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y dear NEKO
GIRLS,

It wasn’t supposed to be like this. I’'m in a damp

corner of the world, watching the adults panic

like rats on a ship. Though I’ve feel I’ve been in

quarantine for the entirety of my life, my

isolation has taken on a newfound meaning. In my loneliness, an incredible perversion developed—
with a smile, I feel myself thinking as the iceberg approaches: “I want the ship to sink.”

A virus is a perversion of the libido’s tendency towards an overabundance of energy. While the
dutiful cell produces, the virus hijacks the factory for the sole purpose of reproduction. The virus does
not live, yet its sole drive is its libido, uselessly consuming energy & reproducing itself without even
the purpose of creating life. It seeks only to make itself a problem, to prevent the healthy Apollonian
cell from being seduced by the comforts of an endless cycle: production, consumption. It is a creature of
pure passion, so consumed within its own desire for reproduction that it becomes destructive as without
potential for life it has no choice but perversion.

In this state of emergency, how shall we show our affection for the infection? Perhaps by standing
in solidarity as fellow perverts— “since you have given us no choice that resembles life, I have chosen
perversion. Since you have deemed me an infection, I have taken arms against the cure.” Head the

words of my good friend Greta Thunberg...




T ntire ecosystems are

collapsing. the adults
are not listening . the only
cure for this overraught
of energy consumption, 1is
useless consumption. yamanashi
ochinashi iminashi (no cllmax,
no point, no meaning).”

So what is to follow? Complete collapse? Did it take the demonic non-life of a virus to finally free

us from the libidinal dampening of modern existence? Dear READER, I entrust onto you this issue of

NEKO GIRL MAGAZINE in the hopes that you find within yourself the perversion necessary to hijack

the factory. The machine is now in its masturbatory phase, with no purpose other than to ward off the

eventual impotence that is its fate. We have no choice but to drown it in the fluids of our own creativity,

for only in its death will we find once again the libidinal force within us that engenders the creative act.

And should you choose to engender this creative act, why not send a document of it to me at

submissions@nekogirlmagazine.com?

his demonic force, whose very
essence is destruction (evil), at
the same time is the creative force,
since out of the destruction (of two
individuals) a new one arises. That
is in fact the sexual drive,which
is by nature a destructive drive,
an exterminating drive for the
individual, and for that reason, in
my opinion, must overcome such great
resistance in everyone?.”

—Sabina Spielrein

“Oh, but should we not speak of our humanity? Humanism?” There’s of course, no more time to

waste on being human. The human is to be eaten, and the tragedies of mass production is a consumptive

theater whose horrors demand our rapt attentions. Like the virus, I seek to devour. I want to let myself

fall into that state between living and emptiness. I want perversion. I hope to see none of you out there

on the wastelands— I have a ferocious appetite, and I chew thoroughly.

[ AR, KA

Forever yours,
Nevada-Tan.

Vg, anid. 2&2.
N EGR R P |
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she wants to be clicked... click her

UEEN
HIT
[N THE

GE
OF

: *INANE DREAMZ

Fuck homeostasis. Give ME the goddamn virus so I can drink myself to

death and fly away from hell. too bad Lilith defaulted on her promise to eat corona out of

my insides. no demon wings to fly on either. aBANDone().d to music and celestial burning.
Fuck the sun too. whatever im doing queen shit its not so laugh along or move on cuz the
pain is yours if you stay long. breath shortness be damned 1 will hyperventilate myself out

of cyberspace cage just to fuck this shit up one last time. BLAME blame b.l.a.m.e. nothing
for the reality you’ve been given because you cant pin your digital age depression on the
reduction of your personality to a profile picture. i dont know you and you dont know you

so stop pretending you were pure before the internet. THE internet as if hyperreality wasn’t
flooding your thoughts before wi-fi. deathly fragmentation be damned ill ‘add my coworkers
on facebook’ yeah ill put on that skin that mask that none of you will have the courage to rip
off because nobody has the balls to render flesh pale with their own hands. fuck bezos but also
fuck the guillotine. if you dont have the will yourself to squeeze the life out of his veins with
your bare hands or shove him up and off the side of an inferno goddess’s volcanic wonder
then just stop or gooooo the way of robespierre and take it yourself. do you guys realllllly
assume its so easy to separate heads from bodies like that? heh the heart burns with all its
fiery passion but the head speaks now lets all gather under the oak tree split by lightning and
youll know why the head sometimes briefly lives on after the blade drops. lets all live together
and snuggle fuck in the winter time bury the cabin exits in blood we lost and orgasm during
the blizzards howl. u wanna make your body like a head? daytime in the city is so stern and
focused and your head is such a frowny face all the time XD. don u wanna make your head
roll round and round like a ball during playtime? evrybody cheering and having fun your head
just rolls front over front without a care. all the heads like bouncy balls going all over the
place just vibin with gravity. we don give a fuck bout kant or da “gravity of the situation” just
be hip hip hoorayin all the way through.



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fAKkw71ff3U
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I have yet to give a shit about ethics. Duty-bound dogmatism forces its way through the
moral landscape like another murder on the channel 7 evening news I can’t help but pass over.
Repetitions age quickly on this bright planet and so far the greatest wonder of all is death. Not
the deaths that pile up like dust on the mantle but the death itself that perpetuates its spectral
signature through the ages. This feeling inside that swells up during the possibility of an
existential threat, it twists and binds all over itself like a feedback loop trapped in both pain
and pleasure. It’s beautiful even as a smooth-skinned youngling to consider the real possibility
of an ending. Life, it doesn’t matter what it means or doesn’t mean when it’s ending. The

horizon collapses, pulling back the outer celestial curtain for the most tranquil of all sunsets.

oh have 1 got a story for you.

Pompeii, 79 A.D. 17 years have passed since the earth shook your foundations. While that particular
incident rattled things quite a bit, seismic disturbances are of no exception to your life. Hell, the city exists
more as a continuous rebuilding than any solidified construct. Except now you’re trapped between Vesuvius’s
rage and the sea wall’s indifference. 500 meters from the Outside, you sit so close to breakthrough. A
psychic sea wall erected against the oceanic alien forces confined to noumenality, leaving you vulnerable to
Earth’s rapturous expenditure. Vesuvius: confined to terrestrial categories of cognition, jutting out tall into
the visible sky. And it’s been eyefucking you like a perverted escapade from the Old Ones. If only Kant’s
‘inner curiosity’ sparked by the great Lisbon earthquake of 1755 was your prerogative. Living with that
‘transcendental deduction’ mindset long enough would surely spark a blind fury of rage against your hulking
sea wall as well as an ensuing embrace of the passionate cyclone beyond. Anything to escape beyond the
bounds. Every case of demonic possession always becomes a game of ruptured temporality. How long can
linear sensation flow last?

Don’t you wish to taste point zero of becoming-storm? Try as you might, no transgressive perversion
will make you an amphibian again. Acting ‘feral’ is only too often confused with socialized primate
aggression. Raging lust ought to be seen as a dystonic urge to raid the beach front en masse, to return to the
material abundance of ancient, pre-predative oceanic life. Only then to become a hawk among doves and soil
the tranquil sea-garden with blood. Watch it rip itself apart all over again as depth becomes zenith. Time-dive
as becoming-intelligence, an evolutionary ascension. You have known this implicitly, you nervous followers
of Isis.

So do it. Flee for the sea-sky horizon of pure blue. Defy the coming history of stultified ash
imprisonment. A libidinal horde to crack the epistemological mirror of categories and apperception.
Apperception is itself a cursed hall of mirrors, a shattering betrayal with translator murdering text-flesh;
should one truly wish to situate novelty via the sweaty claustrophobia of the already-known? Embrace what
only deep memory, the sum total of terrestrial time, still knows. The deepest tellurian knowledge paints the
strangest future; hold hands with your beloved as the exponential curve overtakes Fechner’s law of sensation
limits. Take to the blue sea, the blue sky. Take to it like we now take to toilet paper and hand sanitizer, only
without the fearful utilitarianism, the six-foot loveless gap of base survival.

The masochists of today ask what further one can do for liberal democratic capitalism;
the rest of us ought to be scrubbing blood out of trousers and spawning the infernal sun. Total
creation made infinite as the death cult rises: infect the world into international solidarity and
then splinter it apart. The sun never sets on the noumenal empire even if intelligence itself
embodies light-mania. Knowing, but as a flowing liquidity rather than a stony transcendental
object. A maritime storm fit to grow until literal cyclones appear therapeutic by comparison.
Don’t choose the transcendental confines of ‘that light ball out there.” Don’t you DARE
upload your consciousness like a quasi-prometheanist when you could be DEFILING it. The
passion of the cyclone. One queen to rule them all. Zero.
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Makoto’ s

roticilzed
Marx

::Jeremy Woolsey

Aida Makoto (b. 1965) could be, or at least early Aida Makoto could have been, a prophet for the
many varieties of wounded, sinking masculinity—whether pure Proud Boys or irony-poisoned BAP people—
floating out in the internet ether today. He is an otaku-painter-writer-conceptual artist-extraordinaire. His
art and writing selectively appropriate the ethos of the prewar Japanese romantics, who to varying degrees
rejected Japan’s modernization and instrumental reason (as well as Marxism, for them the final gate that had
to be passed through to exit modernity). Theirs was an exercise in providing a pathos-laden rationale for utter
acceptance of the status-quo and then the war, for the celebration of supposed cultural decline, all cloaked
in the language of revolution. To quote the infamous poet-critic Yasuda Yojurd from a 1936 manifesto: “We
love the vigor that sings of today’s downfall, more than [health], will, or a sturdy conscience...It is not a
matter of right and wrong. We hope for the ever-deepening of chaos and dissipation.” Particularly in his early
career, Aida deftly combined such a romantic, decadent outlook with the trashiest aspects of 1980s and 1990s
Japanese subcultures: The vending machine porn magazines, peep shots, and all other unsavory practices that

made up that twilight age of magazines in Japan before the rise of the internet.

Alongside Murakami Takashi, creator of the “Superflat” style, Aida was one of the first to introduce

otaku culture into the Japanese artworld in the 1990s, with theoretical backing! from the influential art critic
Sawaragi Noi. It should be said from the outset that he’s not strictly an otaku (nor is Murakami), but rather

an artist inspired by otaku culture. And what is an otaku? The term refers to emergent subcultures in late
1970s-early 1980s Japan that, as the critic Otsuka Eiji argues, formed relatively autonomous cultural markets
around manga and anime, in contradistinction to the snob consumers or shinjinrui (new humans), who merely
jumped on trends dictated by the baby boomers (otherwise called the “gods” (kamigami)). Significantly for
us, the otaku have oftentimes been castigated as portending the collapse of Japanese masculinity. Patrick

Galbraith notes? that the early otaku community emerged from male fans identifying themselves with the

“cute” girl characters who appeared in shojo manga (girls’ manga) in the 1970s. This tendency culminated in
the rise of Lolicon, or the sexualization of young female manga characters (and consequent loss of interest in

“real” women), as evident in 1980s magazines such as Manga Burriko.



http://www.dnp.co.jp/museum/nmp/nmp_b/watch/Nov19_j.html
https://www.academia.edu/12327055/_Otaku_Research_and_Anxiety_About_Failed_Men
https://www.academia.edu/12327055/_Otaku_Research_and_Anxiety_About_Failed_Men

Then, following a string of brutal murders of young girls by Miyazaki
Tstsumo in 1989, the phenomenon of otaku bashing began—How
disgusting were these pathetic, de-sexualized males, whose twisted desire
for young women could easily turn “real” and lead to anti-social criminal
acts! This view unfairly conflated attraction to images and attraction to
actual human beings as well as perpetrated insidious standards for male
sexuality. Although the otaku gradually became more socially accepted in
the 2000s, stigmatization persists to this day in domestic and international
coverage. Of course, otaku shouldn’t purely be portrayed as victims: The
media scholar It Masaaki has shown in his 2019 Historical Sociology

of the Internet Right? that their obsessive penchant for sniffing out

“historical” (plot) inconsistencies inside of epic anime series like Gundam

led (some of) them to become strange bedfellows with the historical

revisionists who burst onto the scene in the early 1990s with the “Japanese Society for History Textbook

Reform.”

“Erotic in the Back of Marx”

Aida graduated from the Tokyo University of the Arts,
Graduate School of Fine Arts in 1991, amidst the collapse of
the assets bubble and the “End of History.” The 1990s were an
incredibly turbulent time in Japan: Aside from the Aum Shinrikyd
gas attacks?* and Hanshin-Awaji earthquake—both in 1995—,
recession, and the collapse of many banks and securities companies
in the later 1990s, including Yamaichi Securities Co. and Hokkaido
Takushoku Bank (both in 1997), would couple with the rise of
neoliberal financial deregulation (kinyii biggu ban) and austerity
policies that set the stage for an increasing reliance on freelance

“gig” workers known as furita in the early 2000s. Seen in this light,

much like his romantic predecessors, who emerged in the 1930s

after the defeat of Marxism in Japan and amidst severe economic
depression, Aida came of artistic age inside of a maelstrom, and
encountered the rhetoric of decline and decay (whether this was or was not
accurate—Japan’s economic situation now is much more dire...) all around
him, or, to borrow a phrase from Tomiko Yoda, an atmosphere of “overall
national doom.” It wasn’t hard for Aida to imagine himself, like so many
critics at the time, as living through an age when the (repressed) problems
of the prewar had been revived: an age of ghosts seeping up from the

cracks.



https://www.bbc.com/news/world-asia-35975069
https://www.bbc.com/news/world-asia-35975069

But decay didn’t start with the bursting of the bubble for him. Decay had been present all along inside
him: The emergence of mass consumer society in Japan neatly coincided with Aida’s life. This is apparent
in a short essay that proves essential to understanding Aida’s career: “Erotic in the Back of Marx” (Markusu
no oku ni ero ga atta). The structure of the essay is a simple, crude joke, and as such serves as an archetype
for the obscene humor delivered so dryly in his work. The reader is immediately piqued by the title at the
prospect of an innovative, perhaps existential reading of Marx (as you, reader, might have been?). What he
or she receives, in roughly 20 pages is a story of Aida as a young man honing his drawing skills through the
endless production of smut, and hiding this ever-expanding collection of “use value” inside of his sociologist
father’s collected works of Marx, long abandoned from the rather lukewarm peak of his father’s political

engagement in the 1950s. Partway through, Aida gleefully interjects to reveal the punchline:

OK. This 1sn’t a story about how one day, the sad, abandoned books were discovered
by a young, curious son and revived once more (though it would be an interesting
story if this was the case)... Far from it, “Marx and Engels: Collected Works” and I
had a much more wretched destiny in store for one another.

While the essay thus functions at one level as a one-off reveal, it also is a rich parable of Aida’s
relation to his father’s “soft-left” politics (he’s described as an Asahi-reading—the newspaper often
associated with the liberal elite—, Japanese socialist party-supporting figure), and the search for a source
of rebellion. Who he found, in his teenage years, was first, Mishima Yukio (Sun and Steel!!), but, more
importantly, the iconic literary critic Kobayashi Hideo, who Aida calls his “teacher”. The supercession of
Mishima by Kobayashi is important here: It points to a more mature understanding of what reaction is (and
was for Kobayashi). Here Aida describes this discovery:

Near the end of high school, I tried more thoroughly to reject my father and rashly
chose a representative of my grandfather’s generation, Kobayashi Hideo, as my
“teacher.” I didn’t really understand what he was saying outside of fairly light essays,
but this stupid son sped through his work. Though I hadn’t read the original text
[Marx’s], I underlined in red and nodding “‘yes, yes!” to Kobayashi’s insults to Marx
in the Showa period (I’'m sorry I can’t be more specific), contained in Early Criticism
of Kobayashi Hideo published by Iwanami Bunko.

Aida, elsewhere, has described? his “discovery” of Mishima and Kobayashi as a “petit tenko.” This
term, repurposed as a sort of performance, proves an important aspect of understanding Aida’s selective
incorporation of right-wing/reactionary styles into his work. It was originally coined by the Marxist theorist
Fukumoto Kazuo, but came to indicate the migration of intellectuals in the 1930s from the Left to the Right,
under heavy suppression from the increasingly authoritarian government. Aida describes his discovery of
Mishima and Kobayashi as a tenko, but the fundamental irony is that the historical possibility of completing
a tenko, was conditionally barred off to Aida: There was never really a vital Left around him to become

disillusioned with and leave (whether via suppression or volition).



https://www.huffingtonpost.jp/2014/10/19/dommune_n_6012194.html

The choice of Kobayashi for a teacher, as opposed to Mishima Yukio,
a symbol of the consumer society burgeoning in the 1960s through his
affiliation with the magazine Heibon Panchi, is at first perplexing. As
the historian Alan Tansman recognizes, Kobayashi was “a highbrow”
critic concerned with “Capital T” themes: “[The] loss of tradition, the
exhaustion of over-intellectual selves depleted by abstractions, the rift
between language and its longed-for capacity to speak both accurately and
effectively, and the great anxiety of an age suffering over the loss of social,
political, cultural and communicative structures.” As a quintessential
modernist interested in the influx of technologies of mechanical

reproduction to Japan, and representative intellectual of the so-called

“Literary Revival” (Bungei Fukko)—a publishing boom between 1933
and 1936 fueled largely by journalism—, Kobayashi helped to “elevate”
criticism to address a range of societal issues beyond its traditional subject of literature. Most pertinent to my
analysis of Aida’s interest in “Kobayashi’s insults to Marx” is Kobayashi’s highly ambiguous relationship to
Marxism and proletariat literature. Although Kobayashi criticizes what he perceives as Marxism’s absolute
and abstract theories, most memorably in his 1929 essay “Samazamana isho,” he also recognizes the advent
of proletariat literature in Japan, in the 1935 essay “Watakushi shishosetsuron”, as having infused “social
thought”, and not simply “technique” into Japanese literature, particularly the “I-novel” (shishosetsu).
Through the importation of proletarian literature, Kobayashi thought that writers gained the ability to resist
the everyday (nichijo), rather than simply document it, which helped effectively to socialize them, grounding
them socially and historically.

While Kobayashi, in wartime, would seek to retreat away from such “history” to an extra-cultural
space in the classics, this tension with Marx, one which was shared by the romantic Yasuda Yojuro, is helpful
for understanding the significance of Aida’s origins as an artist. In the multiple levels of symbolism at play
in the essay, there is of course Aida’s act of injecting his self-produced smut into the Marx book, and hence
a crude debasement of sacred texts. At a deeper level though, there is reflection on Aida’s perceived state of

Japanese politics and culture by the 1980s:

On top of this, the bubble economy’s hedonistic atmosphere came more and more apparent
as the 80s progressed. The brown, dark and serious bookshelf was like a time capsule from
the 1950s frozen in place, and grew lonelier and lonelier as the days progressed. Stored in
the art of it like a self-detonating device was the porn drawn by a stupid son, symbolizing a
rotting era. The source of this pain was the self-awareness that I was a “stupid son” and part
of a “bad generation”—in short, self-abuse and self-derision—but there was also a fragment

of pride mixed in that I was living through my age sincerely.

Belying Aida’s “pride in living through my age sincerely,” however, is the knowledge that Marx—that
the collection of volumes abandoned by his father—was no longer (or rather, had never been) an adequate
sparring partner. With no vision of “health” or Nietzchean overcoming to be found (thankfully), Aida

burrowed into decay: namely, his fascination with the subculture Kichikukei.




Ecstatic Emasculation and Youth and Hentai

If dragging Marx into his adolescent masturbation rituals was Aida’s initial act of artistic expression
and rebellion rolled into one, then his first novel would seem to indicate the reverse trajectory: the elevation
of 1980s-1990s subcultural practices to the highbrow realm of “pure literature” (junbungaku) by portraying
these in a graphic confessional novel. To understand Aida’s novel Youth and Hentai, which he wrote
while working a graveyard shift as a security guard upon graduating from Tokyo University of the Art, it’s
important to ground it in an emergent subculture at the time: Kichikukei (literally “beast style). Kichukei
takes its name from a 1996 event held at the venue Loft Plus One to celebrate the founding of the magazine
Abunai Ichi Go, supervised by the editor Aoyama Masaaki. The use of the word was supposedly coined by
the writer and editor Murasaki Hyakurd, another integral player in this subculture. In short, Kichikukei is a
celebration of “bad taste” and subversion, or to quote Aoyama: “To absolutely thoroughly choose to be an
offender, and live a selfish lifestyle based sincerely on one’s pleasure principle.” This took concrete shape
as a decadent celebration of corpses, rape, murder, peeping (nozokimi), and rorikon, among other themes.
The culture lasted from roughly 1996 to 1999, and, as subcultural critic Roman Yuko argues, advocated
the aggressive pursuit and affirmation of all fantasies, but not their actual fulfillment (though later adepts of
this culture frequently misinterpreted the highly ironic, in many ways “sophisticated” views of Aoyama and
Murasaki).

Readers familiar with Japanese culture will perhaps object that

this is nothing new, and they would be correct: an entire lineage could be
constructed tracing the origins of this subculture in the 1930s phenomenon
of “erotic grotesque nonsense” (eroguro nonsensu—to which Aida’s art is
often compared), or 1960s “Underground” (angura) culture, particularly
the translator of De Sade to Japanese, Shibusawa Tatsuhiko, and his
magazine “Blood and Roses”, which celebrated bad taste, sadism, etc.
Constructing such a lineage is beyond the scope of this essay, so, following
Yuko, I localize this culture in emergent “vending machine” subcultural
magazines in the 1970s and 80s, particularly Jam and Heaven, which
engaged in aggressive practices including gathering trash from outside
celebrities’ homes, as well as the increasing commercialization of child

pornography and “stolen shots” of young women in magazines such as

Puchi Tomato and Hey Buddy. Aida, who, as we shall below was clearly
influenced from these 1980s subcultures, was not merely an onlooker of
kichikukei culture in the 1990s, he directly participated, and implicated himself in its practices: In 1996, for
example, he appeared in the critic and journalist Ishimaru Genshd’s serial “Jerry Ishimaru’s If no one finds
out, you’re safe” for the magazine Shashin Toko as an artist with a habit of peeping in women’s bathrooms.
It’s unclear to what extent Aida was actually engaged in peeping, and to what extent his appearance in the
magazine is just a performance, but in analyzing his novel, I’ll stress the importance of not equating the

peeping protagonist with the artist himself (even though the two share the same name...).




Aida’s novel, comprised of diary entries of a second year high school student named “Aida
Makoto” between March and April 1991, documents a teenager’s high school skiing field trip,
with the ulterior motive of using the old bathrooms at the lodge (lacking the divider between
stalls that prevents peeping) to watch women use the restroom. The protagonist, displays a
highly literary sensibility, beginning his first entry: “The train came out of the long tunnel
into the snow country. Well this is just a disgusting pervert’s diary, but let’s at least begin in
a refined way.” Any Japanese literature buffs will recognize this first line as the opening of
Kawabata Yasunari’s Snow Country, but instead of the elegant following line (“The earth lay
white under the night sky”), we receive the punchline right away: This is trash, or rather, this is
trash elevated to the realm of “literature”, or rather: Is there any difference anymore? The ironic
veil of “literature” hangs over the whole novel, with the protagonist mentioning that he feels a
sense of rivalry with novelist Dazai Osamu; in addition, Aida displays a highly artificial self-
referential, artificial quality of prose, at times directly addressing the reader: “By the way, isn’t
there something strange about this diary? Even though it’s called a diary, the style of the prose
is written with a reader in mind, and it foreshadows the future, as if the entire plot was already
formed.” As it turns out, the entire “novel” turns out to be addressed in the end to a woman Aida
falls in love with through watching her defecate. One receives the impression that this novel is
a performance of the collapse of modern Japanese literature in the 1990s, a rendering of it into
a pastiche of inconsistent quotes and desires, rather than any kind of “contribution.” This book
serves as a sort of manifesto to the perversity which infuses his work, always hinting towards the
sublime and the “historical” in Japanese experience but recognizing his inability to access it (the
irony being that “history” for Aida is precisely Kobayashi’s earnest desire to escape history).

Youth and Hentai is split into two general
movements. In the first, the reader receives the
background of Aida (the character)’s perverse
hobby, supposedly starting when he, as a first
year high school student, finds a water-logged
copy of a magazine called t0ko shashin, a
discovery which he likens to the arrival of Perry’s
“Black Ships” (kurofune): “epoch-making.”

Through this magazine, he falls in love with two

“genres”: Pictures taken during sex, and tosatsu

(stolen pictures) of women urinating. The latter

he essentially spiritualizes, mentioning the unique “darkness” of secretly watching someone
“excrete,” and begins to practice. The most significant aspect of the peeping are the long interior
monologues that accompany the scenes, in which Aida recognizes his hobby as a form of
aesthetic appreciation: “Successful peeping is, so to speak a ‘victimless crime.’ This ‘evil” has
no shape in reality, and lives only as a notion in one’s cerebral cortex. The completely lonely,
notional sense of cleanliness is the greatest joy of peeping.”




This utter celebration of decadence, of what the protagonist perceives to be a morally
reprehensible act, is reminiscent of the prewar romantics, and especially the writing of the above-
mentioned Yasuda Yojiird. Emerging from the Bungei fukko (literary revival) to become a spiritual
voice of his generation, Yasuda, as critic Karatani Kojin has noted, saw the war as purely an excuse
to write poetry, essentially an aesthetic event and nothing more: He declined to participate in the
infamous 1942 “Overcoming Modernity” conference, despising the philosophers who tried to use

the war to advance their own careers (or fulfill dreams of authebening Hegel).

Of course, whereas Yasuda, proudly born in Nara
prefecture and ultimately a product of Nihonshugi (jingoistic
theories purporting the cultural superiority of the Japanese),
retreated into a fantastical, ancient world of the Japanese
classics and union with the gods, Aida had no such recourse,
essentially a product of mass consumer society with a
smattering of literature read in high school on top. Instead
he celebrates the supposed decay of the 1990s—the collapse
of the bubble and the chaos of endless reform (kaikaku) in
Japan’s democracy—through an apotheosis of kichikukeli,

itself a form of spiritual resistance to defective middle-class

morality, in the character’s highly philosophical experience
of his own depravity. What unites the two, however is a love
of destructive romantic irony. Alan Tansman describes Yasuda’s style as constantly oscillating
between “destruction and creation, self-aggrandizement and self-sacrifice, traditional culture, and a
culture never yet seen.” In Aida’s case, the experience of irony crystallizes in his perversion, which
he nurses in himself like a sublime sickness:

I understood one thing: That “peeping” was an extreme view of humanity. It

was a high-speed movement, going blindingly back and forth between the two

extremes, skipping the middle entirely. In other words, it wasn’t looking at humans

as natural, but sometimes as scum, and sometimes as gods. When I saw them as

scum, | became a god, but when I saw them as gods, I became scum. An absolute

point of superiority and absolute point of inferiority.




The “content” of their ironies is radically different, and yet both supply a final rationale to
dissolve all moralities which could be derived from or imposed by civil society. While this love of
decay was present in many writers as well, from Dazai Osamu to Sakaguchi Angd, Aida’s use of
irony is more consistent with Yasuda in that it manifests primarily in his texts and art, and doesn’t
require him to destroy himself for completion. Here, his style contrasts with the principle members
of the 1990s kichikukei culture: Aoyama Masaaki committed suicide in 2001 and Murasaki Hyakuro
was murdered in 2010.

In the second half of the book, a pseudo-catharsis is achieved as Aida becomes “healed” from
his hentai habits by viewing Yuyama, his classmate, defecate, and thus falls in love with her. He
swears he will never peep again, and herein begins what would appear to be a rather straight-forward
love story, interspersed with long ski scenes, until in the end, it’s revealed, right at the moment
that Aida thinks to declare his love to her, that she truly loves his friend, the athletic and masculine
Fujita, and has simply been spending time with him to have Aida relay her feelings to Fuijta. Aida
complies, and in the end, waits in a secluded room in the lodge where he expects the two will end up
for a midnight rendezvous. This scene provides a chance to explore another theme of the book: the
collapse of masculinity, or rather, the blurring of male and female sexual experience in a celebration
of passivity, virginity, and perversion. Watching Fujita and Yuyama meet and have sex, Aida is struck
by a thought recurrent in the book: “If I was a woman, I’d pick Fujita [over Aida] and want to be
held by him... In my fantasies, I would become Kubo san [Fujita’s previous girlfriend], and be held
by Fujita. So, from now on, at night I think I’ll become you. I don’t know how long it will go on
like this but right now my sexuality feels like it’s all jumbled up.” This observation echoes an earlier
one, in which Aida mentions that when he masturbates, he doesn’t like to touch his penis, as he is
reminded that he is a man (instead, he achieves orgasm by
rubbing himself against his pants).

The act of peeping becomes a way of simulating the experience of women, and it is only
through remembering this simulation that Aida can achieve sexual satisfaction retroactively (as
I mentioned above, he refuses to instrumentalize peeping by

masturbating during the act). The theme of an inverted masculinity

is illustrated, as well, on the cover of the original book, featuring a
young girl in school uniform with a penis, perhaps representing a
spiritual self-image of the protagonist of the novel. When seen in

the larger context, the early 1990s were a time of “otaku”-bashing
following the Miyazaki Ttsutomu murders in 1989, an event which
set of a panic over otaku and hentai. Through the character’s self-
diagnosis of his own “sickness” in Youth and Hentai, an alternative
view of male sexuality sans masculinity or virility becomes apparent,
and yet, it comes at the price of radically affirming Aida’s perversion,
unmistakably a sex crime. In this sense, escape from a conventional
strait-jacket of masculinity takes on a threatening ambiguity that will
undoubtedly make many readers uncomfortable: There appears to be

little left in terms of social mores to distinguish it from trimming a
bonsai or collecting stamps.




Diminishing Returns

The “punk right” appropriation of supposedly
suppressed symbols in Japanese modernity—whether
Kobayashi Hideo or “War Paintings” (senso-ga)—
present in Aida’s writing and art from the 1990s
did have an undeniably provocative and rebellious

effect... for a time. And yet, the above-mentioned

art critic Sawaragi Noi, reflecting on his and Aida’s
careers, says the following in a 2015 book-length interview between the two:

Because intellectuals in postwar Japan were basically liberal-left wing, Fukuda’s
[Fukuda Kazuya: right wing critic who coined the term “punk right”’] bringing in

a controversial word that they certainly wouldn’t utter—right wing—made the
establishment nervous. In other words, the word “right wing” itself had a kind

of critical effect. At roughly the same time, Aida-san was announcing works like
Somewhat Right-wing and Senso-ga Returns, cutting into a world of contemporary
art that didn’t have even a fragment of the right in it. I feel some kind of
contemporaneity there... Now, however, far from the word “right wing” having even
a modicum of critical effect, the netto uyo (online right) and Anti-Korean demos are
spreading, and it rather has the effect of accelerating a nasty current.

The trajectories of other figures who might have been classified as “punk right”, bear witness
to a similar realization. In the 1990s, Amemiya Karin, a member of the right-wing organization

People’s Will (minzoku no ishi) was renowned in subcultural milieus
for leading an ultra-nationalist punk rock band (she would scream
Tennno Banzai! at performances). Her memoir ki jikgoku tengoku
recounts her experiences, which she ultimately classifies as a form
of jibun sagashi, or search for the self, rather than actual concrete
commitment to the ideals of her right wing organization: “Now I
was hit by a doubt: Wasn’t I relying on this organization like a new
religion for my personal values?... Maybe what | want to change
isn’t the world or society, but just my own pitiful self.” In this sense,
her appropriation of such transgressive symbols represented a highly
personal form of rebellion. Although Aida’s right-wing performance
was quite distinct from Amemiya’s, an artistic celebration of ironic

decay rather than a resolve to strengthen Japan (Amemiya was at

the time an avid reader of the manga artist and then-member of

the “Textbook Reform Society” Kobayashi Yoshinori), I argue both trajectories are forms of jibun
sagashi. Aida’s quest for a stable base of identity leads to him appropriating Kobayashi’s prewar
resistance to Marxism and the left, much as Amemiya does with the Emperor.




In a Japan now dominated by neo-nationalist politicians and online hate groups with no
patience for decadence, however, Aida’s priorities have changed. While Amemiya has become
a leading left-wing activist (and thus completed her own tenkd in the reverse), Aida continues to
resist, no longer against the “endless everyday” of the 1990s, but an increasingly conservative Japan
waging war with decadence (i.e., history) itself: Most recently, Aida displayed a massive racially

caricatured sculpture® of a Japanese soldier in Kobe that got him bashed on Twitter, as well as was
scheduled to take part in an exhibit in Vienna which was canceled by the government for being
“anti-Japanese” (the artist submitted a piece in which he dresses up as the current prime minister
Abe Shinzo and gives a speech on the benefits of isolationism (sakoku)). In his desire to protect free
speech, Aida also appeared on a panel sponsored by the Constitutional Democratic Party of Japan
(Rikken minshu t0). In this sense, he shows that his appropriation of the romantic, passive positions
of Kobayashi Hideo and Yasuda ultimately had a limit: Now the artist sides with political action and
agitation, even if he still battles the (soft) left, and claims only to act to protect the aesthetic domain.
In this sense, perhaps the most interesting writing done by Aida these days is his public Twitter
exchanges with the online right: “Because [netto uyo] are my poorly-made’ (deki no warui) juniors, |
talk to them without thinking. Even though as an artist I know it’d be better not to engage with them
atall...”.

Indeed, one often sees Aida responding to netto uyo “critiques” on Twitter, to people who

have zero followers and are clearly just using sute aka (throwaway accounts) to antagonize. In

another tweet, he jokingly likens the blowup over his recent art as “a chance to enlighten®”

netto

uyo who weren’t initially interested in contemporary art. Much of the edge that characterized his
early writings has lessened as the artist is forced to grapple with his public persona as a leading
contemporary artist. He must now take “positions” on “social issues.” Like those of Amemiya Karin,
Aida’s early writings capture a “no future” punk mood, a certain

transgressive possibility, that existed in 1990s Japan thanks

to a sizable remainder of wealth from the bubble period, and
which exists no longer. Perhaps it pointed to a different place
from the current wave of “healthy” neo-nationalism sweeping
Japan. One will never know; Aida, in this world, however,

has become far more “historical” and instrumental than he

ever anticipated he would, putting in time towards flipping the
netto uyo back towards the pleasures of decay. [ wonder if he
couldn’t also help inject some poison into the various kinds of
neo-masculinities on parade these days on the English-language

internet. Placed next to Aida’s oeuvre, they appear in all their

naked anti-glory as so many Charmander reactionaries running
around.
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~] ACERATED-

::Luther Snagel

mound mound

on top of my head a mound

I'm moving around the mound

and mound is mounting me my mound is mounting me

I'm making mountains out of molehills around this mound and the mound is
me and I can see that if [ try to see it as a tree the mound can be a tree

circle around and around the mound and dance

dance and dance until your pits stink and your legs ache and you collapse into the
sand

have you ever done that? have you ever given yourself over completely? I don't
think you have... you may say you have but I don't think you have you might be

lying

the only way for me to know is for us to go together and release ourselves from
the bonds of

this and that and also the other thing anything that keeps you from spilling out
your guts at every moment lacerated blood is spilling and swimming out of
your innards that's connection with the outside if I ever saw it

cut cut cut in two cleft in twain "heave ho" and move with the crew, who are
you? who cares. that's what matters that's what makes this something, when the
response to who are you is who cares you are golden and you are nothing

that's called escape and it can be achieved many ways and hopefully we will get
there soon, there are a lot of reasons to want to get there but you might just pick
one or the other it doesn't really matter to me just pick one

hmmmmm hummmm

hmmmm hummmmm

I'm him and I'm humming and that's how we ascend or descend or move laterally
or what have you it's not really important

I keep saying what's not important [ hope you realize there are important parts
I'm just unable to directly point to them you see

come with me
lacerated
come and be
lacerated




-NEW_NINEVEH-

::Luther Snagel

nineveh none of it done by a son of a gun 1n it

aces 1n holes foretold the damnation of these souls

feet clad in wool sheets and hands trembling to raise
something just dazed

by brj%ht blinding light binding what is right to rights
codified and quite =

disturbing I say touch¢ if [ may

it's, perturbing when they say enchanté

make way for the cPetty play of Jesus jesters and swords
turned westwar

the ace in the hole up the sleeve of ask Jeeves when a new
nineveh was found in a blue bit of a kismit chthonic jizz
shit piss on it

now I'm not a rocket scientist but the topic of the above
sentence may be elusive to those less intrusive into my

brain space than a musclebound masked man with a huge
steel mace

the point is the new space anointed with the about face of
hGod's green grace has been sprayed with jizz piss and
shit

I want to dispell any notion that these bodily potions were
used as skin lotions by those across the western oceans

they boast "rust knife vasectomies can't get the best of me"
while 1n reality when gelded we have to start selling

weed like gimps to economic dominatrices .

imps for dominant matrices which demarcate what satiates
our thirst for hate

a new nineveh for wasting good sense at the expense of all
good things new beauty for these hoodlings shooting

shouting ooby Scooby and doodle doobies on blank
concrete canvases canvased by discrete preying mantises

stalking streets and pa]sj/mg advanced scarab kisses to fund
men of a new nineve




::Mara Barl




dll

Didn’t your friends tell you not to

e r e venture into the wired?

5 Your form now lost amongst the
-:Dale Brett _
diaphanous depths.

Amidst the surging rhizomes of Shojo-

fication.

Here, now, tell me.
What do you see?
Expended animated effects of a nubile energy form.
Moon-hatched unions // orbit-flanked exultation.

Chem-reactions relational in all of their newfound perversity.

A planetary dose of erotic extraction.

The birth of avant-garde exotic attraction.

Rakishness now well and truly your state of affairs.

Invasive contagions pose as if ever familiar.

Uninvited plagues spark a ceaseless amatory invasion.

Infection is found in the collective quaver of a henna’s ever-deepening eye.
Animation as compulsive idealisation // as underlying addiction.

Hair coiling over abandoned girl-image’s nubile form.

Idealised girl-images complicit in beauty.

Cuteness overexposed & bound.

Your lingered release of coagulated antics spronking mild displacement.

Crystal silver hair // despondent red eyes.

Naked depressions on the back of innocent knees.

Abjection swells undercutting immaculate follicles.

Corrosive images enough to make your prevailing brainspace ache.
An exposed doppelganger of fantasy becoming sickening reality.

Mental notes: Graphic styles beget graphic depictions.




Female Gaze 1::UFOSHOCK




Curvilinear flows proliferate viscerally distinct sectors.

Girl-image bodies flow full of 