SUPER CANCEL

Uneori furia mea in faBa focului este evidentd. Uneori nici nu e vorba
de furie. S-ar putea sd pard asa, dar mai stii? Focul despre care vor-
besc eu nu este un foc bldnd.

Doamna cu Butucul

Totul Incepe cumva intr-un mod clasic cu un peisaj al unei pajisti in-
tinse. Mirosul e a toamni tarzie. In planul din spate, de la un capit
la altul o fasie de padure cu copaci de stejar care fosnesc oare-

cum alarmant. Pe pajiste un cavaler zdrobit. Tremurind si tusind.
Sangerind. Soarele e putin ce a rasarit si peste baltoacele rosii cad
primii fulgi. Cavalerul, macinat de convulsii, se ridica anevoios sub
privirea indepartata a adversarului care nu face nici o miscare, nu
spune nimic pana cand el nu sta inapoi in picioare. Numai atunci
poata sa rada, poate sa-l ridiculizeze, orice. Fulgii cad si se topesc
in ochi, In gurad, pe rani. He-he-he-he. Pajistea e acum acoperita de
zapada si aerul respirat devine aburi. Deasupra padurii albe norii
sunt calmi si masivi. Tenurui na! Sore de watashi ni katsu tsu-
mori? Adica esti patetic, chiar ai crezut cd po@i sd md infrangi? si isi
apleaca capul pe spate si rade in hohote, iar camera il filmeaza de
deasupra indepartindu-se si rotindu-se in acelasi timp. Cavalerul
insa isi strange pumnii, In timp ce un vant rece 1i sufla pelerina si
parul in aer. Maire, kakatte kinasai! Adica vino si atacd! Noi insa nu
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Sometimes my anger at the fire is evident. Sometimes it is not anger,
really. It may appear such, but could it be a clue? The fire I speak of is
not a kind fire.

The Log Lady

It all begins in a somehow classical genre. The landscape of a
boundless lawn. Smells like late fall. Backfront - a line of an oak
forest slow swinging in an alarming sough. On the lawn lies a
vanquished knight. Trembling and coughing. Still bleeding. The

sun has not rised far and early snowflakes are falling upon the
puddles of blood. The knight forces himself to get up, though rag-
ging desperately. Aside, the scowl of his enemy watches in silence.
There will be no move, no word, no gestures until he stands back
on his feet. Snowflakes keep on falling bigger, faster, melting in the
eyes, in the mouth, on the open wounds. He-he-he-he. Now we see
the lawn covered by the snow. The breath fogs in the cold and the
white forest shapes a sky of calm and burly clouds. Tenurui na! Sore
de watashi ni katsu tsumori? Meaning you’re pathetic, you really
thought you can defeat me? and then jerks his head back in a skin
thrilling laugh. The screen shows him from upside in a wandering
and rotating move. The knight grips his fist while a cold, fresh wind
blows his hair and his cape in the air. Maire, kakatte kinasai! Mean-
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mai vedem zburind 1n aer kunai-uri si shuriken-uri, singe tasnind
in toate partile, maini taiate, pumni in fata. Nu auzim tipete fu-
rioase, clincheturi de sabii. Noi nu mai vedem luptele. Tot ce mai
ramane acum sunt niste secvente cu schimburi de replici intr-un
peisaj foarte epic, asa numitele cut-out scenes.

Acu nu prea se mai bate lumea. In etica societitii culte contempo-
rane nu prea da bine. Sa mai dai un pumn in bot cateodata. Ce a mai
ramas din jocurile cu batdi de pe vremuri? Care este noul sistem

de abordare al acestora si cine mai practica astazi jocuri cu batai?
Unde si sub ce forma mai putem recunoaste scheme si modele de
jocuri cu batai? Cum se Inscriu ele in side-scrolling-ul istoriei?
Statul nostru funtioneaza dupa un model de beat ‘em ups (gen al
jocurilor cu batai in care personajul principal se bate cu mai multi
adversari comparativ mai slabi in acelasi timp) in care un partid
puternic lupta si rezista in fata altora mai numeroase, dar mult mai
slabe. In occident observim mai prezenti schema luptei intre doi
adversari la fel de iIndemanatici, insa cu tehnici diferite. One on one
combats.

Anii nouazeci s-au dus si odata cu ei si era aparatelor de joc sau a
consolei de jocuri de acasa. La scoald, dintre cei cam douazeci si
cinci de elevi din fiecare clasa - sa zicem cam jumate baieti - erau
cate vreo trei-patru care aveau o statie de jocuri conectata la televi-
zor la ei acasa. Toti vroiau sa fie prieteni cu ei. Sa te cheme vreodata
unul la el la niste Mortal Kombat era dementa. Normal ca aia avind
consola acasa erau mai antrenati, normal ca stiau toate combo-uri-
le, toate punch-urile, toate block-urile. Normal ca se distrau doar de
fiecare data jucind cu amatori. Aiurea. Nu se compara deloc treaba
asta cu un MK la aparatele de joc publice, asa-numitele arcades,
mult mai brutal, mai sec, si de zeci, sute de ori mai incitant. Costa
un leu jetonul. Te duceai la Gara Auto Centrala, de exemplu, unde
pe vremuri erau cele mai faine aparate, si acolo mama ce era...

Nu-i stiai niciodata pe cei cu care te bateai. Si jucatorii nu prea se
priveau niciodata in ochi. Se bateau, cine pierdea pleca si cine iesea
invingator juca mai departe si tot asa.

Acea perioada a filmelor gen “The Best of the Best”, “Kickboxer” sau
“Gladiator Cop”, cu Lorenzo Lamas in perioada de glorie, a fost data
uitarii odata cu aparitia lui “Fight Club” - o progenitura a acestora,
care a marcat Insa trecerea spre o epoca in care bataia nu mai e de-
loc un status quo al barbatiei, in care duelul cu mainile goale e ceva
cu totul provincial, arhaic, ridicol - ceva de barfit.

Despre asta vorbeste, insa esentd, “Fight Club”-ul. Despre o societa-
te In care a-i da cuiva un pumn in bot e extrem de exagerat, e lipsa
de educatie, e anormal. Dar oamenii au nevoie sa se mai bata, sa se
simta si ei barbati, si atunci incep sa o faca undeva intr-un subsol,
ascunsi de ochii lumii.

In zilele astea oamenii se bat mai mult intre prieteni. E cumva un
fel de hai, frate, sd fim si noi barba@i. Daca stai In vreun local si auzi
niste tipi numindu-se cum vrei unul pe altul, stii ca dia-s prieteni

la catarama. Se stiu unul pe altul de-o viata - isi permit. Asa traim:
prietenului 1i spargem moaca, iar dusmanului ii aranjam gulerul -
sa arate frumos...

Saisho kara, zenryoku de kuru koto ne. Adica chiar de la inceput,
atacd-md cu toatd for@a. Hajini!

Vadim TZIGANAS]

ing come and attack! However, we don’t get to watch any kunai or
shuriken dazzling the sky. No blood spraying all the way, no hands
cut out or fists in the face. No sounds of raging howl or swords
tinkling. We don’t get to see any battle. All that is left for our view
now are some sequences of a cold dialogue on the view of an epic
landscape. All just what are the so-called cut-out scenes.

You don’t often see people fighting nowadays. Doesn’t look good in
the new ethics of the contemporary well-educated society. What is
left then out of the oldschool fighting games culture? What is the
new approach on them and who is still now into fighting games? In
what forms can we see the models and diagrams of these fighting
games applied in different structures? How do they subscribe into
the history side-scrolling?

Our state functions on a model of a beat ‘em up game - a fighting
game genre in which one character fights against multiple weaker
opponents at once. We have a dominant stronger party resisting the
multiple weaker parties for a long period. Not like in the western
policies which are more close to the one on one combats - two op-
ponents having the same strength but using different techniques.
The nineties vanished away and altogether the game consoles era.
recall the school and the classrooms of 4 to 5 pupils out of 25 (let’s
say half were boys) having a game console at home. Dude, every-
body wanted to be friends with those. Pay a visit afterclasses to play
some Mortal Kombat. That was real killshot. Sure those guys were
professionals playing the game console anytime. Sure they knew
all the punches, all the blocking moves, all the combos. Just having
fun playing with an amateur. And that was kinda crap. Nothing like
playing a MK on a public arcade. That was real brutality, real ten-
sion, real urge. A coin to play it was at the cost of a leu. You could
go to the Central Bus Station where all the finest arcades where,
and dude there was a total mess... You never knew even the name
of the guy you where fighting against. Well, they were kind of never
getting too look each other in the eyes at all. The loser was leaving
away, the winner played forward.

That period marked by the cinema of pieces like “The Best of the
Best”, “Kickboxer” or “Gladiator Cop”, with Lorenzo Lamas in his
times of glory, was thrown into oblivion along with the premiere of
“Fight Club” - a kind of offspring of the films listed upwards. This
one marked the pass into a new period of a culture where a fight

is no more a status quo of virility or manhood, but presume a duel
as a proof of rural middleclass mentality, ludicrousity and lack of
education. That's what actually the “Fight Club” is properly about -
a society where men feel like they would smack each other’s faces
some, they want to feel like they are men, but that’s just outfash-
ioned. So they start gathering somewhere underground, aside from
everybody’s view, and fight each other in a friendly mode.
Nowadays it's somehow normal people fighting each other just in
case they are friends. If you hear some people bad naming each
other, be sure they are lifetime friends and that's why they allow
themselves to talk to each other that way - it’s just friendly. Strange
thing - we hit the friends in the face, and we tide up our enemies’
shirt. For they would look nice and handsome...

Saisho kara, zenryoku de kuru koto ne. Meaning from the beginning,
attack with all your strength. Hajini!

Vadim TZIGANAS]
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Arcades at MEGAPOLIS MALL, Chisinau 2010, foto: Vadim TZIGANAS]

COMMANDO DE BUCATARIE

Un topor rupea un copac!

Cam asa a cazut padurea.

Cine e de vina - toporul?

Dar toporul era singur,

[ar copacii - multi;

Sau poate omul care avea toporul care lovea-n copac?

Sau poate furtuna ca n-a venit sa opreasca omul cu toporul?
Sau copilul care a spus ca ii e frig omului care ducea toporul in
padure?

Poate copacul ca n-avea scoarta dintr-un metal mai tare ca meta-
lul toporului care-l lovea?

Ori Dumnezeu ca l-a creat pe om suficient de destept Incat sa-si
faca topor?

Ce mai conteaza oricum cand copilul s-a dus satul la razboi si a
murit de foame,

Iar omul care a lasat un copac sa-i aminteasca de padure s-a
ascuns sub el de futuna si l-a ucis fulgerul;

Si copacii au putrezit devenind ingrasaminte pentru alti copaci.

Serghei TERENTII

COOK COMMANDO

An axe was cutting a tree

And that’s how the forrest was gone!

Blame on the axe?

The axe was single,

The trees - outnumbered;

You may then rather blame on that man who owned the axe?

Or maybe the storm for it didn’t start at the right time to stop the
man with an axe?

The child maybe, for he said he’s hungry to the man who went
into the forrest with the axe?

The tree maybe, for it might have had a fullmetal crust?

Or maybe God for he created man too skilled to make himself an
axe?

Finally there’s no point to blame when the child went to war
satiated and died by hunger,

While the man left a single tree to remind him the forrest, then
hidden below by the storm and got killed by the lightning;

And the trees left for decay to feed the younger trees.
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