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welcome
Videogames are art. They entertain and inspire
us, creating new worlds which give insight into
the lives of others, enabling us to improve our
own. We hold these truths to be self-evident.
This magazine is about celebrating those truths
and sharing them with everyone, whether they’re
a fan of videogames or merely curious about this
new frontier of entertainment and expression.
five out of ten is a new kind of publication, founded
on two beliefs: videogame criticism is worthwhile,
and good writing is worth paying for.
Thank you for supporting us. We hope you enjoy it.

preview
This is just a sample of the great content in the
first issue of five out of ten.
If you like what you see, please go to our website
and download a copy by following this link:
http://fiveoutoftenmagazine.com
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While My Guitar
Gently Weeps
Bill Coberly

I

n high school, I played cello and piano and sang bass in various choirs,
both classical and jazz. I was good:
usually first chair cellist, frequent
‘Most Valuable Singer’ award winner, and I made every All-State
ensemble for which I auditioned.
I even did a couple of paying gigs
as a soloist. By the end of my senior
year, I was the de facto conductor if our
teachers were absent.
When I came to college, I opted not to major
in music and pursued the more ‘practical’
option of philosophy instead. I still sang in
the choirs and took voice lessons, even receiving a small talent scholarship for voice.
I kept my cello in my room, where I would
frequently practice the Bach cello suites so
as not to forget everything I had learned between private lessons. I thought of myself
as a musician more than a philosopher or
academic. I don’t any more.
There are various reasons for this, but I
think the catalyst for the switch was a
small, stickered plastic guitar.
I had played Guitar Hero once before college, but it wasn’t until my freshman roommate revealed that he had a copy that I really came to grips with it. We first used it
as a way to recruit friends. In fall of 2006,
leaving the door of your dorm room open
while playing Guitar Hero quickly ensured
a crowd of interested spectators, waiting
their turn or simply singing along with the
music — this was the first game and there
wasn’t much in the way of multiplayer, and
Matt only had one guitar.

Matt was good at it, but it didn’t take me
long to realize that with a little work, I
could be better. After about my third
attempt, I played exclusively on Expert, and spent afternoons between (or
instead of) classes practicing hammerons and pull-offs on Texas Flood or
Crossroads.
Playing the guitar prepares you relatively little for Guitar Hero, to the annoyance of guitarists everywhere, but
I think my experience with the cello
helped a great deal. I could sight-read
music very well, and was used to shifting my hand up and down the neck of
an instrument to find the optimal positioning to play any given set of notes. I
became good very quickly: at the peak
of my abilities, if there was anyone better on campus, I didn’t meet them.
About the time Guitar Hero II came out,
in November of 2006, I began to realize that I was no longer the big fish on
campus when it came to real music. I
was just one of many good singers, instead of one of the best in the school.
This happens to everybody who was
good at something in high school, and
I was self-aware enough to understand
what was happening, but I still found it
disorienting. I didn’t really know how
to just be part of the team.
Without thinking about it, I began to
take solace in this other, music-like
thing I could do so well. Once newer
games with multiplayer came out I preferred to play with friends, but often I

“It was April, 1993.”
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I was six years old. My mother
came into the living room with a
mysterious black box.

“I got this for your dad’s birthday. I thought
you’d like to check that it works”.
I’d already heard of Ecco the Dolphin, but
the beautiful Boris Vallejo cover art was still
a sight to behold. A new game was a major
event in my meaningless life, and playing a
new game I wasn’t meant to know about was
even better. Of course as an obsessive Mega
Drive fan, I knew all about it from the games
magazines I adored: I read them all day and
way past bedtime, at the dinner table and on
car trips until I was physically sick, until the
covers fell off and their contents had been absorbed into my brain.
Yet for all that knowledge, I didn’t have a clue
what was in store. The game begins in Ecco’s
home bay and you’re free to frolic in its waters.
You can sing to members of the pod. “How high
in the sky can you fly?” one of them asked. I

accepted their challenge, breached the waters
and the sky flashed red. Ecco spun helplessly
in the air while a vortex sucked the life from
the seas. Fish, cetaceans and crustaceans were
ripped from the water in a terrifying cyclone
of flesh.
When Ecco falls back into the water, he is
alone. The music shifts to an eerie minor key.
In a time before video sequences were used
for plot exposition, playing as a species not
known for its conversational skills, you’re left
to explore this haunted world alone and rescue your family from an unknown evil.
That evil remained unknown for my entire
childhood. Maybe it’s what you would expect
from a science-fiction dolphin simulator, but
Ecco the Dolphin is a challenging game. The
instruction manual doesn’t offer a lot of help,
although it does have some delightful stories
about dolphins. Ecco steers like a boat, his
fluke acting as a rudder. You use his sonar to
blast starfish into barriers or hear a cryptic
clue from a strange crystalline ‘Glyph’. Once

Three Jumps
Alan Williamson

The King had never had
much luck with people.

Unfinished
Kris Ligman
J

onah Stowe wrote after The Unfinished Swan’s
release that “The game itself seems to exhibit
some of this unfinishedness. Small technical details suggest a work with more rough edges than
we might expect from a AAA title.” He continues:
“Paint splatters in ways that defy physics at times,
and in a later chapter, during which [the player]
uses water to prompt strands of ivy to luxurious
growth across walls and ceilings, some strands
of the plant disappear intermittently. And yet, I
found these qualities contributed to the game’s
exploration of unfinishedness.”

The Unfinished Swan is indeed an unfinished
game, beautifully so. Press too hard along its
seams and the illusion of its beautiful world
shatters. Matters are made worse by the sidegoal of collecting various balloons to unlock
toys (including a sniper rifle), which seems
to only exist to highlight the artificiality and
constraints of its genre. Some of its puzzles
smack of Portal 2. Elsewhere lies an Easter Egg
for thatgamecompany’s similarly atmospheric Journey. It’s a slipshod, sketchy mess of a
game- and it’s proud of that. You see, The Unfinished Swan is also a game about unfinished
people: of unmanaged, raw artistic impulse
and runaway self-absorption, of dysfunctional families and absent parents. It’s a game
about confronting human shortcomings both
heritable and inherent.
The Unfinished Swan opens with a storybook
prologue about a boy, Munroe, and his mother.
The mother, an artist, dies, and the storybook
informs us “she left behind over 300 canvases,
not one of them finished. Along with Munroe,
who felt pretty unfinished himself.”
Munroe is sent to an orphanage, which is all
the communication we need to understand
the boy’s father is absent. Who the father is
becomes the obvious, if unstated, question.

“I think I know
why the
Prince of All Cosmos
is silent.”

Rolling Up That Hill
Lana Polansky

I

didn’t actually play Keita Takahashi’s 2004
masterpiece Katamari Damacy until I was 19.
That’s nine years after my parents’ divorce, nine
years after my dad left, nine years after we got
cable television that he was always too cheap to
pay for. We got it on the day he left.
At 19, I was still pretty self-centered and naïve —
I’m only a few years older now and probably not
much better — but that’s at least enough time
having passed to be able to reflect on my childhood. I’ve forgotten a lot of things. I’ve forgotten
a lot of things on purpose.
When I first played the game, it was in my partner’s basement. He set up his old PS2 on a new TV
set, which, despite revealing the outdated visuals
of obsolete virtual spaces, also underscored their
most beautiful and enduring aspects. It is, in all
likelihood, scientifically impossible to not be immediately charmed by the whimsy and vibrancy
of the Katamari Damacy opening titles. It’s brazenly, happily surreal: a Technicolor Dreamcoat
that it’s difficult to believe might conceal any
malice.
In this game, your father is the King of All Cosmos, and he probably shouldn’t be. In this game
— and in every sequel thereafter — the irresponsible, feckless and volatile King finds some way
to destroy some perfectly healthy celestial bodies. As the story goes, a drinking binge leads him
to destroy the moon, constellations and stars.

As the Prince, you’re a little pea in your green
bodysuit compared to his grotesque stature.
When he tells you to clean up his mess, you’re
in no position to argue.
You have to go to Earth, leaving the safety of
your oddball planet and wacky cousins, to do
your dad’s dirty work. You use the katamari
— an adhesive ball with an unlimited capacity
for growth — to roll around and collect everything you can find: tacks, candy, mice, cars,
sprinklers, trees, boats…
Everything on Earth is apparently expendable;
anything that you can roll up to create a new
star will stick.

“You just know the right thing to say to him.
You always have,” my sister said to me once.
This was because my dad seemed to go easier
on me than my siblings. I don’t have any perspective as to why: truth be told, I don’t really
want to think about it. Maybe it was because
I was the youngest and my older siblings had
to live with him through their adolescence. I
don’t really know, though.
One thing I know was that I hated conflict,
because we had so much of it. I hated making him angry, because he was relentless. He
wasn’t quite like the King; he wasn’t a drinker,

How did I not see what was happening?

Why didn’t I stop it?

Character Building
Brendan Keogh

CJ

is the scrawniest gangster to ever walk the
streets of Los Santos. He rarely eats. He
spends hours at the gym but never lifts weights,
only runs for miles on the treadmill. He probably
couldn’t mug a day’s winnings from a pensioner
fresh off the coach from the Las Venturas casinos. Sometimes, just for the hell of it, he rides a
pushbike all the way to San Fierro. Intermittently, a “progress” bar flashes in the corner of the
screen; a slithter of red pixels shows his diminishing body mass. A textbox flashes a warning
that hauntingly echoes the pleas of my real-life
friends: “Just eat something.” But the warnings
disappear eventually, and CJ keeps cycling.
When you stand in the eye of a storm, you can
close your eyes and deny it even exists. It demolishes houses, flings cows into the air, and uproots trees all around you, but you can pretend
that it has nothing to do with you, that you are
not, in fact, right at the center of the problem.
This is what it is like to live with an eating disorder. You lose friends, you fail classes, your health
and your temper deteriorate. You see the damage
wrought all around you, but never do you consider that the cause of all these problems is you.

But when your own psyche is projected outwards, rendered into pixels on a television
set linked to you via the umbilical cord of the
PlayStation 2 controller, you can’t ignore it. CJ
is too skinny. CJ is eating too little and exercising too much. CJ, my CJ, is anorexic.
I started playing Grand Theft Auto: San Andreas in March of 2005. In the same month
I turned 19, moved into my own place, and
started a dual IT/Multimedia degree with a
punishing workload. I jumped headfirst into
adulthood without checking the depth first.
Within six months I smashed against the
rocks below the surface: my studies weren’t
going in the direction I wanted them to go; I
was in love with a girl I could never have; and
I worked practically every night in a retail job
I hated. Life, for lack of a better term, was shit.
It would be easy to say I stopped eating to
retreat from this failing adult existence. The
desire to put off the effects of ageing and the
responsibilities of growing up are often cited
as major motivations of anorexia sufferers:
the starved body barely has enough energy
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