a pumiliating blow-by-blow of IS min in social hell .

i really dl&nt want to go. making a dick of myself in mayfair by being blanked by
then. falling off my bike on rushed and awkward exit by ridigg into

a moving car. what a cliche, everyone gasps, i laugh and ride on. ride the fuek omni.

a similar situation now. but no one is wathching, everyone is indifferent. i chained
up my bike really slowly outside. smoked a cogarette thaf i rolied really slowly
walked to the dqor walking really slowly. im still smoking , slowly, outside while

a guy in a weathered leather jacket talks to the bouncer of the hashtag neoliberal
haus— post fordist haus party hashtag fuekfrieze., (parody?/performance?sjust normal
party?)critique?) all of the above.? something. the bouncer seems at once titillated
shemused as freaks check their names off the guest list and a person w long blonde kb
hair gets angry be some of her friends arent om the list and he wont let them inside
. someone who i think is the neighbour comes ower to invite everyone to her party
next week. the guy in the jacket tells the bouneer his name is -and that his
band is playing the lounge room (i dont think he said lounge room) tonight. i've bee
-n loitering outside too long. i suppress my anxiety branded on ﬁy wrist with an ent

-ry stamp, in black maybe, that might say 'neoliberal' or just the date idk,

i don't know anyone and i éont know what im doing here., this is aetual torture

"(for someone who doesnt aetually know what ‘real torture feels like). the house is
surprisingly niece. really narrow w three storeys if you eount the bottom one. i know
be i drank lots of*cwurage*at Bome before and subsequently headed stralght to the

toilet, no relief on the first floor. tne door is being held open by a couch and %k

there's a sign on the mirror (7) that says 'please fuek hashteg -/f £/- frieze'.
somehow this makes me more uncomfortable, like fucking in the toilet wnile ppl wateh
from the chuch is the mandate, abject self-exposure the norm. please god let there
be another toilet,

someonetells me there's another one a floor up but & open the @oor to someone's bedr
-room. sorry. the other toilet has a big window w no blinds and there's a polaroid
camera with instruetions to take a toilet é?i%ﬁg%itten on the mirror.

PLEASE |

FUCK

FRIEZE

fuek this.



there's a box unfler the sink with loads of tampons im it and i dont know why this
is a detail worth mentioning. i guess it isnt. dke—walk

the walk back downstairs is also slow and painful. everyone'is in. the sunkem kitche

n where the 'had.v1deo art! is apparently not working. +the other video art 18 im th

-8 11v1mg roomxe in a staek of old screens and headphones in the corner next to

a vinyl deek. i @o not recall a person behind them, i dont remember if there was
an exhibition sheet or not but for some reason i imagine there was probably be

i would have stared at it as blankly as i,di¢,thé sereens curated by

B -~ featuring that video clips from the iannuesi (spelling?).show about
twats and the sexy one with the businessmen and eigars, there might have been a
nam jun paik maybe.. maybe not,

the‘onlynﬁhing more depressing than this i the ‘aetual frieze fair as i stand awk-
wardly in the hallway and ppl §ush—§as¢-aa4—¥ub bodies rub past to get into the

i

-r-..a

kitehen where everything is happening. ex@ept 1nstead of rieh people it's art ppl.
id dont know what's .worse, JD appears w a irlnkemumbl&ng and a light between his
boobs mumbling something about ‘the punah belng an aphrodlslas and disappears again.
lead pipe hasnt, started playlng yet “and i reaogm.:e _ 80 i say something

pointless to 'Him to which he makes a face ﬁhat is like eyes rolling. thezels
there's my cue to leave,

2-JK (Jjust kidding)



