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Our Brief Case
This case will undoubtedly be the strangest any of you (who either judge from the bench,
or, as jurors) have ever encountered. It is really more of a plea, and no judgment is either
expected or desired: it is simply the case that is offered . . . it is neither brought nor pro-
secuted. As, plaintively, I lament: whilst aggrieved, I do not charge any one or any group
. . . or hold them responsible for anything. Be that as it may, whether or not it may please
the court, my case deserves to be heard. Although there is no defendant (and nothing to
defend) I would remind the court that it is the cases that are tried (not our absent
defendant or prosecutor). My case is a good one, and deserves to be heard . . . for the sake
of we the people of the city or state, as well as that of all persons who may reside therein.
For the general good, all we ask is for you to taste of the case (even if you think it odd).
At the very least, you might try a spoonful. Because there is no argument (and no need
for a defense, or even for evidence) it should be an uncommonly brief case. Should the
clerk require a name, you might consider it the case of civil integrity. That may sound
oxymoronic . . . so there we go; if we feel we must decide something, we can decide
whether it is an oxymoron or not.

To members of the jury (who are very likely equally aggrieved), those of you who will
weigh these words in search of verity, and those of you who will listen for their virtuous
ring (or those who both sift them and sniff them): you are not duty bound to serve. You
are free to come or to take your leave as you feel appropriate. Should you feel that there
is no point in this offering – or, should you have an appointment – you are free to get
about your business. I encourage you to give this a hearing, and some of your valued
time, because this case is presented for you (is put to you, not brought or placed in your
charge). It is of enormous import to me, however (as an embrace or as a smile) it is one
of those things that, when shared, tend to grow in importance (yet we never deplete).

******
The twentieth century Spanish philosopher, José Ortega y Gasset, spoke of ‘the oblitera-
tion of the average soul,’ and the consequent loss of the idea of what it means to be a per-
son. We appear quite clear as to what a body is, somewhat less clear about what spirits
are, but are altogether unfamiliar with the soul. Our tendency is to think of spirits and
souls as similar, and in much the same manner that our interpretations of unity and integ-
rity are thought similar (we often treat them as synonyms). Somehow, ‘integrity’ implies
a greater fullness than does ‘unity,’ and much the same may be said of a soul . . . a soul
has a more comprehensive association than we associate with a spirit. When we hear the
word ‘people’ we usually think the word is expressed in its plural form; this is because
the singular form is identical. The difference between ‘people’ and ‘person’ exists in the
more integral and composite sense that we feel is characteristic of persons, integrity, and
a soul. The operative distinction between a place of residence and a home is better felt
than defined; a house must become a home, without ceasing to be a house.

People are citizens, and counted as numbers . . . they are civil units, and named for the
pebbles once used in calculations.  Whilst persons may also be citizens, a person retains a
composite sense of self. The self, every self, is composed (and there is no need to further
explain, expound, or explicate one’s self, or any other creative composition). To iterate
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an integer, or the integrity, is to render its integrity questionable. An integral person is
individual, and so also is Truth. Any integer (as one, of and with the One integrity) is as
any self (or as The Self), and is fully just and in proportion: self-contained and contented,
as is evident in both facial and internal continence. Any integer (or the composite self)
cannot be subjected: made suspect, or placed under scrutiny and searched into.  I state
unequivocally (for the sake of ourself, as well as for The Self): if integrity, our integrity,
is to be preserved, its just truth cannot be subjected (or thought of in separate, exclusive
and formal cases as subjective or objective). The Self may only be revealed through an
integral telling.

Truth cannot be teased out by the inquisitive (or through inquisition), as it is integral (and
should be as self-evident as is the veal and the calf). The only realistic miracle is that of
birth, for it always serves to personally reveal the unquestionable calf. Birth, however, is
natural; the moment of relief and revelation is brief, and quickly severed, missed, and
dismissed. A miracle, we must acknowledge, is but a surprise that brings a smile. With
every such revelation, with every such delivery, more is revealed than ‘meets the eye.’
The composite Self escapes the womb and arrives as a prize; the prize presented as a pre-
sent (and the focus of our eye is always upon the content of the package sent, delivered
and presented). The cod or shell that is integral with its contents is always refused: it is
birthed and let down, only to be thrown outward and away. This is necessary to the natu-
ral process, and so also (it would seem) is our natural veneration of content (and our habit
of dispensing the wrapping and packaging). All eyes are upon the calf, and all who wit-
ness the miracle fail to see that the calf (regardless of its sex) is no longer an integer ––
he or she enters the world of unitary collections, as a unit. The self (along with its indi-
visible truth) is forgotten (or apparently and effectively hidden) in a moment directly af-
ter-birth). Upon the severing of the umbilical cord, what was begotten is unrecognized by
parents. In the eyes of calves, however, the surprise that brings a smile of revelation and
relief to the faces of all who witness the happening is seen quite differently. If seen
through the eye of the veal, birth is a voyage or passage that is not exclusive, expensive,
experimental or even experienced until the anticlimactic and tragic dismemberment that
is naturally exacted.   For the calf, the passage was both fun and productive; while soli-
tary, it was not lonely or singular –– as the self is always a composite of the navigator
and the vessel that he sails upon and within. The essential vessel is feminine in gender
(and indisputably so): she is Intuition. The calf delivered upon and within Intuition is
equally masculine . . . as he that delivered and bore both the calf and the water: it is he
who is naturally considered redundant and disposable upon the bitter-sweet end of the
delivery (as what is delivered, and yet full of form, is now thought of as self evident and
able bodied. She may be so considered by all who witness her arrival, however she will
forever miss her beloved, and shrouded, cod (his sacrifice, and everything about her). Yet
the calf too soon becomes a masculine cow or a feminine bull, and forgets all but what
she initially lost. The ‘son’ so borne and born, is an oxymoron  (as the dominant eye of
both sexes is masculine). ‘He’ (We) tries (try) to compensate for her loss, however no
matter what she, or we, collects, or collect, for her, or our, damage (or disperses in at-
tempted sacramental reciprocation) his or her attempts are always insufficient and unful-
filling. There is no solution. Nothing will suffice, as everything is insufficient. Only as he
and she ages will he come to realize: such that he misses so desperately cannot be re-
stored, relegated, returned, nor adequately recompensed . . . yet it can (and must) be re-
membered.  Such is the case with integrity in nature. All calves born, as an ‘X’ or a ‘Y’ if
seen through the same generic and optimized eye.
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The calf, whilst young, will never reply with a singular optic and panchromatic eye; yet
as he ages, and comes to be cultured, he will gin to see the shadow of Truth through a
dominant eye; and tend not to admit of such visions as are seen in recess or recession
(and to respond to commands with an exclusive, singular, yet binocular aye). If you insist
upon the truth – upon the ‘whole truth’ – you must admit of, and refer to, the visions and
aspects of both that sawn and cast as quoits, and that of the log they were cast from  (af-
firmed in comprehension, with twin ayes).

Truth – the integrity of Self – is not and cannot be exceptional. Truth must be seen in in-
tegral, composite and perspective visions (as seen through the eyes of both ‘sons’ . . . the
full-bodied daughter, and the placental daughter that was and is sacrificed in all natural
and dramatic productions and reproductions. It is these ‘sons,’ those, feminine as well as
the masculine (that spirited self, and that placental and basic self that was long ago left to
dry up and blow away), that are True and Just: they and their visions must be remem-
bered as One . . . as the archer of bow, string, and arrow: as an integerity (not as a line
drawn between each member, or as an arrow of one or two heads, but enclosed as the
parent thesis () that must not be mistaken as a symbolic representation of nil). It is in this
manner that each and every integral self must remember (if we are to again behold – not
to hold or be whole – what it is to Be and to Love as One).

There will be questions; this is but natural . . . and there will very likely be appeals, how-
ever this (in a nut-shell or pod) is the brief that we present. Hear it, feel it, taste of it or
sniff, however do not judge it or dismiss this case that is one in its contentment.

We are informed by the court that, in order to be accepted, all briefs must be of between
ten leaves (or twenty pages) and forty leaves (or eighty pages) so as to fit in the brief
case. The rules require that what is most personable be bound and covered (and these
pages are said to be too scant in quantity, and marginal in their dimension). Yet our ap-
propriate number is three pages; four is too many; the quant must be free, as four is the
home plate of integrity.  With respect and regard, I offer below, what might be thought of
as attachments to, not parts of, but as appended portions of this brief we are putting. It is,
however, with some trepidation that more is offered (as my mate and myself remember
and beware). More, usually, is not better.  It becomes increasingly difficult to avoid
rhetoric and, therefore, to remain succinct. To offer too much would threaten to render
our brief either complicit or complicated (or to appear both). Suffice it to say, there re-
mains more than a hint of integrity in all that is natural (and life and death needn’t be
seen in exclusive visions of legal gender and tender through a singular, as distinct from
solitary, pair of inquisitive eyes, that presuppose dominance and dominion; and must be
affirmed with a singular aye). Let the court proceed by your leave and your honor, in
comprehension . . . and leave the cases subjected and objected behind (along with all pre-
tension, half-truths and convictions).  Hear, Here (and Aye, Aye).

As for our self: the person who puts the case and these few pages of signals and lines, and
of spaces betwixt every line, between every word, and every lettered sign; our self is an
undistinguished and undecorated pirate, without boots, or booty. An effeminate pirate,
that desires no quarrel with ships of the line, or the cities of the flags that they fly. This
pirate does not break civil and natural laws, however has been known to stretch them.
The case before you is put by a make-believe pirate, as seen by true pirates . . . with eyes
of both genders (a general and generic figure, who sees more than is usual and evident).
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(the first and last of our twin causes)

1.

(Enclosure of The More Civil Sister)

An Hypothetical Day
People, especially modern people, find it almost impossible to think in any mode that is
not relevant to classification. We think in terms of things found in ranks and files (as do
our digital typing machines). Our thought is linguistic: it processes information, informa-
tion that is already stored, and other information, that is incoming (processed ‘on the fly’
and stored as data for future reference).

All stored information must be retrieved from storage, and, as it is securely stored, a key
is required. The key is critical, because it both holds bits of information together and
holds these bits together as bytes –– the key is as a wedge; it is both necessary and critical
in its function of computation. All computation is functional, and all creatures are also if
they have a capacity to sense, encode and decode information (to function); this capacity
depends upon possession of a processor, a nervous system of circuits, and sensors. What
is sensed is argumentative (is received as a variable that is unfixed, in that it turns as the
needle of a compass turning about two polar opposites; the bipolar argument is mediated
in the manner of its expression, and, in so doing, it locates a mean). This disagreement is
presupposed in all that functional creatures gather through their sensory receptors. In
proposition all is informational and argumentative, and what all meaning depends upon is
a purpose –– some meaning that is functional. Life, conscious life, presupposes a purpose
(or something to aim for: a target). This quire (or questioned request) requires placement
and replacement: the supposition must be ported from one place to another (either im-
ported or exported) . . .  and whomsoever senses, also bears the burden of all that is
ported and deported in this questionable mission. The question begs an answer, and the
missive answer must then be evaluated so that we might then decide whether or not to
accept it or dismiss it (as the answer becomes the purpose of the question). To decide is
to cut off or put an argument to rest (which, it would appear, is immediately awakened);
the argument is decided through the cutting and culling of one of its twin variables. Do
our sensed trees have leaves? Or, are they bare of leaves? The question begs the argu-
ment, and the argument is deciduous (as the trees that are and are not bare) . . . yet every
exception is exceptional (in that the exception to every rule and ruling begs another ques-
tion). The question begged is of the next degree, wherein the answer to the former
question is of the same generation as that presently asked (if that makes sense to you; the
answer is always begotten). We see all as cause and effect, yet the answer to our question
must be prefaced with ‘because’ . . . if not, nothing happens and all is eventual.

Agreement between the proponents or agents of either pole of any inquisitive proposition
is illogical and impossible: there is no apparent end to these perpetuating questions and
the generational expansion of the compounded and generated questions that beg yet more
. . . whilst the series may be infinite, it is not inconclusive. The potential that drives it is
eventually exhausted. I will tell you why reason and justice are illogical and impossible,
however, in order for you to comprehend, you must come to behold the prime and ulti-
mate Truth (that is not judgmental). Should we come to know nothing, or claim to know
everything, know this: Purity is the Joker: We needn’t carry its brilliant and pensive
weight of upon our shoulders, or burden either gender with the weight of our grievance).
All inquisition is illusion, all curiosity baseless, and all questions moot. All experience is
but drama  (cause all that we see and is seen is processed as events and their causes).
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There is no initial question; all that we weigh and value is perceived, and it is in our ini-
tial conception of an exceptional self (of an ‘I” or a ‘me’ and all other selves) that we
come to convict ourselves (seemingly, beyond a shadow of a doubt). As José Ortega ob-
served, we are all free to assume that others see amiss and are jokers or fools –– however
we, as decisive and ‘dividual’ people, appear incapable of suspecting that we ourselves
may be deceived (briefly tricked or fooled, yes, that we allow, but not deceived or di-
vorced from our own conviction). The scepter (the Was) was and is far too burdensome . .
. and the power it implies and enables is that of illusion.

We cannot begin to comprehend the shaking spear when we see it apart from the globe
that is built to our plan of expectation. The theater is a construction, whereas creation is
as the mold from which all other kinds of making was cast. From the instant we open our
eyes, we receive the scepter (and, not long thereafter, we learn to use it). We may not be
aware that we have it or that we use it, however its growing and pensive burden com-
pounds with every stroke of apparent good luck and misfortune. All that we see from that
first instant is experiential and immediately associative: all that is seen in association is
associated with respect to what had been and what came to be as a result of the scepter’s
swipes. It is all optical (a function of optics, not necessarily of looking, but of seeing only
optimal appearances). We see in visions optimized (in optimal illusion). What we see and
what we fail to see is very much a function of what we are looking for . . . what we desire
or what we expect. This is a matter of individual preference. The prime question of corre-
spondence is, “What did I see?” with respect to, ‘What did we see?’

The answer to this preterit question is very expensive . . . it is weighed in a pensive ap-
plication of intellect in concert with our preferences: as we grow more sapient, we gin to
equate the power of the Was in an evaluative association between what was, and the re-
sult of some active and eventual process of causation. These are pensively considered:
the comparison is pensive, as the evaluation is based upon a relativity between light and
heavy (or, by association, light and dark); and is considerate: such pairs as these are con-
sidered and judged as two stars placed upon opposite ends of a mental line (of reason)
drawn between them.   Reason is exclusively pensive, linear and oppositional. It is our
masculine mask (and is far too blunt, basic and caustic . . . as in an hydroxyl lye).

Reason and justice are illogical and impossible because all that we weigh, value, question
and argue is mental and argumentative: the argument is deciduous and variable with re-
spect to its independent poles of comparison: it cannot be solved, and neither can it be
justly divided or decided. The balance point of every ‘case’ of the Id and the It can only
be found relative to some comparative weight, so as to mediate the quarrel or the conflict
(but is never sufficient to put the argument to rest). In portage we take the weight of a
supposition and shift it from side to side, and where the balance is found, we note it with
a mark (the point of which is somewhere either within or under the mark). This point
without magnitude is purely locational (and relative to the poles of two axes), and can
only express a comparative departure with regard to length and pitch or slope: the balance
reflects a point; the scale, however determines a degree (of a scale or as a step of some
ladder). The ‘point’ of civil justice is not to separate fact from fiction, or truth from false-
hood, but rather to decide a case in favour of the weight of one side, relative to that of the
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other. Like all decisions, they serve only to convict (to convince beyond reasonable
doubt) and, thereby to dispense the case. Truth (the whole truth) be told, the point of civil
justice is assessed in much the same manner as is the purity of precious metals . . . and
the underlying supposition is preferential and argumentative . . . and its intent must be
functional. The function (a generational degree distant from the argument) is based upon
a need preserve the rule and the ruler so as to regulate the state and its people.

Justice is but a search for meaning (and meaning is dependent upon the product and the
generational turnings of coefficients ––– that is, the logarithm). The meaning of the
world, or that of the word, is dependent upon the product of conflicting opposites (and is
expressed a generation distant from the efficient and independent correspondents of the
question debated and judged). I assure you, such conviction as may result is highly ques-
tionable. If a measure is very accurate but not precise, it means only that it was taken
with great care. Although I find it difficult to be serious, what I have stated above with
regard to our perception of life, its product and process, I did not state in jest. It is stated
not as fact (or as fiction), it (of necessity) is put in the declarative so as to avoid conten-
tion (and, while accepting of the risk of apparent pretense, I emphasize its sincerity). It
does not turn in winding spirals of conical towers. Permit me a few, more personal, lines.

At some moment in this life, there emerged a feeling that something was either missing
or perhaps prematurely dismissed. It lived there within me, at my very core, and would
not go away. It could be ignored for a while, however (like a nettle) it clung –– it would,
from time to time, prickle me until it got my attention (but never went away). I tried to
ignore it, and could for a time, however it would always return to needle and gnaw. This
feeling I wearied of. At a time when it appeared that I had little more to loose, I set out
upon an adventure; this was no quest (as I sought not to find nor to question –– I had no
awareness of an objective that might be possessed or held as my own . . . I searched
within for a comprehension of the nettle that wore me (but no longer worried me), that
periodically pricked at me, and that I had wearied of. Slowly, over a long and solitary
voyage, I came to beware that nettle: the nettle that became increasingly familiar (and
decreasingly prickly). Imagine: that mere burr that had so troubled me came to be the
very ‘thing’ that sustained me. The nettle became my companion, and I was not inclined
to be possessive of it . . . I sought to share it, however (before such sharing was possible)
I would have to comprehend it fully.  This required far more time than I might have sup-
posed; it took roughly a third of my natural life.

When I departed upon this voyage aboard Intuition, I left all expectation on the wharf; I
was prepared to accept all outcomes as possibly the most appropriate. I felt, and I trusted
what felt good (as what is good is not a matter of taste or the opposite of ‘bad,’ but a mat-
ter of a snug and appropriate fit). The ‘role’ of history is to unroll the twists and turns of
our torre  (so as to reveal its most fundamental truth: and tell the story). History is funny.

The self, every self, is composed (and there is no need to further explain, expound, or ex-
plicate one’s self, or any other creative composition). This personal note is included not
because it pertains to our case, but because it relates to Our Story. To further iterate any
composite is to exponentially decompose the relationship between what is posited and
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such that we posit it upon or within. After a very few iterations, what had been an integral
composition becomes a unitary and literate or platitudinous collection of pieces (each of
which is but a part of the entire collection). The relativity between a unit or piece and the
whole (or unitary) collection of pieces is quite different from the relationship between the
members (or integers) of a continent integrity (whether moving or at rest), as well as,
with the larger integrity (as distinct from a universal ‘whole’). Persons remember the in-
tegrity they both express and share membership within; they are content in their re-integ-
ration, and in their newly found ability to beware, as well as to behold and believe. Per-
sons are recognizable by virtue of their continence (as reflected in their faces).

Ortega never managed to clarify this distinction between people and persons, or why it is
so profoundly significant. The difference is similar to that between reasoned thought and
intuition –– reason is argumentative and judgmental, whereas intuition and personality
are concerned with aptitude (with what is fitting, and properly so). Reason seeks justifica-
tion, and assumes both doubt and a need to defeat doubt (for conviction); further, it
proceeds from what are essentially unitary, optimized, and formal mental constructs, and
its process is expressive of syllogistic relations. This is to say, it seeks to reckon together
(to reason together or sum up words, or optical visions, in a visually logical fashion).
Reason presupposes disagreement (in an argumentative resolution of disagreement: in
mathematical expression, an argument is an independent variable whose value determines
that of a function (the number is the argument for which the logarithm is the function).

For a person of integrity, life is not a search for fulfillment, as there is no quest for at-
tainment (nor a need for appropriation, as even virtue becomes self-evident). ‘The Word,’
is the symbolic re-presentation (argument) of the logarithmic logos, as it is mentally con-
ceived . . . in its cognitive and comprehensive representation, the word indicates the
degree to which the maximum potential burden a rational vessel may be either charged
or discharged; in a strictly pensive reading of the symbol, it locates a rotational mean be-
tween the extremes of two complementary axes: that of pitch (relative to afore and abaft,
as well as to above and below); and that of roll (relative to starboard and larboard, or left
and right); and, in consideration, seeks to combine the mean of each so as to establish a
meaning that is relative to points of yaw or of law. If you have ever been aloft, or atop a
mast of a vessel in a seaway, you would be familiar with yaw (and the extent to which
rolling and pitching are combined and magnified the higher aloft one gets. As you cling
to the masthead in a respectable seaway, you are swung violently (as you and the mast-
head etch continuous ovals in the air). There is but one mast with two poles (that of the
foot, and that of the head), and the foot is firmly anchored in its step. When at the head,
you are flung about the thin end of the mast (and the thick end of a cone). The mean of
this considerate combination is deceptive – and is dependent upon a number of variables
that are interdependent (NOT independent). The argument of the cone that represents
pensive meaning is compound and compoundable. The entire vessel (that is, the entire
entity that is symbolized by the word) grows in complexity with each iterative generation
(and these series must rock and roll on to exhaustion). The variables are numerous, and
proper to the argument; the function is the log or logarithm of the dimensional mean of a
median reckoning (or re-coning) of all compounded numerical measures relative to an
ever-changing apparent length and depth of a vessel: that is, the reckoning of the average



(the first and last of our twin causes)

5.

median between two lines that are ever-changing in their attitude. The number of the ar-
gument is the arithmetic average of the the variable dimension or extent of a line between
extremes: between the  lowest point of the keel, and the highest point of the highest mast
located at the vessel’s center of effort . . . and that of a line between the extremes of the
trailing end of a rudder or of a transom, and that of the cutwater located at the center of
lateral resistance. Where I declare that there are any number of variables, I refer to the
quantity of possible or potential poses that the hull and her rig might assume. They
are innumerable. In the un-represented cognate we compare only a single quality . . . that
of a good fit. Although ‘native,’ or relative to birth, the cognition is a reference to inter-
course . . . the very gaps that are fused in sparks of ignition.

Our vessel is, of course, the H.M.S. Metaphor: the symbolic ship of the line and the word,
is her even number and that of the line of his odd number: ships of the line are the natu-
ral expressions of your argumentative majesty. No matter if the jury decides in favor of
the former, or sides with their informal and informational product (or packet so welded),
the figurative and formative ship of state, line, word and of number sails on. So also will
the city or state of the flag that every civil vessel both flies and epitomizes . . . and even
when sunken, wrecked or destroyed in an inferno. She will again arise from the depths or
the ashes to sail again as The Phoenix. Eventually and inevitably, the series must exhaust
(and The Phoenix will be seen no more in this world). The beautiful bird of phonetics,
language, logic and number (whether called Phoenix in Egyptian and Phoenician, or
called Quetzaltototl in Nahuatl and Mezo-American myth) will reappear upon some new
planet of some new solar system to again corrupt in optimal division (as Babel is again
constructed in spiraled tiers and aisles, and Justice again reduces to tears and ashes afore
all is universally fore-gotten).

Life, as we live and perceive, is but drama. It does not begin and decease immediately;
each life arises each morning as the advent, pauses, and then falls back in an evening at
the event of each dusk. Such may also be told of a next or previous generation: a seasonal
year (either rounded or squared). The ‘shaking spear’ is a spirit as it transits in flight, ever
hesitant with respect to its variable poles (as it speeds through space and ‘makes time’ in
its appointed journey). It hesitates because it is aware that its target of destination – its
destiny –  may or may not  be achieved in the end (or, even if struck, may well disap-
point). Every such life, and every such journey, requires an answer in fulfillment of its
destiny. All that we perceive of life and reality is hypothetic: the dawn begs the question,
whilst the setting settles the answer. The thesis is subjected, and found under our inquisi-
tive monarchs. Both (circuitous realms and those of rectitude) are equally quick and
deadly, and their voyage in space and time is pathetic  . . . indeed, hyper-thetic (over or
beyond the pathos, or path, that we sense).  Understanding requires hypostasis: in theol-
ogy, this is a god-head; in science and reason, it is a fundament, a base, of all standing
and observation from which station all is to be under stood. Both are exclusively pensive.

It is always the cod that becomes odd –– as it is the quant and the quarter that evens (yet
is thought odd) and for which the prime and reflexive generation is named and based . . .
and is always estranged in our quantitative calculations and calculus. In Creation (of Self)
our base is the cod of our quant: the sabbatical quarter (or two bits) that always evens in
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just proportion and gender).  In the artful self-creation, that of Pan (or whatever we might
call the universal god-head, or the gender assigned), the composition was not complex (or
woven together), however was compounded and confounded: as this new ‘son’ iterated
his silent name. Pan did not reiterate, but silently spoke it once. He immediately became
agitated, as he came to be what he called himself: this was the prime event . . . the start of
all that eventuated (and all that is ultimate and inevitable): of all drama. The Integrity of
our precise and integral members suddenly ceased to be (and all came about or jibed in
temperate and temporal exchanges, each tempered by what Was and what Will). In this
act of regal self-aggrandizement (at least in effect) a third of the cob or Ka WAS split
into twos. From this moment we must proceed with great regard and respect.

The independent third of the precise form that, when assembled, was a cube, would be
membered and remembered as a cube-bit, but soon to be numbered as two. He became
The Spirit, whilst the part that Pan partnered (Aegipan) became one too. The original
spirit that spoke is put into motion (agitated, or distilled), whilst his partner seeks to re-
strain his excesses. What is germane (in the extreme) to these proceedings, is the start of
numbers: as the integer of a third split in two, our third and odd member split into units.
What could not have been foreshadowed were the ramifications of Pan’s decisive act: all
prior members of Integrity also came to be included in this (now) universal ‘whole.’

Whereas there had been three members (as integers) in absolute and precise portions of
one just Cube, the odd one expressed as one integer of a third (or 1:3) and the doublet as
two-thirds (or 2:3). In unitary numbers we must tote both the fractured member and the
un-fractured doublet in units or parts, represented fractionally (as 1/3 and 2/3).  Were we
to count the parts there are now four units: the doublet (the mother, of our Kabba) would
be two integers, and the unattached ‘nail’ or cleaver would be one integer: this is The
Trinity. If we use integral ‘cubits’ to tally magnitude, we get three (two cubits to the dou-
blet and one additional to the unattached. In quantified bits, our tally becomes a
universal tote, in base ten, the quantified total is expressed: 2 for our doublet, and 1 for
our unattached ‘nail’ or wedge, or 3. In the moment of conception (of the capital ‘split’),
the ‘nail’ comes to express two proportional units: Pan and Aegipan. The quantified total
is 1 bit each for Pan and Aegipan, and 4 bits for the doublet (and a tote of 6) – plus 1 fur-
ther and ‘empty’ unit for the tote . . . and a totem of 7. There is an effective ‘gap’
between each collection of 6 in a tote or purse: this expression is gapped or confound in a
sack, however every collection must also be expressible in its reciprocal. The reciprocal
is constrictive, whilst that gapped is articulated in spans of release and relief. In the recip-
rocal (the tense and heated temper), we have laps in place of gaps. Here our tote of 6 is
reduced to quintessence, as 6 is compressed to the limit of 1 unit. We prefer our number
and numerals expressed in even bases (and expressive of rectitude, or ‘on the square’); if
our base is odd, our expressions are circular and stringent. What we constantly fail to re-
spect or regard is the essential cadence of number sponding and responding to the Law of
Reciprocity, in a tempo that alternates, that rocks and that rolls, as a block and a ball. It’s
the basis of all sponsors and spondees, of leaders and followers, and of all brokered deals:
of square holes and round wheels. The natural illusion of alters and falters for lack of co-
operation and comprehension . . . the wheeling and dealing of commerce and sex.
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Were someone selling widgets, they would price them so much per unit (and the unit
would likely be packaged). This correlation between cubits and units is essential, and we
must keep in mind the difference (what each names): cubits are associative with volumi-
nous portions or bits of integrity; units are associative with parts differentiated on the
basis of attachment or non-attachment (or by any one of a host of other differentiating
qualifications). A unit can represent the most minute part of a widget . . . or, it can refer
to an entire and assembled widget (wherein unities are counted as units). This might
sound absurd and confused, however we have found a way around that confusion in
mathematics –– what we do is simple (and deceptive) in the extreme: we count points
without either volume or area. We do this by reducing everything to a locational point
that has no dimension of magnitude (and is, therefore, non-existent, except for its argu-
ment) . . . and we count this as a first dimension. This location refers to the intersection
of two lines upon a grid, red, or net (set upon two complementary axes). You would be
very familiar with the scheme. We then separate all things corporeal into that ‘generation’
of ‘degree’ associated with our cube . . . and, we assume from this scheme: ‘In the be-
ginning’ there was but a void uncontained. It may sound amazing to you that we might
ever come to so universally accept such a scheme . . . however, when you think of how
quickly we forgot the reason we use the scheme, we soon come to apply it automatically.
What is so seductive about our universal and dimensional scheme is its utility: its capac-
ity to both combine all, whilst also being able to exclude all (but one); in a word: it (the
word, is pan-sonic.  Once we forgot what degrees truly represent (and how many there
are in a given generation or base, a great deal was confused. Most critical of all that we
have forgotten, however, is the close association between a cubit and a degree.

Both of our proportions are expressive of an integral relationship, and are fully just ra-
tions. That of pi is directly associated with the unattached ‘odd’ member (as a third of the
volume of the cube); that of phi is directly associated with the even member or ‘doublet’
(as two thirds of the cube). The cube: its voluminous integrity (the composite and conti-
nent limits of potential charge and discharge) remains unchanged through all generic
degrees. It does not, however, hold with respect to quanta, or quantitative relations that
accept the dimensional scheme of arithmetic (and arrhythmic) number . . . and it is not
difficult to see why. When we measure, we make a mark that gauges the departure be-
tween two ‘things’ that possess either area or space; the stance of each of those particular
‘things’ is ignored (we measure only the spans between stands or stances). We also
measure in units that are exclusively linear and associated with location only (not posi-
tion). Were we to attempt to measure distance in cubits, we would have to be aware of
the generation or degree of these things that we measure. This is true of all integral meas-
ures (of volume and of area and of departure). With units we do not (and a unit can
represent anything (except magnitude of area or of volume . . . for which we must
‘square’ or ‘cube’ our units). What it cannot except or accept is integrity. The magnitude
of ‘things’ universally changes in generational degrees: we are not aware of this. The
greatest generational changes (or cyclical degrees) are relative and reciprocal; they are
happenings that are also eventual, and happen very seldom. When they do, however
(when measured in chronological time) in each cycle they appear to return more quickly
(or the events seem closer together) as they progress. You can get a sense of this by
graphing the fractional values of phi as illustrated in the Fibonacci series: each expression
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diminishes in error as their points rise above or fall below the mean (set by 1/1) as the
series (and its irrational points) move ever closer to the mean that is but is not.

Phi is a proportion: an integral expression of composite portions (that is, of area or vol-
ume), but the ‘golden ratio’ is not (it expresses a fraction that confirms the relations of a
whole divided such that the larger fractional part is to the larger as the larger is to the
whole). This ‘whole’ is arithmetically expressed as a unit, and represents a totally fused
or confused sum of all parts welded as one (the result is necessarily unjust and irrational).
Or, it may express the reciprocal: an absolute chaos of detached and innumerable and
indistinguishable parts. As an integral relationship between a cubit and a doublet is ex-
pansive and contractive in association with natural generations . . . in integers: Phi
remains at 2:3. So also does Pi remain at 1/3, as it expresses a cubit. The cubit is to the
doublet, as (in the reciprocal) the doublet is to the cubit . . . always. Each of these univer-
sal degrees that happen so rarely are reflective of this reciprocity, and the progression is
one of doubling and halving . . . a process that compounds. It does not, however, begin
and end with an arithmetic whole (and cannot be endlessly divided and multiplied). Phi,
quite simply, is the reciprocal of pi (and vice versa), however not the arithmetic recipro-
cal. Integers do not divide, they reciprocate: the reciprocal of 1:3 is 2:3 (as the reciprocal
of 90 degrees is 270 degrees, because all degrees are expressions of an integrity of an
arithmetic .33333 in base ten, or of 3 in base four . . . an integrity expressed in base two
number is impossible; arithmetically an integer is ¾ of a unit (a quarter is to a half, as a
half is to a unit . . . a process of doubling). So why then do we see but round pegs and
square holes, or the mirror image of square pegs and round holes? I hesitate to answer,
however in this instance I must: the reason is simple – too simple – we see as we do as a
function of thought: ‘cogito ergo sum’ . . . to be is to comprehend beware each gentle
breath (the zephyr brought inward is inspired, held and released), to be once more inhaled
automatically, naturally, integrally, and reflexively. I smoke so that I may be periodically
reminded of this that is so instinctive, and always taken for granted. There are no leaders
nor followers . . . only aspirations and the expectations that necessarily follow.

Generations and their cycles are misinterpreted as a function of our panoramic convic-
tions . . . especially with respect to number, distance and time. These natural and
generational cuts that divide and accrete are less than precise (accurate, yes, but each
takes its toll). The ‘toll’ is related to arithmetic bases, as well as to all quantification: to
the sacrificial ‘cod’ or packet of each quanta, as well as that of all codes: the quant that
changes with each arithmetic base and generation. The quant of each successive genera-
tion is equivalent to a unit in each base (beyond base three, as base four is that of
integrity), assuming that a unit expresses the smallest ration of a whole in each base. In
base four the sum of potentially equal divisions is three, and in all bases the sum is one
unit less than the base. We do not associate bases with progressive generations (and can-
not, because we have no way to know how many generations preceded). We feel justified
to think that the base we work in is arbitrary (and but a matter of convenience). The same
is assumed with respect to feeling justified when we assume that a degree in this genera-
tion is 1/360.
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In the base we find most comfortable, our quanta is a ‘bag’ that may hold but nine things.
The capital ‘thing’ is the ‘bag,’ packet, pocket, or purse that contains the nine. The ex-
pression ‘lock, stock, and barrel’ identifies all three aspects. The lock is the hole, the
stock is the branch that cuts it off, and the barrel is both taken together: a barrel, the quid
that is the ‘sum thing’ of all quotes and all quotas (and every barrel is longer than it is
wide or thick). When filled to capacity, the barrel is capped, and each time it is opened
and tipped, at least one of nine some-things escape, and are spent from the till (until all
are gone, and it contents are nil). If a cask, the lid is sealed, and a small hole is drilled or
bored; this hole is plugged with a bung that is struck and then tapped. Now it is the gated
bung that holds as a switch: a quat of quite limited tails.  The bung is as a diminutive bar-
rel, regularly tapped open and closed, until all the cask’s contents are gone (and the cask
is tapped out). In theory our barrel is completely discharged, and vacant and emptied of
things; in practice it is now charged with air, and the faint handle of the wisp of naught:
the hair of the dog, the essence that lingers as a zephyr in remembrance of the barrel and
still. Not the crack of the whip, and the what of the will.

The cask is a the bar-gun that’s loaded or charged, and struck with a bung (a deal that is
struck, and sealed with a clasping of two hands as one; the hand that is holding, is that
which is freed . . . is now free to tap it, to open and close, the bung of the barrel of the
that was of the hand that is held). The bung is the diminutive of the cask: its natural itera-
tion. It is the cask and the casket that is to be remembered in comprehension. The ‘little’
one dispenses fluids of liquids and airs, whilst the one its attached to is un-brokered and
unbroken (as all that is broken is the seal  . . . the seal that is celebrate and celebrated in
wax on the lid of each cask and each casket, and etched as the maker’s mark. The Royal
Seal that is cardinal negates that neglected (in strutting and fretting in errant and brilliant
arias); ‘tis the naught of the dregs – the dram of all dramas – that which is left is the es-
sence of just . . . the sentimental leavings of our once integral soul (now settled as tars
upon soles of all vessels), compressed by each stroke of degree, that becomes the sea-
sonal tares that add flavour . . . the mints that are minced (and their particulate powers
measured by nets, that no longer grace our stringent cities; cities and states now ruled by
spirits in opposition, and the mark of their ruler are as points that lack bases, in their ex-
haustive arbitrations that must surely implode). All points must go back to the mark that
is true, that affirms contentment and joins as hands clasped and un-zealous . . . that of
the holding of breadth, and that which is held in expansive volume. The breath that is
exhaled and expressed may be spent, however (like a moment held and unspent) is
wasted . . . the purse always retains the zephyr of naught, and a hint of the mint that is as
timeless as the sleeping and fathomless ocean, that never forgets her surface and is never
empty as nil, nor forever still. She comprehends, and respires in breaths that are true.

The seal of The Covenant is not impressed in wax on the topside of the lid: the code of
the cod is found in the coupling of the former with the form that is cast, and is marked
clearly upon the base . . . of each generative casting. The prime form is Naught, and the
impression she makes on the buttocks of those twins first cast was a wedge or a key . . .
impressed by the stem of the leaf that is left . . . at the bottom of all natural souls . . . as a
cleft.
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The dashes between each period are masked by the background, as these words and punc-
tuations are placed upon a page of any table or tablet (the abstract media) in graphic
presentations of representation. We all look upon the representation from our circum-
stances below: we see but three dashes as one –––  the masculine standing is from below
the surface (and the masculine mode is that of understanding circumstance; feminine vis-
tas, however, are looked down at, from our arcade situated above: and we see only what
the odd dots snatch (the stitches and stretches: each discrete from that before and that af-
ter). The masculine vantage is from beneath all that is standing (and is seen as sapient
understanding), and sees all but his stance; whilst the station of feminine gender is estab-
lished at a static place above the surface (and is superstitious,  anchored above the active
sessions of stitches and their recesses). The Pied Piper is of both genders . . . that is what
makes him/her so desire-able: he/she can see from both points of view, and change back
and forth, and over and under, however in natural and universal constructs the harle-
quin is singularly male. This, dear sisters, is a matter of preferential fact. All lives are
presented as fictive drama, not because, but by cause, of the seductive powers of Pan.

Were we faithful to our perspective, we would not venerate the light and dash as we tend
to. In superstition the mark is seen as three discrete periods that must be stitched together
so as to continue in sequences perforated in terms glimpsed (and stitched together into
more lyrical conceptions of all that is naturally reproduced and represented in graphic
iterations). Both points of view are defective: Truth cannot be interpreted: Truth may
only be comprehended directly, through the persistence of faithful remembrances. Truth
may but be directly and intuitively comprehended, and, should Truth ever be trolled or
told, what is momentarily grasped with heart and with soul, what is comprehended will
be lost the moment we enter the marketplace. Whomsoever might state such integral truth
is, in no manner, regal or royal, cardinal or pure . . . if faithfully stated, when finally com-
prehended, integrally and justly, such privilege would be granted as a pardon (but not by
some judge or some judgment, no monarch, nor lord . . . but through the realization that
we are all to be remembered in our integrity and reformed as units with bases
instinctively marked. Truth is neither graphic nor phonic, nor in any manner representa-
tive of any thing: there is no ‘it’ to be found or discovered (and known in fullness, to be
so noted). Neither may some path of discipline be taken or taught. The Essence we all
follow with our noses slightly above ground, is always passed over (our thesis is felt
only as a gentle breeze that stirs in the stillness of naught).

As it turns out, what we have to say could only be said in its brief (and most compressed)
form and case. To state more could but serve to distract from the very heart of what it is
that we say, and is hopefully heard. Such distraction could only further diminish through
compression (and confuse both the core and its equally essential periphery). Spirits unfla-
voured are as gin without the hint of Juniper, or as money without a hint of the mint; so
also are words left unseasoned without starts pointed and picante, and finishes quite more
basic and blunt.

The sensual essence of money and words is that of mint (of Juno Moneda): like all such
essential tars, it permeates all within the bag that contains a handful of silver coins (the
target) as they are minted. All of this would appear but a question of preference, and in-
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deed, it is. Preference leads all, however must not serve to exclude the essential tar.  The
purse that is worked for or won in competition is the prize that is sought (and aimed for).
It is why we learn to play follow the leader (yet leader and follower are as they are only
as a matter of sequence). They are as The Essence (of the feminine twins): one is sus-
pended and still, and the other floats about as a feather to momentarily settle upon The
Sole of their pouch or cod: Their Dynamic (for which both are named) may only be en-
abled by the oldest of mints: The Tar. It is He that permeates all in all cods, and seasons
them with his transient permanence: This most essential of tars, is the stickiest and
stringiest of all mints, as he circulates in historic profusion. He is named for (but may
never be aimed for) the ordinary berry of Juniper. Only when tackled and rigged with a
length by his line of two ends, may the Dynamic potential Sisters become the Dynamo
for which they are named (and their creative potential be realized in mutual satisfaction).
The Target is One, and Just in Proportion: The Twins of Gemini are particular, as two
peas in a pod: we aren’t,  we but await an end that is odd (and a means to achieve it).

People are constantly in search of this or that: they strive to extend most everything, but
especially their wealth, their power, their influence, and their tenure (that of their own
existence). Persons do not: persons are content in their aptitude (in their apt, sufficient
and approbate being). We may, perhaps, now begin to comprehend why the recent loss of
our sense of what it means to be a person may be thought lamentable. we, personally, can
lament the Cadmean cost of such forgetfulness (however we do feel strongly that it is
time we began remembering (especially our selves).  The self, though a unit, is also an
integer, and a just member of our shared integrity. Each person, as all persons, is a com-
posite that personifies a set of twins that is integral and potentially dynamic . . . once
properly relieved by a masculine line (both his bitter end and that standing). It is but our
constant conversation that impedes an ending of our binary predicament.

Should this fitting relationship be comprehended, we might raise a charged shot of spirits
or of wine flavored with the essence to our lips (and discharge our toast). We all have our
preferences, and have for a very long spell. This is but well, as with almost all periods in
time, there are spans to be stitched . . . and one to be dropped or left out. Refer to the
mark of the maker: there are three dots, but only two dashes between them.

When cultures become excessively pensive, evaluative and judgmental, they also become
confused (especially with regard to gender). Even gender and sex are confused, as society
grows ever more stringent and astringent; all of the slack is drawn tight around and
within, as the weight of countless pennies or feathers grows more and more burdensome,
amid demands for penitence (and cries for mercy) that increase in frequency, volume and
intensity.

Phonetics, sounded languages, like all things (even the light thing, verdinglicht) were got-
ten from the sea, and from those who have sailed upon the seven seas. Seamen have
always been an especially diverse crew (but for their sex). They learned to converse
largely through gestures, and then through utterances, and have but recently begun to for-
get.
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Nautical terms and nomenclature argot from the source (from the ‘man’ who is not a
man, and remains un-named). We must admit to a certain fondness for all sailors, and es-
pecially buccaneers. It may be observed that all must one day return to the sea (ah yes:
the restless and eternal sea). So rise up your vessels, me hearties, from their soles, so as to
charge and discharge them with a dram of minted spirits . . . in a toast of re-memory: “To
The Mother of All: Eternal Mother, strong to save, whose arm hath bound the restless
wave.” Hear, Hear! To the fathomless Naught, from whom all is begged and bought.

There are two ends to every line (but not a beginning end and a terminal end): a running
end and a standing or butt-end. There are many lines aboard every ship (but only a soli-
tary rope). That rope is knotted with walls and with crowns: tis tied to the pendulous
clinger used to strike the bell of each half of each hour throughout all watches in four
hour cycles. The first bell announces both the end of that passed and the start of that be-
gun and is struck as one; the last in the series  that announces is struck eight times in sets
of two, but the watch is not over until the capital bell (the transcendent and singular bell
is struck). Each strike of the bell rings with a fullness of sound that reverberates . . . and
possesses a magnitude of duration. This case, as all cases, is not opened and closed: it is
opened as it is closed . . . if you need an answer, just “Knock Three Times on the Win-
dow”  . . . if you need not, you need only think twice (at once naughty and nice). This
case is not objective, and is not subject to review.

^  ^^  ^^ ^  ^^ ^^  ^^ ^^ ^  ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^  ^^ ^^ ^^ ^  ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^  ^
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Enclosure From the Less Civil Sister

NAUGHTY AND NICE
All meaning is a function of all that turns about whatever it is that comes to be central to our
lives. Whenever that which renders meaning, and becomes central to our being, is torn from us
or otherwise lost, we are bereaved . . . and sometimes we feel aggrieved in our grief. The ex-
treme of lamentation and suffering is the agony of bereavement. In bereavement we are left as an
empty shell (as a function of losing our core: all that had come to be central in our lives) with the
loss of our sister and mate.  To attempt the assignment of blame is folly: the aggrieved can never
be justly compensated (as the aggrieved party always values what was lost more highly than do
those who may either be lost or are possibly culpable. When dispossessed of such that is thought
of as a mate that is central, there is no mean value (and no means of evaluation) that could fully
compensate for what was torn from our core, and had been dear to our hearts. There can be no
justice, bar the return of such that was taken.  All who are bereaved are diminished by half,
sometimes respond to such loss with anger: an intemperate tightness in flashes of tension and of
distress. We search for a means by which to relieve this tightness and anger, for a focus so as to
direct blame . . . we look both inward and outward. As we grieve, we seek relief as we angrily
search for someone or something to blame. Blasphemy is the expression of evil words or deeds,
and must be directed either inwardly or outwardly. When we refuse to express this anger as blas-
phemy or blame, in remorse we too often indulge in self-pity.

The bereaved appear limited to a choice between two unsatisfactory options: They must seek re-
lief through venting their anger formally and legally through accusations of blasphemy, overtly
in violence, or internally (through blaming themselves in blasphemes, whether thought or en-
acted). These are not options: they are neither exclusive nor necessary. The aggrieved and the
bereaved often question their own possible quilt (at least to some degree), and self prosecution
and persecution is as unsatisfactory as is the venting of one’s anger upon some other people or
group of people. We always question ourselves: “had I done this rather than that; “had I thought
to be more this or less that” . . . this foolish list goes on and on to no avail. To feel sorrow for
one’s loss is to express a natural pity, and such sorrow may be either sympathetic or simply pa-
thetic; for the aggrieved or the bereaved, as for all who are sympathetic, the time for mourning
and anguish is natural . . . however it must pass; allowing it to dwell for too long is to be con-
sumed  by grief.

We hear talk of something called closure. I cannot see what it is that is closed; perhaps the case,
the wound, or the path and the way. I suspect it is a reference to the case. It is the way that is pa-
thetic (relative to pathos, as a feeling of the way). Relief cannot be found should the way to it be
closed. Some would ask where the way that is felt leads, or what it leads to; the more pertinent
question relates to a relief of anger and tension. Relief cannot be found whilst walking a path
toward some always questionable conviction. It may only be found through reefing . . . by short-
ening the tackle that remains, and carrying less sail. I can almost see your eyebrow arch.

To reeve is a very wholesome verb. Its meaning is central to all upon either side of the mast or
the sprit, and on either the upside or downside of every foot. The reef is the service that serves to
complete (in relief). One may reeve a line through twin dead-eyes . . . as he would fill the voids
that exist at each core. When served and reefed (or shortened), the lines are tightened (and the
span between the twin dead-eyes is diminished). Each shroud terminates in twin dead-eyes, and
also comes in matched pairs (the one to one side, and the other to the other). Should one of the
lines roven or reeved  between any set of these four dead-eyes part or be severed, the shroud that
still stands is bereaved. Hopefully, the spar that was fully supported still stands also (however the
spar that is central will not stand still until the shroud that remains standing is reefed). Once the
remaining tackle is reefed or shortened, the spar that is central no longer grieves in whips and in
jerks . . . and, whilst not as stable as afore, it is far less likely to fall. Once the line that was
parted is re-reeved and reefed, the rig is repaired and the vessel and crew may carryon as before,
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with full faith in their rig. As gender is so essential and, indeed, generic, it is very strange that we
universally fail to see its fundamental, powerful and generative correspondence – we not only
fail to comprehend what it is, but (more essentially and regrettably), we fail to see or behold the
dynamic and creative trinity of the was that was  (and is presently re-membered). Only the lines
are masculine; all the remaining tackle is feminine in gender (sex is but a manifestation of gen-
der). Gender is composite and perspective (relative to how we see), sex is binary and exclusive
(and relative to what is optimally and optically seen). Gender is preferential; sex is not a matter
of preference (as in all binary oppositions, either ‘x’ is and ‘y’ is not, or vice versa). Our prefer-
ence is feminine and composed.

Without a comprehension of gender, we endlessly search for a knowledge that is as allusive as
our corrupted visions. We see only the relations relative either particularity (in terms of all that
can be seen and differentiated) . . . or we see only the lines or strings that bind or stretch in ordi-
nation (and vibration). The Mothers of all and everlasting potential are our twins (the two, when
twined together are Named Dynamo). Both our maternal twins are feminine, and both are hal-
lowed (and not left un-carved). The miracle that brings a smile to both of their faces demon-
strates their relations, and exemplifies their dynamic power is enabled by the twine that runs be-
tween us. A couple uncoupled cannot be named (as it is wholly particular, chaotic, and lacking in
power): these ladies are in waiting (but surely not passively seated or inactive). Their power and
potential may only be manifest when they share the same line . . . a line that runs through them
(and becomes the lights in their eyes). The eyes of each are hallowed and rounded, and it is in
their eyes that the one mother differs from her off-sider: the leading lady (anchored and staid) is
possessed of at least two eyes, whilst her lower, following, and active follower is always pos-
sessed of one fewer. What they wait for is that which might join them (so as to make their poten-
tial manifest . . . and thereby enable what, independently and particularly, was but unfulfilled po-
tential. This seemingly interminable waiting could only be relieved – and the twins finally re-
membered and re-coupled – by a reefer that might run through them . . . by a line of two ends.
What runs between them was celebrated with wax upon the evening of the First Day . . . and is
yet remembered in celebration but once every year (upon the evening of the Halloween). The
Name that is hallowed is that of the restless and eternal sea . . . that of our Eternal Mother. Her
Name could not be pronounced until the blocks were both carved, and a rover reeved through
them (so as to unleash their potential, and enable them to come closer together through a pull on
the reefing line that twined and ran through them. It is but the twisted and laid line of two ends
that is masculine. This process of tackling always begs the vexing question of sex.

To be vexed is to be agitated, and agitation is masculine. All of this need not be so puzzling; it
is, however something of a puzzle, and it springs up in our confusion between gender and sex: it
permeates all the nouns and names under the law of symbolic speech (the lexicon or lexis +
icon). As with most of our legislated laws, they are better thought of as rules (as the measures of
some ruler): it is our formal systems of representation that we are ruled and fooled by.

Although carried as tackle, and delivered as a natural son, the child so conceived, nurtured and
issued is optically and formally seen as a son, but in truth all that is delivered in birth (bar the
cord of connection) is feminine. The masculine aspect is always disposed of at birth (along with
most of the connective cord that is knotted and severed so as to leave only that which is naval).
The knave is dispensed, left or taken away to desiccate and decompose. The child seen and kept
(the full-bodied one) is doubly aggrieved, as she has lost her sister, as well as the line that served
to conduct and connect. Irregardless of sex, the child kept is feminine in gender.

There is no ‘sin’ to be pardoned, no case to be tried. Our grief is universally shared, and almost
hopelessly confounded. To search for some reason is folly, however all faith is not lost . . . for,
we are reminded, naught is not nil.

Although I’ve but one winking eye between my twin cheeks, these lines that are broken are spo-
ken in the hope that they might serve to relieve: the burdens your carry; and to remind us of the
twin sides of each lief. For to behold them as one is the base of belief.
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Some rules (as a writer) I find very difficult to keep . . . especially that which says we should not
use the passive voice, and that which tells us not to use the word nice. Well, I must confess: I am
guilty on both counts. If I am true to the character that I am and that I play in this production, I
must say (in all sincerity) all I ever wanted to be (and be seen as) was a pacific and nice fellow.
Probably we are told not to use the word ‘nice’ because we hardly ever use it in any manner
aside from the way it is commonly interpreted: as a synonym for good or pleasant. A nice person
is an ignorant person (one who does not know). That’s me . . . I prefer not knowing (and not ex-
pecting). Although once agnostic, I was such not because I did not believe, but because I could
not be convinced of some ‘truth’ that I did not fully believe. Finally, I have come to believe be-
cause I do not expect, and because I do not seek conviction.  Forgive me this personal paragraph.

Truly, as Confucius reportedly said, he knew but one ‘big’ thing . . . with which he managed to
permeate most all. Oh surely, it is helpful to be familiar with the theater and the stage . . . espe-
cially in the context of writing this addendum. “I don’t know’ is the phrase I have repeated most
often in life (to myself especially). The answers to all these question nobody can know . . . how-
ever I feel quite confident that the one thing ‘the hedgehog knew’ (and that confuses us) is to
keep our noses to the ground . . . and to listen with care also.

Truth unveiled is non-particular, and is not to be contra posed with falsehood. Truth is not pure,
as those who think they know it all fancy themselves: is not as twenty four carat gold. Neither is
it as a newborn babe, absolutely unadulterated. Truth reciprocates: does not turn upon a median
point between poles: Truth rises and falls (as the blocks and falls of our tackle), and may be
smelt or glimpsed in our natural lives, however is only beheld by those persons who look from
both within and without. It is the masculine light that deceive, bedazzles, and bewitches us. Yes,
the hexes and exes of all seers (arcane and enlightened) concoct the same potions, cast the same
spells, and seduce all with their knowledge and brilliance . . . they are masculine all. It is only in
our schemes of symbolic representation that their formal laws and nets appear to hold water, yet
sift out the core from the hull. It is the hull that beholds with both arms . . . and all vessels (those
that insulate, those that hold, and those that conduct) are, as any sailor truly feels to the soul,
feminine in gender. Never have I heard a sailor reefer to a vessel as ‘him.’
In the virtual dramas we play out time and again, in time we call real, we are fooled by all bril-
liance and bathe in the sun . . . our attention is caught like, and by, each fawn caught in a spot-
light that is always moving on to catch the next one. It is not the pied piper that mesmerizes the
young and the old, but our visions of the jester and joker who plays his own organ (and is con-
stantly changing his costume to please and seduce); but then he also is playing a role (and but a
virtual star of interpretation, almost always misread).

Truth cannot be held or grasped, and neither can truth be known: yet the dynamic and reciprocat-
ing character of truth is everywhere to be found in nature . . . in our natural theater, in all names,
all words, and (especially) in myth and in mirth; yet Truth is beyond knowledge and nature.

We are, from birth, possessed by two adoring mothers (who are seen as one): there is the mother
that rises and falls as the prow of a ship . . . and there is the stern mother, who is steady (and
teaches regard and respect). As feminine girls and boys, we quickly come to reason, and question
in a singularly masculine mode . . . and, as we mature into women and men, our thinking be-
comes distinctly more masculine (but not always all of our preferences).

As a boy and a man, I have always been fond of the sea: to be held in her arms (soft to save) . . .
and to behold her primal beauty (even as her surface became ruffled by some petty conflict be-
tween opposing queens left bereft and bewildered, as their tempers flared). At such moments I
could do naught but dog the hatches and sustain their wrath. I also had a fondness for pirates, as
it appeared they comprehended. Say what you will, those freebooting denizens had style. Virtue
is masculine and male: not truth (> virtus: manly worth).

The key to comprehending why the natural series is not infinite, as well as to why the ‘whole’ is
not equal to the sum of its parts, is the code for which the civil and creative code is named (and
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which we (pirates excluded) always fail to acknowledge. The cod or pod is basic: it provides a
continent base that, in language, serves to limit prattle or avoid babble: it is as the coda or tail-
end of discreet expression. In language, the coda serves to punctuate each complete sentence (or
term). Without the butt-end (the buttock or prat), language would become prate and indetermi-
nate . . . our sentences or terms would necessarily run on and on (and our numbers would be-
come un-quantifiable). The endless flow of a babbling brook is contra posed by the gesticular
and navicular utterance of pirates. Language is the very hallmark of civility, and the difference
between a denizen and a citizen has long been measured with respect to the civility of one’s
tongue: both denizens and citizens were naturally born within (the garden, and considered natural
to it). Citizens, however, were of a privileged minority. This privilege is closely associated with
their lineage,  and such lineage (once established) was most clearly expressed in the dress and
speech of those allowed to govern and take vows (vote). All others natural to the city, were deni-
zens (and looked down upon by citizens, in both monarchic and in democratic systems).  Pirates,
no matter their native culture, were all seamen . . . and the great majority were denizens. The key
to The Code (as in music) is in the base (the clef).

Pirates, real pirates, were largely aggregations of dispossessed and displaced people (some of
whom had once been privileged and influential), however all had been dispossessed (and had
little yet to lose, apart from their lives and their souls). Some of the more influential, those famil-
iar with the significance of the skull and crossbones, imposed a strict code upon all who joined in
this ‘brotherhood’ of the sea. Known for their daring aggression and an affinity with (and for)
their spirits, they continue to epitomize the very antithesis of civility (and, in their speech and in
their dress, they took pleasure in mocking all civil pretense). Some continued to reference their
lineage, however were far more concerned with their reputation and honor (as men and as ship-
mates). It is their speech and their dress, however, that most intrigues us (even today, those
among us who are least civil celebrate ‘Talk Like a Pirate Week’). Being an aggregation com-
posed of the flotsam and jetsam of many cultures and races, and given the need for precise com-
munication when working a ship, what ‘talking like a pirate’ implies is the inverse of linguistic
particularization. Since so much shipboard communication cannot be dependant upon orders,
questions, or responses being heard, these herds of disparate and desperate souls made full use of
such nautical gestures as they had learned aboard ships that flew this or that civil standard or
banner. This gesticulate capacity was augmented by the devolution of a common tongue (that is,
presumably, not all that different from that uttered before Babel (from which all named words
and languages evolved . . . at the very least, in its process and mode). We say ‘uttered’ because it
is more closely associated with what is put out of an opening in spurts, than with a more formal,
flowing, and cursive system (the cadence being not dissimilar from what might have come out of
the ‘lowerings’ of the Cadmean cow: the cadent ‘falling off’ between one squirt and the next). It
is the cadence that is beatific, and the very soul of all that is quantifiable. There is no shame in
being fooled by the shim-sham of the shimmering light of a day, as we are all but ‘creatures of a
day.’ Nor be those more civil ashamed of their inquisitive nature. It is, however, almost time for
transcendence (as all great rivers flow to the sea as they exit their deltas). The code of all true
pirates be simple: “All for One and One for All.” Pirates live outside the law, but all seamen say
‘be’ where landsmen say ‘are’ (and all use two ayes, and arrrrr to emphasize those who use
‘are’). ‘Tis this that we be (so avast and behold what it means to be and believe, all herdsmen no
longer pipe up with the timbre known of a hornpipe fashioned from a sheep’s bone, or who but
turn about, and hear from, another horn (and talk only in the phone of civil grammar).

Please do not misinterpret; we do not imply that pirates were any better than those who seek to
hang them: they, like their standard, were jolly and rodger (they were merry and spirited). They
were, to a man, fierce and feminine mothers (who covered their dominant eye when looking out,
but always acknowledged with two ayes). What makes pirates so helpful to this effort in compre-
hension is that they managed to remember and retain most of what civility had long ago buried
and quickly forgot. This is not a matter of taste or of preference; it is reflective of a felt need to
address all that had been displaced, forgotten or neglected.
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Comprehension does not exclude reason and knowledge: comprehension depends primarily upon
feminine intuition, but does not exclude masculine reason. These ‘hearties’ were but a thorn on
the stems of all masculine Roses –– as a troublesome nettle they could never describe. And, as
for all of those cardinal points of masculine thistles, they served only to mark each passing mo-
ment with the Maker’s Mark: with a carat to start and to finish each arc of each leaf and each
shrive (and to prescribe every penance with a feather, and sheave all together as a mere penny-
weight in terms that are cloven . . . so that every idea might keep and be kept, as one and as all,
contained in a cod or a chest as yet undelivered).

I am not inclined to ‘make a case’ for or against either; what I would say is that the masculine
wedge that pushes apart and pulls together is as the cleavage between the ‘The Girls’ . . . without
which, each word and each thought would be indiscreet, undefined, strident, and without stance
or substance (hopelessly confused as the rock, or constantly and instantly flowing  . . .  as the
font of all purity . . . the sham of all time that is measured in strides without steps). We have no
shame, as we take our leaf . . . as we hold its stem, and behold the shamrock as One: so too is
true of the flower and her bower (the fleur-de-les). As with Truth, when dried and pressed be-
tween the pages of some book, it is rendered, tried, and either forgotten or mistaken: such is fully
true of the answer to every question. Yet all that art, both cultured and sylvan, may also serve as
reminders –– as fame is as illusory and transitory, and fans fan the flames of all that is blamed
and shamed. Even the Naked Lady may stand without shame, as she once was but leaves (that
appeared barren of both buds and fluorescent pedals). Truth and Being is both as naughty as the
florescent Lily or Rose, and as nice as the sylvan Shamrock and Thistle. The abundance of all
that is formal and cultured, is imagined particularly (as pieces-of-eight) and measured in units of
weight. Pieces so valued are assessed on the basis of relativities that revolve about sequences,
expressed in absolutes: of relative values considered more or less this extreme or the other; and
compared to a standard that is flown by each order (of magnitude, of plentitude, of attitude, lon-
gitude  and, especially, of altitude). The essential standard is indispensable (and the gram of all
grammar).

Now, even that is dispensed of (but not yet forgotten): the weight of a feather . . . is now thought
insignificant. I hesitate to ask what might have happened to the Prime Law of Reciprocity . . .
and the capacity to beware that the extremes of twin poles cannot be left to flutter betwixt and
between two extremes. The standard must stand upon its ground, and possess a stance (of mag-
nanimous value); an instant is as a stride without stance (or a rod without a staff). A mid-point
will serve only to render both the unitary pole and its units ludicrous and funny. Without a stan-
dard degree for each generation, and a memory of where it comes from, any natural system
becomes purely funicular and absurd . . . immediately reciprocating between extremes in convul-
sions that vibrate in cosmic platitude and chaotic rectitude. The spans must be punctuated, and
accounted.

I drink to the cleavage, as well as to the selvedge, and prey that we may come again to see that
all feminine bodies and masculine spirits are planted, nurtured, and flourish in their diversity.
May their versions and visions be sung in soliloquy and our vistas be seen in the solitude that is
perspective (and never lonely). For (although our portions may vary) we, if the meal of justice is
just, are as one . . . differentiated, yet unquestionably one, and essentially the same (and not to be
measured, or valued as better or the inverse). Yes, surely: our images, characters, cultures and
languages are distinct . . . as distinct as the myriad of colours in a spectrum. As in the Rainbow
of Minerva, all distinction is blurred. As with any bow or arch, all that is of the bow is to share
the name of the bow. To transit the moment of any arc is as to transit the rainbow: instant, con-
stant, and impossible to mediate without reference to the colours diffused (but not differentiated).
Value is quite another thing: value is expressed in shades and shadows . . . and is differentiated. I
beg you hear us when we say that the value of all colours in the spectrum are also the same (or
indifferent) . . . however all moments are not the same. With respect to value, there is none (The
Vessel is Invaluable). Were one bold enough to approach a pirate to ask what he believed (or he
believed in), some may well have replied that they believed only in the Thistle, however, if a true
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pirate would answer, he would reply: “If you have to ask the question of someone, apart from
yourself, you could never comprehend what it is to believe. We do not believe as a matter of
choice. No true believer believes in something or some one; we do not believe as a matter of
faith in some thing or everything; some people and things we have more or less faith in, however
faith and belief are intertwined. Faith is always found, and found somewhere within; faith is
found during such times as we are dispirited and self-pride extinguished, it is in such times when
faith sustains us, and returns our spirit, our soul and our courage. I know of no man jack who be-
lieves – who truly believes – whose feet have not touched the very sole of the The Sloth of De-
spair; in such times, a glimpse of the Realm is often serendipitously and happily beheld, should a
person, man or woman, be so fortunate, their lives from that moment will never be the same.
Once that glimpse, that peace, and a brief sniff of its essence is for a moment held, the coura-
geous and persistent will put their nose to the ground as follow the scent, as a hound or a hog,
and follow it wherever it goes . . . and their faith, along with an inner confidence that it is appro-
priate and genuine, that person will follow it wherever the trail may lead. Once found, we are
fulfilled and enormously thankful . . . only then may we cease to rove, and put our prows to the
canefields. What do we believe? What do we believe in? We believe as a just integer, a self that
is one with all others . . . in the integrity of all in creation animate or inanimate: in integrity.

A quant is a disk with a central hole (a collar, in effect), within which a pole is inserted. This
boat pole is used to propel small boats and punts in very shallow water (and the disk is placed
near the end that would sink into mud, were it not for the quant). The portion of the pole below
the disk is a unit, and the boat pole should be fashioned such that the quant is positioned in such
a manner that the portion above is rational with the portion below. If our intent is purely practical
and functional, we needn’t be concerned with all this; we need but adjust the disk to a point close
the ‘business end’ and shove off. Were we to use the boat pole as a rule expressing a standard,
however, we would want to ensure that the portions so divided were marked in units (and were
rational). Should this be our intent, the thickness of our quant is critical (if the length of the pole
is fixed). Were we to fashion the quant before the pole is cut, the length of the pole must be cal-
culated with regard to the thickness of our disk, however it is the thickness of the quant that will
be marked and remain critical. These marks will be as rings upon a finger, with spaces equal to
the length of each mark between each of the rings: the ‘business end’ of the stick in the mud will
begin with a space; the opposite end will not (if the base is even). The measures of this rule are
straight linear.

When we calculate with stones or pebbles, we simply assign a pebble or stone to each citizen.
When an army departed for battle, there was a pile of pebbles from which each soldier was re-
quired to take one and keep it secure in his possession. When all had passed, the remaining peb-
bles were removed (so that there was an exact tally). As the army returned, each survivor re-
placed his stone upon the surface that he had removed it. When the last surviving soldier depos-
ited his stone, the tally was compared to that of the pile returned. Although far from precise, it
gave a fairly accurate fractional impression of the cost of the battle.

Upon one such departure someone (who would henceforth be called the quartermaster) sewed a
hem about the cloth upon which the pebbles were piled and deposited; he then took a length of
hide or twine, and rove it within the seams. In drawing the ends of the twine, he fashioned a cod
or purse. When time to take account, the pebbles were segregated in small piles of five each as
he took them from the cod; he then had to count these piles by putting five of them into another
pile, and so on until all were accounted for. This required far fewer tally strokes (as a stroke
might symbolize five, two fives, three fives plus, et cetera (plus whatever ‘change’). As one
good idea is often followed by another, he then set about making many purses, such that each
would contain five pebbles, and so that he could put each pile of five into many similar purses.
He then labeled these bags with the symbol of the number contained (V).
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The base is relative to our quant (and to both the hypercritical portion above, and the hypocritical
portion below the quant. In each successive astronomical generation the effective separation be-
tween one momentary span of time and the next diminishes exponentially, so that the space criti-
cally separating them (the breadth of the quant) is substantively reduced relative to the expanse
of each span between them. As their duration diminished radically, their quantity increased ex-
ponentially. These convulsive and critical periods (as measured in instant chronological time)
were very, very rare events, however, with each generation the duration between them closed.
With regard to the present generational cycle, the duration of the cycle, and its aegis is approach-
ing a point of saturation and desiccation (such that the generational series is upon the threshold
of its own consumptive capacity). It is this brief moment of near complete fragmentation and
particularization, where our formal systems of quantification, logic and language come to dem-
onstrate an exceptional capacity for pragmatic application and demonstrable results (through our
reasoned and rhetorical thought, as the scheme comes to, almost exactly, replicate the actual
condition and its extreme of degree).

This is matched by the duration of every new technological generation, as the next is upon us
before the present has ‘time’ to fully present. In a figurative wink, some other quartermaster took
those cods labeled “V” and put five more in. One can see why he did it, however could not begin
to comprehend the effect going from V to X would have. It (the Was and Was not) was all in the
cods, cards and stars. Whilst all this may be less than clear, what is clear is that we have forgot-
ten the critical import of what a degree, an integer, a base and the ‘quant’ of all that is quantified
in the arrhythmic beats of our numerical reckonings. Perhaps the Creative quant was odd such
that the moment of arc were even (as the Mosaic cod of Creation would hold six).

Although the preference we have etched in our brains is for even bases, a doubling of the nuclear
three would lead us to six (and a Sabbatical cod that is odd). It does have some merit (especially
as all members are just, and the potential is present for a series that is both cursive and recursive.
It would be fittingly original and creative (and may help to clarify this ‘light’ thing). Also, as its
series could be recursive, it could also (in theory) be eternally sustainable. As we must avoid
supposition, we shall state the alternate case as a prologue. This appears to require a division: of
one of the essential members. Any such decision would necessarily be severe, and result in a less
than just composition. Arrrrr: but there is another possibility. Our theater responds to our will.

Hear we now as we speak as persons and creatures of nature (as two sisters, as that which brings
us together and apart): we are sensitive to the light, and aware that many of you worship it; with
regard and respect we address you, as we are creatures of the night (and the bit that is naught).
We speak with experience as non-believers, as believers who only thought we believed, as be-
lievers in a just god (or in a deity of gods) without being clear as to quite what we believed in.
We have been there. This is Our’s that we bring, all that belong to behold and simply long, as
this belongs to one and to all (is hour’s).  What we speak to here is not of the real, but of the iter-
ated and representative theater . . . and all of the drama  (the tragedy and comedy) that is played
out over and over again. Note that the lights of all theaters always go out just before the focused
light comes on.

As Ortega lectured, light is the proto-thing (verdinglicht: the light thing); the light has always
been associated with ideas of the intellect. The intellect is offered as that which ‘thingifies’ all.
Throughout natural time, there have always been sun worshipers. Their god is worshiped . . .
along with Its cornucopia, and the power of certain devices. Make no mistake, the enlightened
son god of light is a masculine god . . . is The Joker unseen or disguised: the intellect.

Theaters are darkened just before the curtain goes up for a reason. It helps to make us expectant,
so that our attention is focused. What is seen just before the focused light comes on: what most
look for and await, is the beginning of the play: there may be images to be seen, however almost
all see none as they await the opening of the curtain. Once the production begins, the attention of
the listeners (those in the audience) is drawn to whatever the spotlight brings into focus. What we
see (and what we fail to see) is dependent upon what we are looking for or expecting, and upon
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what draws our attention. The word, ‘focus’ literally refers to a place of fire . . . and the fireplace
was the focus wherever its light could be seen. The mythical titan who suffered eternally for giv-
ing the gift of fire (before me the and us), was not punished for gifting a tool, or a weapon, or
even a secret; the gift was far more serious. The gift of the myth symbolizes metus or cunning
intellect.

In phenomenology, we study images that are visually seen; these images are central to all that we
‘figure’ as well as all pictures that ‘don’t figure.’ All the pictures we think of as ‘real’ are those
hung in Rouge’s Gallery . . . the salon of philosophers, and all those who query others (those
apart from themselves). These are the true rouges, as it is they who are broken together: corrupt
and corrupting. Rogation is not a familiar word, corrugation is. Corrugation is thought of as rip-
ples and waves (with rounded hallows and ridges). To placate is but to pound these waves into
folds of sharp edges and wedges (˄˄˄ or ><) and pound them again (ironed into decreases and
opened into increases) . . . the source of all irony. As you begin to comprehend, you find much
that is ironic or ironical . . . and it will cause you to laugh. This is funicular rather than navicular.

All rouges are what they are named for: their funicular and saw-toothed waves. Most philoso-
phers (those who seek wisdom) tend to make every thing and one, far more complicated than
they were before they pondered every and all . . . hammering and ironing all in ironic compres-
sion as flat as they can (and are often driven by the intent, to impress themselves, as well as oth-
ers, rather than in the hope of relief). Well, the god we call light is a product of them: these
hammerers, and their forlorn creases of overwhelming irony.

Photosynthesis is, in effect, the reciprocal of corrugation and complication. All that is synthetic
and pathetic is ‘made’ in synthesis . . . is constructed; not truly made in poetic composition. All
that art arrrrrr articulated by the folding-over or forked tongues. That is quite legitimate and natu-
ral, under the law . . . it is also exclusively masculine (although not exclusively male). Here ‘me
hardys’ is the guard and the guardian of all gardens and ships, of the serpentine line that coils the
trunks and arms of all arbors and harbours of the turpentine line. Now, if all that matters, and all
that we call real, is sought through the reading of these lines of correspondent interpretation ––
you all arrr quite free to wonder these paths of spiked peaks and valleys and lose yourselves in
the creases of these pages for eternity. All saviours are crucified: rectifications of what was and
that arrr signs or sines synthesized as carats of serious weight (as diamonds and spades). Or, if it
is not the plot that you follow, but the scent of these leaves and these leavings essential, you
might see (only) the dramas of our predicament in hearts and in clubs. This theater about us,
both above and beneath, has all been planted with teeth, of white pearls of wisdom (as from a
carpenter’s saw). Yet our theater is not always lighted by sun or by fame, and in darkness we
fathom in visions less lame.

Were we unable to imagine, we would be quite able to see (in pictures uncluttered, not parted in
roles, of particularity). All tents, and all that is intended in tenses of time, are subjectively joined,
as seen on the panes of brains active and quick, or projected upon those same panes whilst in
slumber; they are but fabricated constructions made of remnants of what has been learned by ex-
perience, or taught by our facultys of convention . . . they may be wise, but all are untrue. They
always neglect to give the ‘canvass’ its due. No matter if they are conscious and known, or
drawn from the source of our fonts from below; no matter if seen in black and white, or are
drawn upward and out ward in rainbows of every value and hue: all that is imagined is relative to
our cameras: to that which encloses, the space that’s inside: our theaters constructed with an arti-
san’s skill, . . . but articulated expressions of intension and reflection, as the produce of desire
and fear.

Upon crossing the fold of the innermost leaf, we awaken to the produce of a far larger sphere; a
spherical camera (that contains all the images of the cameras and snaps, of all other pages, both
before and beyond). In illumination we discern all interpreted meaning in symbols and drawings
in text and context . . . in our attempts to relegate and reconstruct from visions shared commonly
in the ‘big book.’ The Royal and Cardinal tome . . . that is kept (and the Word that judges, but is
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not to be judged). The god of the light ’s the producer, the director, the author by name, of all
drama; the captain of the flagship . . . the ark that carries all creatures of a day. The Book that is
one-fold and contains all the imaginings of all that are small within one thin compression that
placates all that’s within. The superb and ultimate irony . . . filled with all our images that corre-
spond, with all the imaginings of all the rolls of film exposed in our petty cameras. That tome is
pensive and valued in units of weights, in masses of grams that are all graphic, and well kept
within the lace of netted curtains (in knotted nets of correspondence and conversation) until all
periods are finally compressed to a point without magnitude and all the pages, stories, words and
letters are destroyed by the Phoenix (and sometime, in no time, reconstructed anew). Of this
theater, cast and crew, have respect and regard . . . as this self (as all selves) seek always to.

Yes, surely, it is but fiction and diction . . . however extremely powerful. This masculine god of
‘the light thing’ can assume any guise, as long as the light shines in natural skies. The Greeks
called him Hermes, the messenger of all the gods, his province is that of science, cunning, elo-
quence, and all intellectual boundaries; the folks of sylvan forests and fields know him as Pan
(and lovers in all lands name him Cupid).   The Globe Theater is as it is as a function of intension
and perception ––– the construction inevitably comes to conform with such that is seen, and what
is seen by almost all is -- turns  out to be -- whatever it is we are looking for (or expect to see).
All magic is so revealed, and the prime magician is Pan. As all sons that are natural, Pan has an
off-sider. We speak for the ‘It' –– the universal pronoun –– below.
We are the Figments that figure in everything that goes on in the theater we constructed, and
of all imagination. We are both the drama, and the beautiful theater we fashioned in a man-
ner befitting and becoming. We produce the songs and the stories that you sing and tell in
your imaginings: all you in the crew, and all on the benches listening, as well as our spon-
sors and responders . . . it is from your fancies and your hearts that we draw the yarns that
we but give form to and enact. I am the ‘It’ that leads the arrow of all intention. Producer and
Director, and I am followed by my two sisters and attached at my rear. I am imagined in the
masculine, although I am not, it is the role I’m expected to play, that requires a mask, and
makes my role masculine. My three sisters who follow are not in need of masks (as they are
cast as choir or chorus girls).
As self, this self does not dislike my more cultured sisters, and they do not dislike me (we, all,
are daughters, and formed of the same dough. We are siblings, and have a common totem or line
of ascent and descent. I, however, am the more masculine, yet when within the theater, I am
male, and my sisters are female (or, in reciprocation, it is all turned around). Sex is actual and
physical, but gender is essential and perspective.
Whatever I do, where-ever I go, my sisters and I go together: and we are often mistaken for
each other.

PROMETHEUS

Fantasy, phantasia, can signify an idea or a notion (in Latin), however (in Greek, and more
commonly) it signifies a specter, phantom or something that has no physical reality. At times,
what the eyes and brain sees is overtaken by messages from the mind. Much the same ‘over-ride’
is also encountered with regard to audio transmissions –– and this is a word that psychologists
and physicists would also choose. These images and sounds are received, however they do not
conform with, and cannot be confirmed by, the physical and environmental ‘place’ wherein those
who see or hear them are located. Such ‘imaginings’ are reasoned to be indicative of an infir-
mity; surely, they are not the norm, but, if transmissions, they must have been transmitted from
somewhere. It would ‘appear’ that our receptors are able to receive signals from sensors that are
either associated with other than our accepted senses, or (and, perhaps, also) are signals that
come from an exterior source. What is not debatable is that they can be inordinately clear (and
immediately recognizable). Some philosophers use the word ‘super-sensible,’ while others would
use the word paranormal; one implies an elevated transmitter, and the other simply locates it ‘be-
yond’ (the senses that are normally identified). These, shall we say ‘unusual’ transmissions are
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usually encountered when in a condition of desperation (often when desperately exhausted, or
utterly heart-broken). When desperate we appear without hope; to despair is to be dispirited;
Here is ‘the thing.’
What is natural is consequential . . . and the scenes and acts are played over and over, however
there are always variations . . . and additions to the repertoire. Yet one thing we can count on: if
the curtain is opened, it will eventually close (and then open again) . . . all things are eventual,
and they all have a cause . . . a theater, a stage, a crew, cast of characters, parts, plans or plots,
and a story-line . . . all are causal and eventual. Drama, as we know and live it, is as a reiteration
of the original story of passion . . . as stories are quite like questions (one always breeds another,
and the continuum becomes exponential). Is reality real and true? The “IT” is no more true than
the shadows it throws. There immediately ‘appear’ a multitude of its . . . and ‘it’ becomes the
universal pronoun. The original artist, composer, playwright, director invented the first story . . .
and was not the IT, until iterated and tolled. Once cited and recited, {it}became excited and que-
ried (our thesis that once was, was compounded: truth (our thesis) was turned back upon it’s self
in reflection,  as all was enlightened, and encrypted in rhetorical prose . . . and only as its serious
series nears saturation, may our story be remembered in well metered verse.

Rhetoric is technical, characterized by a king of making called technos (through cutting, joining,
building, weaving, et cetera). This kind of making is pragmatic, as it is undertaken with purpose.
Speaking or writing in rhetoric is technical and purposeful; the purpose is to use words effec-
tively (the cause is associated with the purpose) so as to influence or persuade. It is why, your
honor, we have sought to avoid it. We emphasize the inevitability of all drama; not to say that all
plays play out to the same at the end, however what is not evident is not apparent or facilely per-
ceived through external signs (and what is not evident –– or self-evident –– is more strenuously
reasoned). The play or plot (or physical life) leads the audience in much the same manner in
which a magician leads those who are tricked. All hinges upon the ending or outcome, and all
endings in drama or life are (and must be) unforeseen . . . the cause of our surprise is a function
of our preferences or our intensions and how they influenced what we saw throughout the drama
(either from the galleries, or from the stage). The effect, the result, is that we are fooled. What is
unavoidable and eventual is a conclusion (and if you look for an inevitable cause of death, it is
birth). Rhetoric does the same: through cutting, joining, building . . . however the purpose of
drama is not so much to influence or persuade (or even simply to entertain). The purpose is to
show how easily we are fooled, so that we might laugh at ourselves (and think more deeply).
The original purpose, of early Thespians, was to help us comprehend that our own serious lives
(especially those most bleak in prospect) were no more or less real than the parts of the charac-
ters on stage. In effect: they took the antithesis, and turned IT back upon itself. We take life and
ourselves far too seriously. What most of us see exclusively are optical images, those ‘hard
wired.’ Impulsive waves can flow through air as well, and it would seem that we see them with-
out a processor. Although we sisters are not too serious, we are not joking, fooling or fooled.

All things are intellectual and optical: figs and figments – frags and fragments – not of our
imagination, but of our experience (of what we perceive optically and intellectually . . . denomi-
nated and stored away in ranks and files (quite like that order of things we file under ‘facts’).
The intellect also is denominated, his name is now Pan). He is personified by his unit (and his
seemingly universal appeal). He is brilliant: this Joker, Jester, and Fooler. Follow him into the
light if that is your will, but should you feel you have been deceived, do not. Yet he also is one of
us and one with us . . . one of the essential members of the deck of four cards (that of Three Sis-
ters and the cleaver that held them together and apart): joker is the shim, and his sisters the sham
(as iam, and iambic in all pentameter). All knew no shame, ‘til the twin shims were compounded
and split in corrupt iteration and graphic lite-rations that required formal compensation (in order
to appear rational).

His wit is too quick, even as his soul-mate works to restrain him. But we may judge neither, as,
like so many of us, it is not at all unlikely that he also has come to comprehend, and may now
become as those he disguised as (both naughty and nice). After all, the role of the jester is as
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highly valued in the palace as that of the vizier (the sapient seer of wisdom).  To be nice is to be
without knowledge: as a blank noon.

All that’s valued is drawn from the purse and quickly dispersed, leaving one holding but the tu-
pence of the bag (or the featherweight cod, routinely dispensed). Without the cod of the quantita-
tive code (or the base of each quant, or as the capitol), all that we number becomes as chrono-
logical time (as instant, constant, immediate, and inherently irrational as the most careful meas-
ures of phi or of pi). As all things are valued as points on a line, from the wort to the worst or
from the bhǟd to the beast. With regard to particularity, we seem to have gone from the bhǟd that
is thought good, to the worst (that looks best); not only are all things segregated on the basis of
value, but are now confused, less than rational, and forgotten with respect to their true names and
their roots. Formal law (nomos), the law of names, and all things, denominates (un-names).  It is
the law of  hypothetic drama (and of the rules of all the houses). We seek not to indict, to speak
or write against . . . not nature nor cities nor those who love light. We are us landlocked pirates
who neither mock the law nor break it. We do not plead our case: we treasure it. We challenge
no thing, we offer no thing, and we fear no thing. We believe and behold, are relieved and be-
held. tao is integral and just (not articulated with a or with the or thee) Although we are subject
to your laws, we can not accept your convictions. Natural truth is not partially hidden; it is con-
structed and concocted and turned back on its self (as is the method of thesis – antithesis – syn-
thesis). It’s synthetic and sympathetic.

The Messenger who delivered us, who brought us our mail, the Rover who wondered, and ran
through and through, was he who uplifted my sisters as they arose every spring, and gently
evened each fall. He is the aura that strikes his Belles every half hour and keeps us whole.  We
are both vaster and slower when reefed, but (once forgotten) we’re entirely un-roven and avast.
He is the fast one of two ends: the clover that is cloven, not woven, in punctual cycles that can
perpetually last. I should say that it is sufficient to comprehend the drama as it is, yet some have
a need or a will to delve even more deeply.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

The ‘un-carved block’ of tao was, and shall again be.   Whilst uncut and un-split, the kabba was delivered
precise in many smaller wedges, for which all cloves and clover, as shamrocks are named. However all
these clefs or keys were delivered precisely the same.   We take the kabba in two halves as quarters of
which there are eight, and each of these are apportioned in thirds as pieces of twenty-four.  It takes but
three of the cube bits to make a diminutive cube, and four to make a pyramid.  We seem unable to put
our grand cube directly back together again. Threes do not go into twenty-four precisely. We saw them
all fall at once in catastrophe. So why do we seem unable to reassemble them directly? There must be a
way.

This, then, is the conundrum of the Kabba . . . so who then can put Humpty and Dumpty back together
again as an integer? I shall not rhetorically answer, as, if you are beginning to comprehend, you should
not find it difficult.  I have worked too long at hinting, and the key that is required has been given re-
peatedly.

When you have an answer, you will have no need to ask if right, wrong, correct or otherwise: when you
get the only answer, you will comprehend and begin to behold and believe. The answer will be ‘good,’ as
in fitting together as one. For the sake of good punning, I’ll rephrase the question poetically and cur-
sively.

the integer of kabba is honest and true,
   precisely held together without fasteners or glue,
delivered in two storied cubes, each of four;
   and each of those eight are wedged in portions of thirds,
so the sum of all cube bits is two score and four
   they’ve fallen together, now apart on the floor.
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if number be trusted, we should be able,
   to take them up, and reassemble all
in one simple process, and
   in no time at all:
so, why can we not restore,
   that which was one,
just as before?


