
Liquid Latex

	
 Teaching herself in the use of her new cell phone’s camera option, one of the para-
professionals inside our building photographed divergent items as they caught her attention.  One 
afternoon she passed around a picture which she had snapped of a large advertising marquee.  
Positioned on the side of a tall building, additional signage declared this particular establishment 
to be for Adults Only; customers who shopped here, or so the assertive advertising suggested, 
could expect not merely an X, but a triple XXX, experience.  And there, in the center of the large 
white marquee?
	
 Two dark-lettered words stood alone: 
	
 Liquid Latex.

Laughingly passing the picture from person to person, we marveled: What exactly might 
shoppers expect should they purchase this product?  Apparently, we said to each other, there was 
no limit to the choices available in our modern-day, over-the-top consumers’ paradise. 

“But – some choices?” declared a peer.  “Well, some choices you just have to be smart 
enough not to try.”

Choices, choices, and then?
More choices.  
In a first-world nation hell bent upon twisting all human happiness around a never-ending 

loop of acquisition, choice had become not merely a possibility but an unqualified right; a right 
belonging to any customer.  Or, to state it more accurately, to any customer who happened to be 
living in a section of the nation competing for wealthy-to-middle-class dollars.  

Addicted to the media theory that Americans not only wanted but deserved an endless 
array of consumer choice, in modern days we fully expected to find fifty stores in one shopping 
mall, and fifty more in a shopping center located directly across the street.  If a large department 
store was under construction here, well surely there would soon be another even larger 
department store being built right over there.  A huge home improvement business on this block 
meant that a rival chain – one almost exactly like it?  Could be found just around the corner.  
And, if you had any trouble locating a particular item at the full-to-bursting grocery store located 
in this neighborhood, surely only a few streets over (well, so long as your neighborhood was 
pricey) you could find an additional supermarket with even better stock.  

Captivated by, as we were inundated with, the idea of a first-world-merited privileged-
consumer choice, we tended to believe any politician, entrepreneur or self-proclaimed expert 
who labored to sell us yet another theory bent around the wonders of an additional selection.  As 
the fast-paced discontented, choice-addicted junkies of contemporary days?

We listened open-mouthed to an interchanging chain of option-advocating “experts;” 
experts who, somehow, never got around to mentioning the high probability that it was this, the 
never-ending push for a nonchalantly deregulated free-market choice (a community destabilizing 
process much abetted by our consumer-addicted nod to the ceaseless production of a nonstop 
change), which had, actually – repeatedly and systematically?

Undermined a now fading old-days community empowerment.*  
Had, in fact, through the incessant rearrangement which methodically uprooted long-

established neighborhoods, added a substantial weight to our nation’s current state of an 
increasingly precarious uh-oh-we-seem-to-be-losing-the-middle-class economic insecurity.  

The unsettling chaos created by putting local, neighborhood-anchoring businesses and 
long-standing traditional institutions outside the community picture hit home with us when we 



found ourselves waxing nostalgic about how life used to be.  Back in the good old days.  Back in 
days when our lives were simpler; back when we had cared so much more about people, business 
dependability and safe, interconnected neighborhoods than about this mindlessly rotating world 
of consumer goods.  

Back before anyone had even imagined – that?
One day Americans would deserve yet more of life’s true essentials.
Like liquid latex.
Maybe what we really needed, we would say to one another, nodding our heads sadly, 

was less choice and more stability.  Maybe what we honestly wished for?  
Was more support for the neighborhoods we were already in.  
And maybe?  
Well, maybe in place of political leaders forevermore promoting venture-capital’s push to 

attain huge, lifestyle-killing profits through an endlessly instigated community-destabilizing 
change: 

Well, maybe what we really wanted?
Was long-term, community-protective thinkers; neighborhood-protective leaders willing 

to help us stand up to, and stop, the frightening lack of loyalty created when we were asked to 
live within the ever shifting and ever moving, never stable world of: 

Choice.

*For those who would like a little entertainment while looking into this subject, I suggest a side-trip into the 
increasingly popular realm of Macro Rap.


