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Eddie Lee was the legendary pro-gamer who pioneered the New York style of
combat and was the first to defeat the Japanese Street Fighter champion. And
who can forget that day when he faced off against Johnny “The Monk” at the
Chuck E. Cheese Arcade, that split-second that it had all come down to, the final
round, with both Eddie and The Monk with one pixel of life remaining, eight
grand and the respect of the community on the line? But now Eddie Lee himself
has been defeated and has disappeared. Refusing, however, to allow a defeat to be
“Game Over” with no continues, he finds The Kid that had beaten his oldest
score, the score that had stood on the leader board for so long it was burnt into
the screen. The Loneliness of an Arcade Hustler, a biography of a gamer seeking
redemption, is a journey through virtual worlds and an exploration of the
universal dream of being a hero,

Jon Rafman is a story-teller who constantly searches for new forms of telling
stories, A subtle critic and celebrator of the contemporary world, he seeks after
the the emancipatory sublime as he mixes high and low art and blends the
romantic and the sardonic. An explorer of the techno feasts and digi realms, he
inject aspects of the poetic and cinematic into his online work and introduces the
virtual world into his cinema. His Google Street View project was highlighted
recently on NPR’s Picture show, in Harper’s Magazine, and Art Fag City .com.
And his short films have been shown at the Slamdance Film Festival, Kassel
Dokfest, and the European Media Arts Film Festival.
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der the endless expanses of Second Life, I ,.
onder if this was all supposed to be one of Eddie Lee’s
ests, to be'caught inside a giant video game. Was it all
an unsolvable Zen puzzle, or was I lost in a great
delusion? Pethaps I was safely within a mental

institution, humored, and kindly allowed to go online
and chat with’metallic dragons and mythical b rds.

b







I imagined Eddie on the night before his disappearance
pouring over his video game collection. Staring at the box
covers for the last time, gripped by merciless nostalgia, he
must have wondered who designed them. These artists, like
the anonymous bards of antiquity, shaped the myths of his
childhood. The cover of “Bad Dudes vs. Dragon Ninja”
contains a whole story in itself. How could the actual game
possibly fulfill the promise of its packaging?
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All those years perfecting combos, practicing special
moves, enhancing his coordination, for what? Was Eddie
Lee condemned to be a minor character; one of those
mini-bosses, the kind that returns as a regular enemy later
in the game. If only he could hit the reset button.
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\\b/l'he Kid mastered the twenty-nine fighting game .-
' the feared infinity combo could be employed as we @

.
b

thirtieth and thirty-first game which are never spoken
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Althouglit was forbidden amongst the classical practitioners of
the Turtle form, Eddie taught the Kid the forbidden moves
outside the canon. Because of this the original purity of Turtling
was subverted, made cruel and more worldly, bled of spirit. Once
eternal techniques were now only one-shot and disposable, once
greater patterns were now only a string of encounters, none with
any meaning beyond itself.
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