














When Nirvana sets its
mental machinery at
öguring out happiness,
the formula that 
songwriter Kurt Cobain
comes up with—”I’m
hhaving fun/I think I’m
dumb/Or maybe just 
happy”—is strikingly like
the “Leonard Cohen
afterworld” that Landers
shows us when he video-
tapes himself jerking off in
the studithe studio, or pens his
affable but interminable
“streams of nothing”
and “chronicles of idleness.”






