his sophistry and rhetorical tricks are overturned by Myk Whyte's "ASSHAT!" tactics.  Mr. Whyte (who bizarrely insists on being referred to as "sOEMA" in this political context) becomes the most vivacious Speaker of the House in the whole history of the position.

· 99.06.18 - bastardcorp.com, the dotcom e-commerce venture started by TABNet (standing out with an italicised dot), is featured on the cover of Wired magazine. Despite having no business strategy, their "angry fruit salad" 16-colour ANSI design aesthetic fits well with that of Wired's layout department.  By August there are no fewer than 15 foosball tables in the office and sinister Mindstorm-controlled arachnids prowl the cafeteria.

· 99.10.12 - Dog trainer Bob Eden found dead under mysterious circumstances.  Despite appearances of foul play, the Delta homicide unit eventually declares the death, whose court order suppressed details involved sex toys and a pack of dogs, a messy suicide attempt.  Investigative journalists will determine that his head was split into three (3) pieces with an axe.  Constable Dennis Thiessen of the Vancouver Cybercrime unit will skip town after a signed glow-in-the-dark tie-dyed TABNet T-shirt is slipped through his mail slot.

· 99.11.18 - the TabHouse is featured in a CBC documentary illustrating the plight of the down and out in Vancouver’s Downtown Eastside.  Appalled at the living conditions depicted therein, Canadians open their hearts and wallets and a massive cash infusion enters the area, largely leaving through peoples’ noses.

· 99.12.31 - Y2K. The lack of 4-digit date compatibility with Renegade, Telegard, InterMail, DesqView and FrontDoor would have been a profound stumbling block for TABNet had they not long ago adopted proprietary software (with a sassy attitude that talked back when provided with unwanted input.)  Unfortunately, while Tradewars 2002, Barneysplat and Legend of the Red Dragon are successfully ported, they are sidetracked by the modern Intel divide-by-zero error for programs compiled from Pascal, so the regional hub is left archaic ten years back in 1990.

· 00.01.21 - Kevin Mitnick, a.k.a. Condor, is released from imprisonment after being held for five years without charge.  In a similar gesture of goodwill towards trailblazers of the electronic frontier, a wide-necked youth, who cannot be identified under the Youth Criminal Justice Act, is arraigned of property damage charges following his laying and detonating of demolitions charges, following instructions from pages of the Jolly Roger Cookbook downloaded from Stonehenge BBS and with assistance from equipment stolen from BC Tel vans, in and along major Rogers Cable switching stations.  Open season effectively declared on providers of major corporate media, info-anarchists intimidate them out of town following a casual demonstration of UTV's vulnerabilities by a man identified only as "the d0ctor".  Long-reaching ramifications of this legal precedent result in an increase in public discourse both online and off, producing an agora of ideas in which are debated hot topics such as abortion and the merits of tube socks vs. heeled socks.

· 00.05.28 – The Saga of Samson-8, a sci-fi RPG thriller, is released by Frandroid Productions for the ill-fated Sega Flustercuck platform, but its adherents keep it alive for decades to come through emulation, opensouce reverse-engineering and fan fiction.  

· 01.05.18 - Razor 1911, the Cult of the Dead Cow, Future Crew and ACiD, Inc. perform an extraordinary merger whose resultant keiretsu, Omnicentroplex Unlimited, is brokered by bastardcorp.com into a subsequent merger with NetscapeAOLTimeWarner, ebay, Amazon.com, Slashdot, Napster and Google.  It doesn't make anyone any money, but the porn flows freely and in abundance.  Once it's apparent that the whole bloated venture is approaching a critical mass of obsolescence, the works are sold to Bill Gates for a dollar.  The infomedia behemoth causes Microsoft to implode in on itself (literally; much of Redmond disappears one night leaving behind only a smoking crater).  Usage of BeOS and OS/2 Warp skyrocket.

· 01.04.15 - sOEMA suffers a grand upset at the Bugger All This Party leadership convention, where his antiquated style of discourse, trapped in its Parliamentary niceties, fail to compete favorably with Gordon Breckenridge's erudite "SHUT THE FUCK UP" approach.  sOEMA steps down, while Gordon's unorthodox style leads the party to Official Opposition status in Ottawa.

· 02.01.01 - The MindLink! BBS list reports over twenty thousand entries in the Lower Mainland, ten thousand of which are redundant nodes for Basic'ly Computers.  The new area code 778 is set aside for exclusive use by bulletin board systems.

· 02.06.28 - The Complete Collected Crazyshit enters the New York Times' bestseller list, where it remains for 218 weeks.

· 02.09.23 - In an incident reminiscent of outbreaks of epileptic attacks following airings of the Pokémon cartoon, over three hundred people are sent to the hospital suffering from food poisoning and extreme gastronomic distress after preparing and consuming recipes offered on an unexpurgated syndicated episode of the Imbibe cooking show.  New varieties of egg nog are engineered that cannot mix with macaroni and cheese, regardless of how hard you try, and Blue can no longer be sold without a license.

· 03.04.15 - Gordon's dodgy verbal style is challenged and outclassed by the insidious "SO, TELL ME ABOUT YOUR PROBLEMS" style employed by DR. SBAITSO, who goes on to lead the People's Glorious Network Community Party not only to government but, within ten months, also through a calm and peaceful secession of the 604 as a Free City where the raves never stop.

· 03.05.01 - After 20 years of operation, FidoNet shuts down, having fulfilled its historical mandate of providing nascent tabbers an odious example of the irrelevance of traditional top-down hierarchical authority structures in the noosphere.

· 03.11.14 - Perpetual Dream Theory's D-A-D-A song becomes the national anthem of the sovereign state of Sixophoria.  Before its coat of arms - argent 2400 external modem rampant langued gules on a field blazoned per fess engrailed azure and sable before crossed foam boffers - Minister of Percussion $hawn Killaly performs its inaugural solo on the electric marimba, toy piano and circular saw live to a webcast audience of 150 million through CiTR 101.9 fm.

· 03.12.18 - Benny's Bagels is designated a World Heritage Site by the United Nations.

... some time later… 

· 12.01.01 - Melting of the polar icecaps realizes ancient Mayan predictions regarding the End of the World.  The snotty-nosed indolent youth of the world, largely occupying underwater arcologies, complain that the brackish interference with their satellite connections increases the latency on their networked rounds of Sid Meier's Out of Grand Theft SimHack Island: the Scorched Alleycat of Aragon for Glory and Die of the Azure Bonds of Persia in the Dark Masters Expansion Pack.  These catastrophic disruptions prompt the emergence of strange powers in a fully mature Evan Monroe, trained in arcane and esoteric arts from a young age, destined to assume power as the Kwisatz Taberach.  Filled with strange new energies, he rises to his new responsibilities by going “TABNet?  This sucks.  I’m going backpacking in Australia for a few years.” 

· 12.04.18 - While issue number 2 of Concrete is released, the procrastination study in Spoon remains ongoing.  A polybagged copy of Dream Factory #1, in mint condition, sells for over triple its original value at $6.  On the archaeological front, versions of previously unknown verses from the Bible of Nuiwanda thought lost forever are recovered from underwater buried urns located near the Dead Sea.  Among other parables is included an example of what happened when Abraham tried to box over his own lines.

· 13.11.14 - For the 20 year celebrations of TABNet, Big Time decides he’s ready to show up to a meet - the group meeting up to see the first showing of Devious White Bug IV: Deviate Harder.  About this time, a user finally attains the last user level on the Underground Subway.  Unprepared for this eventuality, the computer panics and sends NORAD armament codes through what remains of the ARPANet, activating what once were nuclear missile silos.  This perplexes to no end the partiers in what are now modified Silophone chill-out rooms.

· 13.12.21 - As part of Solstice celebrations, a national tea-candling festival produces illumination visible from outer space, where they attract the attention of passing extra-terrestrials coincidentally orbiting in spacecraft resembling nothing so much as giant peanut butter cups.  This meeting marks the maturation of our species and the beginning of history, regardless of what Hegel would say.

AHOM excerpt from “Have Penguin, Will Travel”, Rowan Lipkovits’ 3-day-novel of … 1996?



It was with immense gratification that he stopped in front of a garishly painted restaurant.


It was quite garishly painted. It was also a restaurant. It was quite a garishly painted restaurant, in fact. If it looked like it had been painted in sections by the individual busboys and waitresses who worked at it, in the styles and colours of their various temperaments, it was probably because it had. The architecture could only be described as anarchic, with various booths and tables accompanied by all manner of chairs and stools. The building itself had been constructed by a team of students who decided that they wanted to work in a restaurant to pay their tuition fees but couldn't get hired anywhere else on account of their wild, shocking, unkempt and nonconforming appearances. There was a raw, unfinished patio, and above it hung a great big neon orange sign which said, "Al's House of Meats". Beneath the sign hung the flags of France, Canada, the United States, one with a happy face on it, one with a marijuana leaf on it, and the Jolly Roger. Clark took both the English name and the American flag as indications that he could be served by an English-speaking waiter inside, so he rushed in, ready for some meats.


The penguin followed.


Clark sat in a rocking chair, waiting to be seated. Across from him was a wide array of coin-operated candy machines, palm reading machines, grip testers, and large stacks of free 'zines and publications were heaped around the bases of these various pieces of equipment. Clark adjusted his position so as to allow more light from the ambient lava lamps to pour over his shoulder and picked up the first paper that he could reach.


It was printed on rough yellow paper, and, not surprisingly, was advocating the decriminalisation of hemp for construction uses such as this very paper. After a few paragraphs of listing the god-sent abilities of the misjudged hemp plant, such as strength, durability, easiness to grow, the testing which proved that it cured most forms of cancer, and the fact that wearing clothes made from hemp fabric made you more attractive to women, the main body of the text degenerated into paranoid ramblings about government regulating, conspiracies involving the Catholic Church, and "mOOOO says the cow. moOOO." Clark decided that it would be prudent to put the paper down and try for some more mundane literature.


Picking up the next closest magazine, printed on glossy paper, he was most distressed to discover that it featured a young man in bondage gear on the cover, complete with dog leash, spiked collar, and nipple clamps. Eager to return the shocking pamphlet to its pile yet morbidly fascinated with the contents of the underground mag, Clark simply couldn't manage to put it down. His attention only wavered when, after several minutes, his reading was disturbed by a waiter, who was here to seat him.


"I love you," said the demure tall young man with short blonde hair and glasses.


Clark frantically looked up at the speaker and tried to conceal his literature of choice behind his back, but the garcon would have none of that.


"Fascinating, isn't it?"


The man was looking at Clark expectantly, as if he hoped to hear a well-thought critique of the realism and clarity of the pornographic photos. Clark started to mutter denials of having looked at the magazine, that he was only glancing at it.


"Don't be ashamed... go ahead, keep it. They're free. Now if you'll just follow me to your table...?" The waiter gestured towards a brightly illuminated table beneath a wildly polka-dotted ceiling fan.


Clark discreetly left the S&M newsletter on the rocking chair and followed the tall man, who was wearing a nametag reading "AL." He sat down as the waiter pushed a kiddie's high chair up to the other side.


"For your penguin," he indicated, as if it was an obvious oversight.


Lifting the penguin up into the seat, he then introduced himself.


"My name is Ivar," he began, paying blatant disregard to the nametag, "and I will be serving you tonight. Here at Al's House of Meats we communally wish you to have the most enlightening eating experience possible under the given circumstances. As such, if anything at all inconveniences you in the slightest, please feel free to signal to me, or any other employee here. We believe that we are here to serve you, our customer, and as such, cater as much as possible to your every need."


"Excuse me... I couldn't help but hear when you came in that you said that you loved me. Was that... simply an extension of the comforting atmosphere you are trying to present here?" 


Clark's logic lobes were working overtime to make sense of the wildly varying information he was being presented with, and he was doing his best to cope with what he believed to be a sincere expression of unrequited love and admiration.


"Actually, I only do it for the shock value, to see how you'll react. Most people simply ignore me and pretend that it was never said. Now, of course, you'll be needing a menu."


At this, "AL" turned around and disappeared for several minutes. During his absence, it seems that a fight broke out in the kitchen, as there was much screaming from that direction. One female voice kept stating that she wasn't going to listen to him, and a bitter male one kept insisting on his right to be heard. A second male voice soon joined the fray, and the conflict culminated with the bitter man being led, still wearing the apron and holding a spoon in his hand, out of the kitchen and out the front door into the street by a large woman and a short blonde man. As soon as they had gotten him out of the restaurant, the pair gave each other a high-five, the man turned a bolt on the door, and they retreated into the kitchen. Clark noted that they, too, had nametags reading "AL".


The other patrons of the restaurant appeared unperturbed by this little confrontation with the cooks, and quickly went back to their discussions about public transit, pot smoking, and alternate forms of government after witnessing the third cook outside yell a bit in frustration and lie down in protest in front of the doors.


Ivar returned bearing a menu and a small box. He presented the menu to Clark with a grand flourish and set the small cardboard box gently upon the tablecloth. Clark opened the menu and was surprised to see nothing.


"Yes, yes, I know, you're going to complain that I have given you a blank menu. You will note- "


"No, no, that's not at all what I was going to ask, at least, not quite yet. Does that sort of thing with the.. er... cooks happen often? They seem to have had a bit of a... spat. But when you're done with that, the menu question would make a great follow-up, yes."


The waiter took a deep breath, sorted his thoughts, and continued in what sounded like a rehearsed voice.


"Al's House of Meats is an experimental restaurant, from the very construction itself to the methods of food procuration and preparation, all the way down to how it's run, i.e. where the money goes and who decides all that. It being run by a commune of students, we have experimented with various forms of self-government. The communism phase worked well at first, but then as we ran out of natural resources some members ended up wealthier than others, and that fell apart. No one wanted to visit us during our attempt at fascism, as the atmosphere was too oppressive, so we've settled on a rough anarchy. People settle their problems by themselves and, though not everyone is happy, they're all given their chance at providing themselves with joy. Now as for- "


"Just a second here. Haven't you people tried a democracy yet? A genuine capitalist democracy, like the real world is run?"


Clark found himself incredulous that these kids had gone to all these extremes in an effort to be hopelessly fair and give every system a chance. At the mention of the word "capitalist", however, Ivar rolled his eyes, in the realization that he was dealing with a relative inept in the worlds of global socio-economic trends.


"I would give you a clear answer stating why a capitalist democracy cannot work inherently, but it would take longer to explain than it would for you to eat your meal. Now, as for the menus... we feel that there is no way we can give you what you want unless you tell us exactly what you want. As such, you fill out your own menu. And to facilitate the creative process," and here he opened the cardboard box, "we have provided you with an assortment of crayons."


"I'm afraid," began Clark, "that I've had a rather unusual week, and I simply can't deal with this restaurant at this point in time. I pray you'll excuse me, thank you for your time and the wonderful conversation, and will quietly leave."


"Don't feel bad," replied Ivar cheerfully, "many people have to visit the restaurant five or even six times before they can work up the nerve to order something."
ANSI artscene reflections by Corinthian of Dark

The first ANSI art I looked at was an artpack released by Integrity, a Vancouver-based group that was formed in late ’94 and lasted until late ’95. I was immediately inspired to try my hand at this incredibly unique medium. 8 years later, the ANSI art scene is on its last legs (to put it generously), and the last pic I started 3 or 4 years ago still sits on my hard drive, unfinished.  …  (1/4)
for TLA:
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… Just as people feel that they don’t make movie stars like they did in the ‘30s and ‘40s, I feel that groups like Integrity and Legend represented the pinnacle of the art scene.  Perhaps it’s because the mystique and thrill faded as the emergence of the Internet (and in particular, IRC) allowed artists to get to know each other. I soon realized they were just regular people like my self. … 
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for SUPER:

 (2/4)

[image: image3.png]


… Because of the infancy of the Internet at that time, along with spatial distance, I never got to know the likes of Darkforce, or Questor, or Nitnatsnoc. They were nothing more to me than a mysterious name and incredible pieces of art.  So to me, they’ll continue to live on as ANSI gods.
for CLOCK:  (yes, that is the classic Sandman.) 
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a bit of Frank Miller style for you with a Dark Illustrated promo
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� http://www.e-sheep.com/almostguy


� http://web.cs.mun.ca/~patrick/sarah/chat/talk1.html


� http://www.kin.bc.ca/jvh/EdNAv/GATEWAYS/PUBL/CPO/SECTORS/ARTS/HACK151.HTM


� http://www.chartattack.com/charts/college/oldcamp/sep97/9709camp1.txt





