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culty remembering events as they actually happened. No doubt it is a 

symptom of my aforementioned point, which concerns the tendency of 

contemporary human beings to live not actual lives but simulations of 

lives, loving not actual people but the general idea of those people, oper

ating at several degrees of remove from what might be considered 

authentic if we weren't trying so hard to create authenticity through 

songs and clothes and advertisements and a million other agents of real

ness. In other words, this book is about a world ruled by accessories, 

about a citizenry that expresses its tastes, its politics, its dreams, and its 

heartbreaks via the trinkets on its shelves. But maybe that's just me. 
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