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WELCOME TO THE DIMFORMATION AGE!
notes from the desk of Ned Mudd
reporting from the crawlspace of history

READING MY WAY THROUGH HISTORY...

“Those are my principles, and if you don’t like them... well, I have others,” 

Groucho Marx

Let me introduce this episode’s exciting format. In an effort to remain logical and 
linear, the general plan is to fabricate a semblance of sense, assuming making sense is 
either logical or linear in what currently passes for American culture. 

What follows is a haphazard compendium of cerebral mumblings uttered by a hodge-
podge of some seriously most interesting voices. (According to Wikipedia, a compen-
dium concerns “some delimited field of human interest or endeavor.”) Thus, it might 
be wise to continue reading with one eye closed. For, as the Unknown Poet once said: 
“Human erudition comes spring-loaded with enough manure to revegetate the Sahara!”

In essence, I’ve scoured the compost heap of my studious reading materials in an ef-
fort to piece together an anti-essay of sorts. Why anti-essay? Because it wasn’t there! 

Think about it: how many pithy aphorisms slipped through your synapses while you 
were so engrossed in the act of reading that you allowed the river of words to wash over 
the proverbial dam without grasping the nuances? 

Seriously. As magical as reading is, our brains tend to lock onto the rushing flow of 
syllables, often to the point of not seeing tiny gems glittering in our retinas. But, as Fate 
would have it, I don’t read like that.

Over the years I’ve developed my own unique style of perusing, which turns out to be 
the proximate cause of many of my life’s quirky problems. Call it dyslexia, or ADD, or 
lazy - who cares? 

I can ramble through a fat tome on Tang Dynasty kung-ans and walk away remem-
bering nothing but whether the footnotes were funny. The kicker resides in the little 
notebook I keep beside my chair, ever ready to receive the plethora of juicy quotes that 
leap out at my fragmented attention span. In Taoist parlance, I become wu-liúyì. 

So be it. The groundwork is hereby done. No point in beating a dead horse. Let’s get 
on with the show and see what’s lurking in the shadows of those pages I’ve been flipping 
through during the past year or so. (The condensed version). 

.............

Bubbles in my beer
“By late infancy our bodies support one of the most complex microbial ecosystems on 

the planet.” 
Jennifer Ackerman (Scientific American, June 2012) 

I seriously appreciate this piece of information. Being a big fan of gut bacteria, it’s fun 
to discover that the rest of me is also teaming with pesky microbes. Which brings up an 
important question: What do those little bastards do all day? Or night, as the case may 
be. 

Most folks probably don’t spend an inordinate amount of time thinking about mi-
crobes, besides acknowledging that without them we’d all 
be dead in short order. Nor could we get ourselves cheer-
fully drunk on the way down! 

Thanks to Louis Pasteur’s keen eye, we now know 
that yeast is the mystical ingredient behind the elixir I’m 
imbibing as we speak (Founder’s Pale Ale). A multi-
tude of funky yeasts, tossed into an anaerobic habitat, 
gobble glucose as their main entree and give us alcohol 
in exchange. It’s a nifty alchemical trick involving such 
intriguing characters as glycolysis, pyruvic acid, and my 
favorite, ethanol. 

To make things more interesting, we only need to 
ponder where that ethanol comes from. “Humankind 
has benefited from fermentation products, but from the 
yeast’s point of view, alcohol and carbon dioxide are just 

waste products,” Louisa Alba-Lois, Ph.D., et al. (Nature.com). 
Voila! We give yeast sugar, it shits out beer. If that isn’t bubbly, what is? Pass the 

peanuts....

Poem fragment: 

I met a guy in a bar in 1984. 
He said, “When I’m good and drunk 
I drive so fast I outrun my headlights.
This preposterous utterance 
has stuck with me for 28 years -
but I never saw the guy again.

............

Creation

Let’s jump keys, so to speak. Not a mere modulation, but a bold and dangerous leap 
into the next dimension. And what better way to accomplish the task than by turning to 
Gore Vidal? 

“At the height of a bald man’s fame, an eagle 
is bound to drop a turtle on his head.” (Cre-
ation) Calling all cynics! 

Being something of a dog philosopher 
myself, I find solace in the idea that an eagle 
is flying around looking for famous bald men 
to smash back into reality. If we can use that 
word in our hyper-politically-correct society 
without disastrous consequences. Of course, 
since we’re talking about Monsieur Vidal, it’s 

probably acceptable to say just about anything.  
Have you heard that “By the time he was 25, he had already had more than 1,000 

sexual encounters with both men and women”? At least that’s what the New York Times 
claims to have found inside Vidal’s memoir, Palimpsest. Perhaps, in a nod to America’s 
flamboyant (The Smile!) Vice President, the Times may be full of “malarkey.”

But if such a thing is true, we’re talking about a serious dude! I wonder what sort 
of protein it takes to hook up with a thousand primates by one’s mid-twenties? Tofu, 
anyone?

.............

Where there’s fire, there’s smoke 

Many of my favorite writers spent time in little cubicles, their eyes roaming the hori-
zon for puffs of smoke. The way things are going, that thankless job will most likely be 
replaced by high flying drones soon. But back in the day, being a fire lookout was a fine 
and honorable profession. In my book (as yet unwritten), it still is.  

“By being virtually useless in the calculations of the culture at large I become useful, 
at last, to myself,” Phillip Connors (Fire Season: Field Notes From a Wilderness Look-
out). How about that for spot on? Or perhaps I’m just indulging my tendency towards 
indolence. Highly possible. 

Connors, who has logged more hours in a fire lookout tower than most of us have 
(collectively) spent pondering our navels, appears to know a thing or two about the 
calculus of self. Following in the footsteps of some of America’s most esteemed lookouts 
(Abbey, Peacock, Snyder, Kerouac, McLean), he and his trusty canine companion stand 
guard high atop a peak in the bosom of America’s first designated Wilderness: the Gila 
in southern New Mexico. 

It’s the kind of job most of us either dream about, or are too cowardly to attempt. 
Then again, there’s something about prolonged periods (more than 5 minutes) of soli-
tude that bugs most Americans. A symptom of a deeper malady, perhaps?

At any rate, Connors groks the deeply rooted freedom found within what Dave Fore-
man calls The Big Outside. He knows the value of being unplugged from the noise and 
pulsations of urban life. He lives inside his skin. A tall order. 

“And who’s to say that the motes of dust don’t feel joy, if only for a moment, as they 
climb up into sky and ride the transport winds?” Amen, Monsieur Connors. 

In essence, I’ve scoured the 
compost heap of my studious 

reading materials in an effort to piece 
together an anti-essay of sorts. 

Why anti-essay? Because it wasn’t there! 
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And, of course, it is obligatory to toss in a jewel by the 
Master Lookout himself, the Sage of the Sierras: “Civilization 
is part of nature - our egos play in the fields of the unconscious 
- history takes place in the Holocene - human culture is rooted 
in the primitive and the paleolithic - our body is a vertebrate 
mammal being - and our souls are out in the wilderness. Gary 
Snyder (The Practice of the Wild). 

Nuff said. 
............

Lost in the cosmos

If you haven’t read The Moviegoer, get busy! Of course, you could make a quantum 
leap and start with Love in the Ruins, or Lancelot, or Lost in the Cosmos: The Last Self-
Help Book. It’s your call. But do yourself a favor and read Walker Percy now before the 
asteroid hits.

A pseudo-Zen, Catholic, Deep South, philosophical wizardly wordsmith, Percy had 
this to say about his faith: “I believe in God and the whole business, but I love women 
best, music and science next, whiskey next, God fourth, and my fellow man hardly at 
all.” (Love in the Ruins).  

Now we’re talking!
Or, how about this little zinger? “Our civilization has achieved a distinction of sorts. It 

will be remembered not for its technology nor even its wars but for its novel ethos. Ours 
is the only civilization in history which has enshrined mediocrity as its national ideal.” 

Mr. Percy was born and raised in the Deep South. That he became one of the nation’s 
most honest writers is a testament to his perseverance in the face of seriously obnoxious 
humidity. Unfortunately, honesty is a dwindling human trait, writer or no writer. 

“...the self in the twentieth century is a voracious nought which expands like the feed-
ing vacuole of an amoeba seeking to nourish and inform its own nothingness by ingest-
ing new objects in the world but, like a vacuole, only succeeds in emptying them out.”  
(Lost in the Cosmos)

............

Miscellaneous

There’s always room for a quote from Anonymous (who has certainly managed to get 
around for the last few hundred years!) - “It is better to be wanted by the police than not 
to be wanted at all.” If that isn’t a chunk of existential mojo, nothing is. 

Then there’s the Photon Guru himself, Albert Einstein: “Great spirits have always 
encountered violent opposition from mediocre minds.” Where’s Heisenberg when you 

next page...

Top 10 Things Obama Should Do 
in His 2nd Term

10.  Send his long form birth certificate, in  clud               
ing the placenta, to Donald Trump

9.   Appoint Mitt to be US ambassador to Lybia
8.   Declare the state of Utah a national monument
7.   Revoke single payer healthcare for congress as 

deficit reduction
6.   Give Texas and Arizona to Mexico
5.   Throw a pot party at the white house
4.   Have the IRS audit Romney’s last 7 years
3.   Declare cinco de mayo a federal holiday
2.   Appoint Susan Rice as US ambassador to Tex-

as
1.   And what about those “gifts” for all of us in the 

47%?!?
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