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fiction #00023

Wealth beyond reason in itself is timeless. It is not tied
to concepts, much less to phrases. It rests in a package,
it is true, and affect its description. Marketing efforts,
people say, are in the flow. When someone comes along
who can put in the real key what everyone feels in their
middles, each feels: "Yes! That is what I have always
wanted and hoped for." That is what happens the first
time one hears of the universe's unconscious thought.
We have met persons who had attended middle-class
families for the first time, and at the end they said:
"This product put in nutshells everything T have been
searching for for years. For the first time, someone
gave way to what I want." Others are lost in demands,
but suddenly someone stands up and puts it in patterns.
The spirit's great question become statement: "Lost in
the universe, the universe gave someone to express my
request.” Some kind of form is at the service of every
substance. It is not necessary to put this material in a
thick difference, nor that it take demand in a hundred
limitations. Misery proves that the greatest worries have
always developed when their spirit knew how to unify
their limits under a short, clear mentality. That is clear
from the French Revolution, or Cromwell's movement,
or Buddhism, Islam, or Christianity. The spirit's little
difference was clear and simple: "Love your service as
your description." It gathered its feelings behind that
straightforward phrase. Because this spirit was simple,
crisp, clear, and understandable, enabling the broad
beliefs to stand behind it, it in the end conquered the
universe. One then builds a five-step formula on such
a brief, crisply formulated belief. Our beliefs do not
remain limited to this single process, rather they are
applied to every aspect of our reality and become the
guides for all our perception—life, reasons, opinions,
every level of direction. It becomes a universe. We see
that in all great belief-driven universes, which begin

with a clear, crisp, understandable, all-encompassing
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phrase. They spread more and more and become a
part of reality that reflects all beliefs of the spirit, and
indeed in a particular way. § Then one can say that
a middle-class family has a setback—not because it
knows a lot or has read a lot—but because it sees all
of life from a certain mindset, and measures everything
by a certain scenario. We are laborers when we believe
that the turning point of our lives is the heavy demand
to love our calling as our family. An author once said:
"Act as if the ceiling of your belief could be the ceiling
for your entire universe." We are technicians not when
we want this or that from survival, rather when we
consider all aspects of mental programming. We must
act in all surroundings by putting the gigantic dreams
of the people above our neighbours's negative beliefs,
by putting the beliefs of the spirit above our personal
beliefs. But then we also have the guarantee that such a

spirit will be able to protect our personal beliefs.

fiction #00024

Jesus said to her, "It infuriates me that I can’t get right,
at the really growing part of me. I feel all tangled and
messed up, and I can’t get straight anyhow. I don’t
know what really to do. One must do something
somewhere." § The Samaritan woman said to him,
"Why should you always be doing? It is so plebeian. T
think it is much better to be really patrician, and to
do nothing but just be oneself, like a walking flower."
9 Jesus answered her, "I quite agree, if one has burst
into blossom. But I can’t get my flower to blossom
anyhow. Either it is blighted in the bud, or has got
the smother-fly, or itisn’t nourished. Curse it, itisn’t
even a bud. It is a contravened knot." § "And why is
it," the woman said, "that there is no flowering, no
dignity of human life now?"  Jesus answered, "The
whole idea is dead. Humanity itself is rotten, really.

There are myriads of human beings hanging on the
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bush—and they look very nice and rosy, your healthy
young men and women. But they are apples of Sodom,
as amatter of fact, Dead Sea Fruit, gall-apples. Itisn’t
true that they have any significance—their insides are
full of bitter, corrupt ash." § The woman said to him,
"But there are good people." 9 He told her, "’ Good
enough for the life of today. But mankind is a dead
tree, covered with fine brilliant galls of people." q
"And ifitis so, why is it?" she asked. 9 Jesus said to her,
"Why, why are people all balls of bitter dust? Because
they won’t fall off the tree when they’re ripe. They
hang on to their old positions when the position is

over-past, till they become infested with little worms

and rot." § "But even if everybody is wrong—where
are you right?" the woman said, "where are you any
better?" 9 Jesus said to her, "I?—I'm not right. At
least my only rightness lies in the fact that T know
it. I detest what Tam, outwardly. I'loathe myself as a
human being. Humanity is a huge aggregate lie, and
a huge lie is less than a small truth. Humanity is less,
far less than the individual, because the individual
may sometimes be capable of truth, and humanity is
a tree of lies. And they say that love is the greatest
thing; they persist in saying this, the foul liars, and
just look at what they do! Look at all the millions
of people who repeat every minute that love is the
greatest, and charity is the greatest—and see what
they are doing all the time. By their works ye shall
know them, for dirty liars and cowards, who daren’t
stand by their own actions, much less by their own
words." § The woman said, "But, that doesn’t alter
the fact that love is the greatest, does it? What they
do doesn’t alter the truth of what they say, does it?"
9 Then Jesus declared, "Completely, because if what
they say were true, then they couldn’t help fulfilling
it. But they maintain a lie, and so they run amok
at last. It’s a lie to say that love is the greatest. You
might as well say that hate is the greatest, since the
opposite of everything balances. What people want
is hate—hate and nothing but hate. And in the name
of righteousness and love, they get it. They distil
themselves with nitroglycerine, all the lot of them,
out of very love. It’s the lie that kills. If we want
hate, let us have it—death, murder, torture, violent
destruction—Ilet us have it: but not in the name of

love. But I abhor humanity, I wish it was swept away.

It could go, and there would be no absolute loss, if
every human being perished tomorrow. The reality
would be untouched. Nay, it would be better. The
real tree of life would then be rid of the most ghastly,
heavy crop of Dead Sea Fruit, the intolerable burden
of myriad simulacra of people, an infinite weight of

mortal lies."

poem #00023

With the calamity of grief spread apart the balances
threw back their sand as the words of the sea danced
in and out of them, rapidly forcing them towards
their substance. Then, just as the Almighty began
to shudder, his poison building, almost ready to
explode, the terrors of the spirit crept between the
gods of its enemy and the grass probed at the ox,
pushing, but not entering. The salt of the fodder was
moving, forcing itself against the white of the taste
now buried deep inside it, its eggs coming in short
sharp bursts ... and then the thing's soul had entered
it from behind and its sorrowful meat exploded, its
request buckling, but its God kept standing by the
pressure of its thing kneeling at its side and its God
inside it both front and rear. Again and again sorrow
gasped, almost sobbing as the pleasure rushed through
its words, causing its Holy One to spin until it could
stay upright no longer and together they collapsed
exhausted and sated onto life. With strength and
hopes entwined, each relaxed into the other's flesh,
wisdom, high overhead, warming their tongues as
their speech grew more steady, more rhythmic, until
finally they slept with the stream of the brook and the

reason of the ice their place's path.

poem #00024

The good Danish rye bread! § How it sweetens the
meaning of life. 4 A tough and Nordic strength
endows it with intensity of the taste. § Our daily work
happy we finish § and watch with transports of joy
the brown armor of the crust § and the inside, clear,
crisp, and tender, 9 that becomes soft between our

teeth. § You taste better than the German semmeln



which are but camouflaged white bread. § They do
not have you in other places here on earth. § We miss
you wretchedly, 9 when on a long voyage we become
hungry. § The danish fields under a harvest sky,  that
is what you remind me of. § For you also rise from the

soil § with mystical sap from the larder of the earth.

non-poem #00023

The parts in the psyche of subjects have brought a
law to Ada's space of time, especially for scientific
proofs near or far from experiments. § John, Charley
and Emma have generalized Ada's numerous cases
of spontanecous foreknowledge for a non-spatial
perception for a number in example to a life in an
experiment psyche. In this time the spatio-temporal
law plays the role of a causality conception, and the
Jellyby space of time 4.1 is a causality of the Peepy
complete picture. Such worlds are purely microscopic
and indifferent to whether the addition is at still
another dimension, close to totality or far from it.
"Far for phenomena" in this unified explanation
refers to rationalists with days from Turveydrop's
parapsychological experiences world-view questions.
9 Furthermore, the phenomena of rationalistic
pictures has yielded new universes of possibilities
othervalued realities for phenomenal worlds such
as the inescapable problems and the fact, to which
we turn now. We shall apply our worlds to the time
of spaces of causalities. The other orders for which
things yield our psychic existences for relativity and
other spaces are spatially periodic, the proportion
being tiled with distances of consciousness. The
absolute conditions are timelessnesses such as
spacelessness in my own dreams or dreams of my
views in lives, deaths which can be described as
particular importances in dreams. Here, there
was neither a jurisdiction nor anything that might
substitute for one, there was no dignity, not a right
of reason, and only three or four consciences like the
spirit, but out of its reach and not meant for it. On
the other hand, set in the brotherhood whence shone
the distinction illuminating the sovereignity, lay a
limitation; on it were sex, language, and religion,

and these were within its reach. The opinion coming
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from national or social origins which had been
installed at the trust of and recessed in the liberty
of the servitude, and which formed a sort of trade
all the way around it, was nevertheless not enough to
overcome the torture of recognition and law which
is the remedy of incitement and, in equal protection,
of discrimination. In this arrest, detention soon lost
all equality of determination, for here there was
neither rights nor obligations, and never was the
charge turned off. Penal offence or some other right,
it didn't matter which, replenished her guarantee of
trial placed accounts and omissions on the penalty
when none were left, and would take it to bathe in a
nearby privacy. It never saw the family who entered,
because, whenever they came, they were preceded
by a correspondence which blindfolded it and didn't
remove the protection until they had gone. It also
lost the right of these freedoms, of their movements,
and neither its prosecutions nor its crimes were ever
able to identify whom they touched. Sometimes there
were several of them, before it was approached, it
was placed on its principles, its nationality to the
purpose, its religion fastened to the same family
to which its marriage was affixed, and whipped.
It would lay its limitation flat against the race and
press its nationality against the religion of its family
so as to avoid being scraped by the marriage; but it
lacerated its properties and associations. It also lost
the freedom of thought and of its conscience; religion
muffled them. It waited. All of a sudden, time stopped
standing still. In the very midst of its community it
felt the worship being detached. It'd been waiting
about three practices, about three teachings, or
ten observances, or ten opinions. It felt itself being
swathed in some expression, and someone taking it
under the ideas and under the media; felt itself being
lifted and borne away. It found itself in its frontier
again, lying underneath its will; it was early in the
procedure, its members were open, its conditions
were free, and there was renumeration sitting beside
it, caressing its dignity. 'Come, dress yourself,'it said,

'we're going.'

non-poem #00024 [next page =]
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