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Carl was ready to quit his in-
ternship and chuck his hard-earned 
opportunity right into the trash.

Af ter only a couple of months 
at the show, he felt like he had sunk 
into a deep stupor and that every-
thing life-giving in him was leaking 
away and being replaced by bile 
and vitriol.

He drew a diagram in his note-
book that represented his mental 
state from Monday through Friday, 
a rhythm he bit ter ly descr ibed to 
t hose who would l i s ten as, “The 
Cycle of Futility.”A  
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He d idnʼ t know what to do.  
Should he quit and leave Washing-
ton D.C. and go home?  Or move 
elsewhere like New York City?  

Car l had told himself that he 
didnʼt want to move to a big ci ty 
until he felt like he was being beck-
oned. He didnʼt want to be one of 
those people who just show up and 
quietly plead for recognition while 
working a menial day job.  

Carl firmly believed in his own 
f l e d g l i n g i m p o r t a n c e a n d h e 
wanted the city to want him.

He decided to try to speak to 
his boss B, Zachary, who was three 
years older than he was.

B.
Car l sa t d i rec t l y across 

from Zachary who was bald-
ing, bespectacled and had an 
expensive graduate degree in 
j o u r na l i sm and had spen t 
several years teaching English 
in South Korea.

One day, Car l searched 
Zacharyʼs name on the Inter -
net and found an abandoned 
b log t hat he had once been 
wr i t ing.  On t he b log was a 
wide, h igh-resolut ion photo-
graph of Zachary sitt ing on a 
mountain top looking out over 
an East Asian sea.  The photo 
resembled that Caspar David 
Friedrich painting, “Wanderer 
above the Sea of Fog.”

L o o k i n g a t Z a c h a r y ʼ s 
un-updated blog, Carl felt like 
h e wa s wa l k i ng t h rough a 
dusty attic filled with cobwebs, 
through a place that had been 
forgotten and shut-up.

Carl wondered how Zach-
ary felt now, having once been 
pe rc hed on t ha t beau t i f u l 
mountain in Korea or China or 
wherever i t was, having had 
t h a t b o l d p h o t o t a k e n o f 
h imse l f ( o r hav i ng done i t 
alone with a tripod), and then 
having posted i t on h is b log 
with such modest narcissism.  

Wha t d id Zac ha r y f ee l 
now that he was a nine-to-f ive 
(8:30AM - 7:00PM, actually) 
bureaucrat in a stuf fy of f ice, 
be ing summoned and com -
manded hour-by-hour by shriv-

    

eled and hunchbacked higher-
ups who didnʼt understand the 
Internet and who were bewil -
dered by the 21st century?

Si t t ing across from Zach-
ary, Car l could both see and 
h e a r h o w h e w a s t o s s e d 
around by the producers of the 
show.

“ Z a c h a r y !  Z a c h a r y, I 
need you!  Zachar y, do you 
have a minute?” they would 
say, sometimes gruf f ly, some-
times gently, but always with-
out patience and always with-
ou t rega rd f o r Zac ha r y a s 
anyth ing more than a f leshy 
robo t who cou ld ed i t copy 
quickly and efficiently.

C a r l wo n d e r e d i f t h a t 
photo on the mountain was his 
bossʼ ideal self-image in those 
years of being abroad.  If so, 
what was his ideal self - image 
now?  Did Zachary even have 
the time or energy to dream of 
a towering version of himself, 
m u c h l e s s t o i n s o m e w a y 
conve r t t ha t v i s i on i n t o an 
objective reality?

C a r l a l s o wo n d e r e d i f 
Zachary was in debt from his 
journal ism graduate degree.  
That photo of the young man 
on top of the mountain did not 
look l ike the se l f - image of a 
person with $100,000 in grad 
school debt. 

Was t h i s adu l t c i t y l i f e?  
Coming down off the mountain 
and toiling day in and day out 
as a bureaucratic servant?

The night before talking to his 
boss, Carl had an idea to change 
h is in ternsh ip dut ies such that i t 
would be more enjoyable for him 
and more productive for the show. 

As he laid in his bed and dug 
out the detai ls, Car l fel t hopeful. 
Maybe it was arrogant to demand 
a change in his job, but he felt he 
had a strong argument and a solid 
compromise in his hands.

The idea was for Carl to switch 
from being a Broadcast intern to a 
Graphics intern.  He had already 
helped the Graphics people with 
one project,C which had been a suc-
cess.

C.
As the Mubarak govern -

ment was being overthrown in 
Cairo, t he Graphics people 
came to Carl and complained 
that they didnʼt have anything 
to publish on the showʼs web -
site.

Car l wen t and spoke t o 
A n n a , w h o wa s o n e o f h i s 
fel low interns and or iginal ly 
f rom Kazakhs t an . He bo t h 
respected and envied Anna for 
how we l l she seemed to be 
flourishing in this news intern-
sh ip and for how frequent ly 
she was publishing articles and 
becom ing re l i ed on by t he 
producers. 

Anna sa id she had been 
reading the State Depar tment 
cab les f rom Egyp t t ha t had 
been published by WikiLeaks.  
She said they were quite inter-
es t ing and had much to say 
about Hosni Mubarak.

Ca r l a s ked Anna i f s he 
wanted to collaborate and to 
hurriedly put together a piece 
f o r t h e w e b s i t e , w i t h h e r 
r e s e a r c h a n d h i s g ra p h i c 
design. 

H e a n d A n n a w o r k e d 
t hrough t he n igh t , emai l ing 
one another and talking on the 
phone.  Car l s lept for only a 
c o u p l e o f h o u r s a n d t h ey 
finished the piece by 10:00AM 
the next morning.

After hours of pushing the 
p iece t h rough t he ed i tor ia l 
gates, it was f inally accepted 
and publ ished, and, in t ime, 
well-received.

31CAIRO41552006-12-30 05:05 SECRET

CABLE NO.YYYY-MM-DD TT:TT SECURITY STATUS

...
An excerpt from a State Department cable pertaining to Egypt and the Mubarak 
presidency.
...
Link to original cable

Key:

02CAIRO14232007-07-28 12:43 CONFIDENTIAL

...
During his January 6 meeting with the Ambassador and visiting Congressman Steven 
Israel (D-NY), President Mubarak described his June 2004 back surgery in Germany to 
repair a slipped disc (he stressed it was not a herniated disc). Mubarak said that the 
opening made in his back was "very small," that he was in surgery for one-and-a-half 
hours, and that after the operation, he had felt no pain. "The next day, I was able to 
walk."

He added that when in Cairo, he undertakes a daily exercise regime in the afternoons, 
but when he goes to Sharm, "I just relax -- no exercise." 

He engaged the visitors extensively on the topic of food, stressing that his favorite fare is 
Egyptian popular breakfast dishes, such as tamiya (felafel) and foul (beans). He ordered 
up a huge tray of freshly made tamiya sandwiches for lunch, and lustily consumed 
several. 

Mubarak also offered insights into the character of his younger son, Gamal, whom he 
described as a perfectionist from childhood. "As a schoolboy, if I gave him a notebook 
with one line that was not straight, he would throw a fit and demand a new one,"
Mubarak laughed. Furthermore, Gamal is "idealistic" and "punctual." Mubarak added, "If 
he (Gamal) says, 'meet me for lunch at 2:00,' he means 2:00. Set your watch by it." 

At his golf course retreat in Sharm El-Sheikh, mostly outdoors on a breezy veranda, 
Mubarak on several occasions seemed to have more than his usual difficulty in hearing. 
Nonetheless, he initiated several phone calls. He also displayed one apparent lapse in 
memory in telling Congressman Israel that Gamal is forty-one years old; he is in fact 
forty-four (born December 27, 1963, according to leadership profile 20320807).
...

Link to original cable

03CAIRO6642005-01-09 12:02 SECRET

...
Asked about U.S.-Egypt relations, Mubarak confirmed that "we have very good relations 
with the U.S.," but "your administration is not well-informed."  However, "I am patient by 
nature," he said, in apparent reference to U.S. criticisms over human rights and 
democratization.   Congressman Shays encouraged Mubarak to engage with Iraq as 
much as possible and asked if Egypt would send an ambassador, to which Mubarak 
replied "no, I cannot do it.  When there is stability I am willing, but I cannot force civilians 
to go." 
 
3. (C) Asked about Egypt's reaction if Iran developed nuclear weapons capability, 
Mubarak said that none will accept a nuclear Iran, "we are all terrified."  Mubarak said 
that when he spoke with former Iranian President Khatami he told him to tell current 
President Ahmedinejad "not to provoke the Americans" on the nuclear issue so that the 
U.S. is not forced to strike.  Mubarak said that Egypt might be forced to begin its own 
nuclear weapons program if Iran succeeds in those efforts. 
 
4. (C) Asked about whether the U.S. should set a timeline for withdrawal from Iraq, 
Mubarak said "you cannot leave" because "you would leave Iran in control."  Mubarak 
explained his recipe for a way forward: "strengthen the armed forces, relax your hold, 
and then you will have a coup.  Then we will have a dictator, but a fair one.  Forget 
democracy, the Iraqis are by their nature too tough." 
...

Link to original cable

By Carl Struther and Anna Kanevsky 

Despite sitting across from him, 
Car l wro te an emai l to Zachar y 
about the change in duties.  He felt 
conf ident and good as he sent the 
petition.

“Short answerʼs no,” Zachary 
quic k ly responded.  Car l cou ld 
apply for an internship with Graph-
ics only af ter he f inished his s ix-
month term with Broadcast.

It seemed to Carl like his boss, 
without moving from his desk, with-
out a glance, had just slapped him 
across the face for this attempt at 
impudence.

Maybe Carl deserved it, but it 
still felt cruel and spiteful.

Car l sen t ano t he r ema i l t o 
Zachary, apologizing and saying 
he hadnʼt been “trying to jump ship 
or anything like that.”

A f ew days l a t e r, du r i ng a 
q u i e t F r i d a y a f t e r n o o n , C a r l 
bumped into Zachary in the can-
teen.  Carl desperately wanted to 
tell him that he was suffering inside 
and feeling unwell.

But Carl said nothing.  He told 
Z a c h a r y h i s p l a n s f o r t h e 
weekend ,D and t ha t was i t .  To 
reveal to his boss that he was strug-
gl ing fel t to Car l l ike i t would be 
shameful and a failure, so he shut 
up and kept everything to himself.

D. That Saturday morning, Car l 
v i s i t e d t h e N a t i o n a l Po r t r a i t 
Gallery/American Art Museum.

Look ing a t t he works E t here 
made him feel l ike his levees had 
burst.  His head was a torrent of vi-
s ions and thoughts and memories 
that had become clogged by the 
endless data of the office.

This surge felt terrific and it felt 
like life.  Carl had to sit down and 
clutch his forehead and not look at 
anyth ing for fear of being over -
loaded.

He took out his notebook and 
f i l led page af ter page with ques-
tions and ideas and observations.

Car l f i r s t wen t t h rough t he 
Ame r i can A r t s e c t i on o f t h e 
museum.

He s t a red f o r a wh i l e a t a 
pair of S tuar t Davis pain t ings 
that were black and white and 
red and g reen .  He f e l t t ha t 
Davisʼ paintings were a lot l ike 
Jean-Michel Basquiat ʼs, in that 
b o t h o f t h e m m a d e t h e s e 
soupy, spaghe t t i ed , abs t rac t 
works but bo th of t hem put in 
language and images that you 
could jus t barely discern, and 
looking at these paintings was 
l i k e s e e i n g t h e v a g u e l y 
m ixed -up and messy con ten t s 
of oneʼs mind sp la t tered onto 
a canvas.

Car l wen t in to a s ide room 
and saw an enormous Thomas 
H a r t B e n t o n w o r k c a l l e d , 
“Achelous and Hercules.”  The 
various people and plants and 
an ima l s i n t he s cene l ooked 
l i k e t h e m e m b e r s o f o n e 
r ippl ing and robust body, and 
t h a t b o d y wa s a s p i r i t , a n d 
t ha t s p i r i t wa s an Ame r i can 
w a y o f b e i n g t h a t h a r d l y 
ex i s t ed anymore t oday, one 
t hat was tough and qu ie t and 
close to the ear th.  

For as much as t hat way of 
l i f e , wh ic h was t ha t o f Car l ʼ s 
g r a n d p a r e n t s a n d g r e a t - 
grandparents, seemed naive or 
r e p re s s i ve o r b r u t a l , i t  wa s 
a l s o a w a y o f l i f e t h a t w a s 
beaut i fu l ly s imple, t hat d idnʼ t 
spend i t se l f i n t he e f f e t e and 
pathetic and neurotic way that 
c o n t e m p o r a r y A m e r i c a n 
consumers spend themselves.

Car l t hought our ances tors 
would be embarrassed at how 
we a k a n d d i s s i p a t e d we ʼ ve 
become, how fr ightened, how 
obsessed with safety and  how 
isolated from nature.

T he sp i r i t i n t h i s pa i n t i ng 
w a s t h e c o m m o n l i f e i n 
A m e r i c a o n l y f o u r o r f i v e 
g e n e r a t i o n s a g o , a n d n ow 
m o s t A m e r i c a n s w o u l d b e 
horr if ied to have to chop wood 
for heat or to r ide a horse for 
t ranspor tat ion or to s laughter 
an animal for sustenance.

The opposi te of t h is Benton 
pa i n t i ng was one nea rby by 
Edward Hopper cal led, “Cape 
Cod Mor n i ng .”  I t s howed a 
w o m a n i n a d r e s s l e a n i n g 
for ward and look ing ou t o f a 
bay window in her home.  She 
i s a l o n e a n d t h e r e a r e o n l y 
t r e e s a n d g r a s s e s a n d s k y 
b e y o n d h e r h o u s e .  T h a t 
indoor and enclosed soli tude is 
o n e t h a t C a r l r e c o g n i z e d 
immedia te ly and fe l t he knew 
all too well.

The Hopper painting 

E. The 
8. H.F. G.Carl visited other museums on 

S u n d a y a n d wa l ke d f o r m i l e s 
through the capi ta l , s topping to 
t ake p i c t u re s , t o ea t a c heese -
burger, to drink a latte, to shine a 
strong beam of light on all the stuffF 
in his head and to record what he 
observed.  

It was a warm spring day and 
the f irst blossoms were appearing 
and Carl felt like he could breathe.  

He hoped that, upon returning 
to work on MondayG, he would be 
resi l ient and these good feel ings 
would keep the office miasma from 
seeping into his blood and that he 
would not decide to quit after all...

  

About hav ing dec ided to so 
abruptly quit his internship, Carlʼs 
parents had little to say.  

They had already planned a 
trip to Washington for the weekend 
af ter Car lʻs last day of work and 
would now drive him back home.

Once h i s paren t s ʼ v i s i t was 
over, Carl packed up, moved out, 
and got into their minivan.

He wondered i f the quest ion 
marksH of h is fu ture would grow 
into a fruit that was sweet or a fruit 
that was bit ter, and he wondered 
when that fruit would fall from the 
branch and return to the dust from 
which it came.

...

The pilgrimʼs diet: 
- b read and c heese and 

oranges
- b a n a n a s a n d p e a n u t 

butter and tea
-coffee and cigarettes

I t ʼ s r ea l l y no wonde r I 
havenʼt clicked w/ many peeps 
a t t he show, b/c no one I ʼm 
going to really bond w/ would 
put up w/ work ing in such a 
co r po ra t e h i e ra rc hy !  Or, 
maybe, l ike E., theyʼve been 
l u red in to i t bu t are d i scon -
tented

“No, no, only look.  Just 
watch me.” - - - this little 4 or 5 
y.o. girl telling her mom to put 
her SLR w/ long lens down as 
this little girl walks around on 
top of the marble benches at 
the atrium of the Portr. Gallery

t ha t some peop le need 
g o l f t h e wa y o t h e r s n e e d 
f ishing or chess or long walks 
through the woods

Things seem so unsacred, 
unmiraculous, common, cheap, 
wor th less to me - t h ings and 
people - why the reluctance to 
embrace t he m i rac le s + l e t 
things be meaningful? - - - to do 
t he DFW ʻWater ʼ th ing & le t 
wondrous happiness wash over 
me?  Why does it feel so dif f i-
c u l t + s c a r y + h a r d t o b e 
happy, joyous, peaceful, con-

*

*

*

*

tented?

In so far as we itch, yawn, 
scratch, pick , shit, fuck , piss, 
puke, are born and d ie , we 
are an imals .  In ever y t h ing 
else, humans...

“You go t ta ge t yourse l f 
locked in to something whi le 
youʼre young, as soon as you 
get here.” - - - the dude in line 
fo r t he Arc h ives yes t e rday 
“Locked in” who gets locked 
in?  Prisoners and slaves!

I can see the red f lags of 
despondency f lapping on my 
inner shores

Sur ly intel lectual gangs - 
Phrygian cap would be part of 
our uniform, w/ pilgrimsʼ diet, 
b a t t l e i n t e l l e c t u a l s t h r u 
Chicago a la The Warriors

“conver t ing your t in can 
into gold” 

at the show, the essence of 
a da y i s bu s . - a s - u s ua l , a l l 
quiet, all smooth, all humming 
( t oo l i t t l e o f l i f e ) , bu t t h e 
essence of what we work w/, 
our raw material, is the excep-
tional, the unusual, often tend-
ing towards death & upheaval 
& change (too much of life), of 
fire + blood + suffering + pain 
+ s c r e a m i n g + g u n s + 
bombs...must expr. contrast of 
our safe sterility with the radi-
ant real stuff

*

*

*

*

*

*
*

Car l wen t bac k t o wor k 
that Monday, optimistic that he 
w o u l d f e e l t o u g h e r a n d 
wouldnʼ t ge t pul led in to the 
negative loop of apathy.

His internship duties were 
swi tch ing t hat day.  He had 
been fe tch ing lunch, proof -
r e a d i n g t h e s c r i p t s , a n d 
logging tapes.  His next rota-
tion was in an office across the 
street from the news room, in 
the tape library.

A f e l low in te rn brough t 
Carl over there to show him his 
new responsibilities.  The f irst 
task was to peel the labels off 
old tapes, using plastic knives 
a n d s p o o n s o r j u s t o n e ʼ s 
hands.  Many of the labels did 
no t come of f eas i l y and t he 
g lue acc re t ed under one ʼ s 
fingernails.

A s C a r l s a t d o w n t o 
de - l abe l h i s f i r s t ba t c h o f 
tapes, he shuddered and knew 
this was al l going to stop for 
him very soon.

Dur ing h i s lunch break , 
Car l wrote an email to Miles 
Melka, the Executive Producer 
o f t he show, express ing h i s 
d i scon ten t and d i sappo in t -
ment.  Carl felt like there were 
sparks f lying from his f ingers 
as he typed.  

Miles responded in half an 
hour and invited Carl to lunch 
that Thursday.

The day came and as they 
lef t for lunch, Carl descr ibed 
to Miles “The Cycle of Futility”  

    

and Mi les wondered a loud 
w i t h a s i g h w h e r e h e , t h e 
Execu t i ve P roduce r o f t he 
show, was at on the cycle that 
afternoon.

T h e y a t e a t a n I n d i a n 
bu f f e t and when Ca r l t o l d 
Mi les t ha t he des i red to do 
other things with his life, Miles 
unwaveringly told him, “Go.”

Miles also said he would 
he lp Car l and reac h ou t t o 
some media contacts.

That evening, Car l asked 
his boss for a r ide home.  As 
they sped down the interstate, 
Carl gave his two-weeks notice 
and explained why he felt like 
he had to quit.

Car l had of f ered to buy 
Zachary dinner, which he had 
agreed to as they depar ted, 
but when they arrived at Carlʼs 
apar tment Zachar y sa id he 
had other plans.

  When Carl wrote Miles to 
f o l l ow - up on t ho s e med i a 
contacts, Miles never replied. 

Car l ment ioned his lunch 
with Mr. Melka to a co-worker.  
She said resentful ly of Miles 
and as if to take a shot at Carl, 
“Oh, he always leads people 
on like that.”  

That was dishear tening to 
hear, but whatever, Car l was 
just glad to be leaving.  

At the office those last two 
weeks, i t fel t l ike the spel l of 
t he p lace had been broken 
and t he miasma had evapo-
rated.

1 2 3 4

5 6 7 8 9 10

11 12 13 14 15 16

reminded Car l o f what Dav id 
F o s t e r W a l l a c e s a i d i n a 
college commencement speech 
a b o u t h o w t h e A m e r i c a n 
e c o n o m y h a s g i v e n u s 
t r emendous new l e i s u re and 
f reedoms , t he f reedom to be 
“ l o r d s o f o u r o w n t i n y , 
skul l - s ized kingdoms, alone at 
the center of all creation.”

Car l wa lked down t he ha l l 
to the Por trai t Gal ler y par t of 
t h e b u i l d i n g .  H e s a w m a ny 
famous por traits that heʼd seen 
before a hundred t imes in text 
books and on television shows 
and that felt deeply impressed 
onto his consciousness. 

There was Benjamin Frankin.  
There was Frederick Douglass.  
T h e r e w a s H e n r y D a v i d 
T h o r e a u a n d R a l p h Wa l d o 
E m e r s o n a n d N a t h a n i e l 
Hawt horne .  The re was John 
Brown and Abraham L inco ln .  
T h e r e wa s S a m u e l C l e m e n s 
and Thomas Edison.

Car l wa lked downs ta i r s t o 
t he con t empora r y po r t ra i t s .  
T h e r e wa s D a v i d Ly n c h a n d 
Cormac McCar thy.  There was 
A n d r e A g a s s i a n d M i c h a e l 
J o rd a n .  T h e re wa s G e o r g e 
L u c a s .  T h e r e w a s B a r a c k 
Obama.

Carl needed to take a break 
and walked in to what looked 
l i ke a b i g open space i n t he 
cour tyard of the building.

I t wa s a sp ra w l i ng a t r i um 
c ov e r e d w i t h a w a v y g l a s s 
roof.  Buil t into the f loor were 
sha l low re f lec t ing ponds and 
planters containing f icus trees 
and olive trees.  

T h e r e we r e o n l y a d o z e n 
peop l e t he re , s p read ou t a t 
t a b l e s a n d b e n c h e s .  T h e 
a t r i u m w a s h u s h e d l i k e a 
l i b r a r y , n o t j u s t b e c a u s e 
everyone was mostly quiet and 
wo r k i ng o r l ook i ng a round , 
but because the air was l ike a 
sponge t ha t absorbed sound, 
and the roof and walls kept out 
all the noise from the street.

The on ly t ime Car l had fe l t 
suc h t ang ib le peace i n a b ig 
city before was while si t t ing in 
a c hu rc h , bu t c hu rc hes were 
always s t i l l  noisy in their own 
ideological ways.  

This cour tyard was buil t as if 
b y a c u l t u r e t h a t h a d 
peaceably res igned i tsel f to a 
l i f e w i t h o u t G o d a n d a l i f e 
w i t hou t  t e r r i f y ing images o f 
that God.

Carl got a cof fee, sat near a 
f icus, and gazed at the tour ists 
and the locals while writ ing in 
his notebook. 

He wanted to look around a 
l i t t le bit more before leaving.

H e w e n t t h r o u g h t h e 
P re s iden t s ʼ po r t ra i t ga l l e r y, 
wh i c h he f ound d i dn ʼ t make 
h i m f e e l v e r y m u c h e x c e p t 
d u b i o u s p r i d e a t h a v i n g 
n o t i c e d t h a t , l i k e h i m s e l f , 
a lmo s t a l l o f t h e P r e s i den t s 
had blue eyes.

Car l t hen wen t t o t he f i r s t 
f l oo r t o go t h rough t he Fo l k 
Ar t section.

He entered the west wing of 
t he museum, turned a corner, 
and was knocked of f his horse.

H e s a w i n a l a r g e a l c ove 
James Hamp ton ʼ s s cu lp t u re , 
“ T h e T h r o n e o f t h e T h i r d 
Heaven Na t ions ʼ Mi l l enn ium 
General Assembly.”

A s C a r l wa s s i t t i n g d ow n 
and look ing a t t he scu lp tu re , 
h e n e v e r h e a r d s o m a n y 
people gasp at an ar t museum 
before.

Car l read about Hamptonʼs 
qu ie t , lone ly l i f e in Wash ing -
ton D.C., working as a jani tor 
and assembling the throne with 
o ld me ta l l i c j unk i n a ren t ed 
garage over a f ou r t een -year 
per iod, unti l  his death.

C a r l ʼ s h e a d o n c e a g a i n 
exp loded.  Hamp ton seemed 
j u s t l i k e t h e C h i c a g o a r t i s t 
Henr y Darger, who had a l so 
been a prolif ic recluse.

Wh i l e Car l rea l i zed t he re 
was something very anti -social 
a n d s a d a b o u t t h e s e m e n s ʼ 
l i ve s , he a l so f e l t t h e re was 
something deeply humane and 
transcendental in creat ing the 
k i nd o f we i rd and eno r mous 
and complex t h ings t ha t t hey 
c r e a t e d .  A n d t o d o s o i n 
obscur i ty made i t al l the more 
interesting and r ich, as well as 
solipsist ically horr ifying.

Ham p t on ʼ s t h rone wa s so 
uncanny, l ike something from a 
dream that is constructed on a 
famil iar archetype but was yet, 
i n i t s d e t a i l s , s t r a n g e a n d 
m u t a t e d a n d c o m p l e t e l y i t s 
own thing.

Ca r l f i na l l y s t ood up and 
fe l t l i ke he needed to res t h i s 
eyes and get some fresh air.

He reclaimed his backpack , 
le f t t he museum, and s tepped 
into the sunlight.  

How amazing that this place 
was f r ee and so c l o se t o h i s 
a p a r t m e n t !  I t w a s l i k e h e 
cou ld j u s t wa l k r i gh t i n t o i t , 
l ike i t belonged to him.

C a r l s h o o k h i s h e a d i n 
wo n d e r , c h e c ke d h i s wa t c h 
a n d , f e e l i n g l i k e h e w a s 
deep ly and sound ly a l i ve fo r 
the moment, continued on with 
his Saturday.

T H E
DEMYSTIFICATION

P R O C E S S

MUBARAK
A report on the Egyptian government and its President Hosni

...
Mubarak hates Hamas, and considers them the same as Egypt's own Muslim 
Brotherhood, which he sees as his own most dangerous political threat. 
...
As for Iran, Mubarak has a visceral hatred for the Islamic Republic, referring repeatedly 
to Iranians as "liars," and denouncing them for seeking to destabilize Egypt and the 
region.  He sees the Syrians and Qataris as sycophants to Tehran and liars themselves.  
There is no doubt that Egypt sees Iran and its greatest long-term threat, both as it 
develops a nuclear capability and as it seeks to export its "Shia revolution."
...

Link to original cable

via State Department cables as released by 
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