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"...active habits are strengthened by repetition but passive ones are weakened."
-C. S. Lewis

Keep on opening the window.  There's the indelible strain arching across bristling, 
magnetic spires.  First that, then coronation with five-thousand halos dripping, literally, 
with glory. Everything that was has fallen away from me; now only a throb echoes 
against itself.  The trumpets, no longer limp, are ready.  They wait, all attention, like 
soldiers.  My sandals explode, one at a time.  "Each leg is shorter than the other."  I can 
hear the knocking behind the door, but the door itself eludes me even as I smash my 
jaw against its threshold.  But I don't do that too often anymore. Rupture is the truth 
emerging via beauty, yielding astonishment.  Astonishment is the dissolution of the 
membrane between awareness and truth. The good is psychophysiological electricity.  
After the whole order blew apart, it became possible to separate the wheat from the 
chaff.

A quest resumes down the healing river of golden blood, marking the inexorable shift 
between caged prey and cursive futures. The metallurgy of your bloodveins will soak up 
most of the technological progress we've been applauding.  I send empty envelopes to 
undisclosed recipients. Sometimes I wonder about the primordial separation of the One 
from itself. It is difficult to grasp that, in the final analysis, in spite of everything, virtue is 
its own reward.  We are fortunate: everything important has already been transmitted to 
us in the form of platitudes that we reject on contact.  The True is the Good. The Good 
is the Beautiful.  The Beautiful is the True.

Clever sails harnessing the winds of Opinion.  Billowing.  We literally dare you.  Gilded 
harps are aimed at you (you can't see them), glistening, eager.  An attack - aching, taut 
bow string; mellifluous arrow, coated with honey.   The authenticity of any act.  Work 
says more by saying nothing.  Body language. "(notice here how conventional language 
obscures: WE as if somebodies are the centre of activity SEE what is the centre of 
activity: pure VISION.  Actually, the VISION creates US.  Is anything true?)"  The 
question is - if I am thinking about something…no more questions.  It's time for answers.  
Authorities on the matter have demonstrated to our satisfaction that it is logically 
possible for existence to be…   Breath deep, generate hope, ask questions later (defer 
indefinitely).

Contorted limbs grabbing the round part of a young body electric in the the flux.  
Forgoing all the world can give.  The minions of Uzbekistan attacking Afghanistan.  The 
persian whore, dripping with velvet tears.  A cloud of a man brandishing a scimitar 
permanently gleaming like the tiny heart of God.  Eyes shaded by a visor of metaphor.  
Tweeting more than an organic bird would ever think to.  I'm not a detective.  I do, 
though, detect flashes glimmering in a moment that doesn't arrive but also never 
appeared.  Like the space between moments, between atoms of time.  I carry the cross 
to Golgotha.  I think someone asked me to - I hope I got the instructions right.  No 
turning back now, no guarantees - but then again, I have no concrete expectations for 
the future that I can articulate.  I travel the circuit muttering incantations, mouthing the 



words.  Stretches of stagnation embellished by sparse rare flares of inspiration like a 
reward, a gift given by the invisible hand.  Philosophical astonishment and messianic 
hope.  

Crystalline ersatz slitting virgin lungs situated within a fragile cage of ribs.    Ethical 
Vitamix working up universal steam.   An underlying motor named Rupture.  Trust in the 
ways of the way, especially after scars are carved into arms, legs, torsos and a little 
white center with fractal-looking branches, spiraling out.  Calibrator of the etheric skull.  
Gammatizer of the chest of golden daggers.  Trust in me, I love you.  Coil across the 
rough trunk.  Become the sap.  Bemoan the unavoidable tragedies you can't remember.  
Remember?  Observe the act pushing itself through your arm without your consent.   

Predictions: Perfection will beckon with a bony curved finger.  Alleluia will be chanted by 
millions and millions.  Censers will rock like pendulums and pendulums.  A bigger 
picture will present itself, obscurely.  Something will attract and withdraw.  The LAN will 
be bogged down by illegal bandwidth hoarding.  Warm glowing tears will drip down the 
downy cheeks of an angel.  Problems will be solved.  Exterminators will have to choose 
with no definite information about the consequences.  Pressing on will count for a lot. 


