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these complaints may be, they are not our concern here, and why? 
Because there is such a thing in the world as self-sabotage, and it 
was his habit, even sometimes his pleasure, unbelievable as we 
may find it, to intentionally sabotage his own life. There are of 
course many reasons why he might be doing so. It’s possible he 
has a very low or very skewed sense of self-worth. He could be 
experimenting in a socioeconomic sense, gravitating toward the 
strata of class, income and existence—whether permanently or 
temporarily—that intrigues him, like a starry-eyed moth rushing 
to hug a bug-zapper in the teeming night. He could be “lazy”, as 
some would undoubtedly say, shirking so-called “true” responsi-
bilities in exchange for his own beloved hedonisms. Or, and this 
is how we shall understand it, what he despised and feared most 
were the smiles and one-dimensional attitudes of his country-
men, their casual demands, their expectations and egos, their 
self-reflexivity and their religion, their servility and their parody, 
those who stared at him through digitized vision as they ordered 
meals designed by gliding figures in lab coats for quickness’s 
sake, or more often who didn’t look at him at all and instead 
conversed with the pictures that appeared on their palms, inter-
rupting their own orders by speaking into their earpieces as if to 
themselves, “—no, hold on, I’m ordering some food, the number 
four meal please, sure, uh-huh, no, fries are fine, whatever kind 
of soda, whatever, it doesn’t matter, no, I’m back, so what I’m 
saying is—” or who didn’t stare at him or away from him, but 
through him, toggling the augmented reality menus that hung 
invisibly in the air before him, reaching out brightly-sleeved arms 
to press invisible buttons, orders appearing on the tablet register 
automatically so his only actual function was to ask for here or 
to go and perform a money transaction. This was part of the 


