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Collective statement of all characters:
We are not sorry.  We can’t tell you our intentions were good.  Looking back we are not sure what they were and if we could all agree on any of them.  They ran along the lines of ‘well, it’s all a mess.’  We are a mess, scatter brained and unfocused with poor ability to communicate at times and also an incredible skill of embedding truth.  Communication and ultimate understanding remain lacking, the distance between signifiers and meaning is apples to shovels.  One grows and the other can dig deep into something we are alien to.  Chew on that.  We’ve been told we we’re impossible to get and that’s fitting.  Who has something so important to say that does actually communicate well? If everything else has changed over the thousands of years, that remains true.  

The Reader


You sit down at your chair and wish it could be reclined just a little more and have some cushion.  You take out the reading, not yet ready to peep inside.  The art on the front cover is intriguing; it makes no sense to you at all but the colors draw you in and you want to know exactly what this image has to do with you and the text.  Will this be good?  It better be you say, I can’t spend the next hour reading something dull or I’ll fall asleep.  It’s been a long day I know.  And when there’s no distraction your mind wanders into a little thought that spreads like spilled milk on the floor.  You are a bit frozen in thought.  Snap out of it, come on, read this already.  And then you notice your fingers on the pages, some small scars and thin white hairs.  Knuckles, lines on fingers.  Your hands are a bit dry from the weather.  Maybe I should moisturize you think.  Finally after a few minutes of the everyday seemingly nonsensical thoughts you settle down and are ready.  It’s like this almost every time.  Concentrate.  

Don’t forget to get your pencil out though.  Got some sticky pads or marking tape?  Great, use it; it will help you reference.  Why is it that you can never remember the sections you want to cite later on?  You have your ideas now but they will soon become loose change in between the cushions.  The pages are dry, a boring off white.  Did you get it from the library?  Then they are a bit creamy and yellow and it’s even worse.  The pages are even dryer but you consider that at it’s least its free and if this work isn’t good you didn’t drop a dime.  (You really did miss out on that front cover though.)  The weight of such a heavy text symbolizes what is inside it.  The Sacred.  And you want to want it, know it, have it as yours so that light shrines forth from you, so that your essence is obviously sublime to all others.

The spine of the book rests in your left hand.  The weight is usually similar to that of a baseball.  Beware, the pitcher has just scratched his chest where he hides a swab of Vaseline.  This ball will move uncontrollably.  You will still swing though; you cannot handle the shame of striking out looking.  As you open the book, you flip the pages backwards with your left thumb.  Open, watch the book rewind, getting ready to let loose another tail, slightly different than ever before.  The subtlest changes to you, the most obvious to the text.  Another day, another reader, another reality the texts says.


You skip the first pages, glance at the introduction.  Some critic wrote it.  You try to remember some character names and some ideas that this white male who you never met has.  Wait, what’d he say?  Now you need to go back and see when it was published and any notes that first few pages you initially skipped keep in store.  The first pages are the back isle of a dollar store; it’s where you find the smallest gems sometimes.


Breeze through the rest of the intro, you feel you have a decent grasp of the thing to begin the bulk of the text.  Do you want to check up on the author though?  See what Google comes up with about any consistent themes and styles?  Is this style a theme in itself?  Maybe later, you’ve just spent the last twenty minutes not even starting the text.  I know, a busy day and there’s still more to come.


The beginning, is it slow or is it confusing?  How many names and places you just read throw you off and you keep trying to remember them, maybe write them down, but it’s tough and you got to keep moving.  The prose seems to be ok, not hard at least, but why does the author have so many rhetorical questions?  Stay positive, you’ll like this hopefully.  The first section just finished, you’re not so impressed but maybe you are and maybe this will be ok.  Some scenes really shocked you.  Like why is does this story remind me of me?  You are in this whether you like or not.  Are you taking the notes you wanted to before you began?

The Battle

The ascetic waits life times for moksha.

The blinking neon lights SCREAM

ME, LOOK HERE, AT ME..

Leos

Hi I am Leos, the bastard muse.  Never recognized or giving any credit, I don’t even care anymore. That’s one of the most sacred lessons.  Let it go.  It’s been too long to still have hope of acknowledgement.  I’ve grown to like my role as the creepy ghost you unconsciously feel.  That presence in front of you right now that you would probably feel somewhere to your back left if you were to zone so far out you couldn’t remember your mother’s name.  (How is she doing by that way?  Last I visited her she had this awful paperback about a love story with the Holocaust as the background.  She gripped those pages tight nonetheless.  Her eyes watered but I couldn’t tell if she was serious).    

What did you eat for breakfast?  What is the last memory you have with your ex?  Who is your best friend?  What really pissed you off in the last week?  What is the relevance of any of these questions?  That’s my job.  You read and I stir your brain.  Why you relate this text to anything is me.  Realize that all your memories bottleneck just before they enter your consciousness.  They shoulder up against each other pushing, nudging forward.  The cluster is sweaty, reeking of all the smells that accompany them.  Really they are all worthy of entrance but to let them all pass through would make you worse off than John Nash.  (I am sorry; you are welcome).  I am the St. Peter of your conscious heaven.  I am the final middle man between you and meaning, however arbitrary it may seem.  

Think of it like this maybe: When you’re driving and you get cut off, sometimes you’re ok with being cut off and sometimes you flip out.  What you bring to the situation every time is different and what I allow you to bring to the surface of your brain is how you come to the conclusion to either laugh at the awful driver or speed up and flip him off.  Every time is different.  

So what you read is not just those words but also you inside the text.  No, your life is not this text.  Yes, your life contributes heavily to meaning of this text.  
1. Consider when you were born.  Why does Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein seem to socially conscious to stem cell research?  I can assure you she not intend that.  You are simply of different eras.  What about Jesus and how his images reminds you of a hippy?  Hmmm.  Mull on it.
2. Does the Old Testament bring your to your knees in fear and reverence?  Do you think Shakespeare really hates Jews like The Merchant of Venice’s Shlylock?  Or was he mocking his contemporary society?  Your ideologies factor into how you interpret a text.
3. How do you read Toni Morrison’s Beloved as Latin American, black, white, Asian reader?  Culture distorts meaning just as era does.

4. Have you ever read a book twice?  I can’t believe you didn’t notice the post-modernism the first time around, but you hadn’t read Moby Dick yet.  (Melville wasn’t even alive for post-modernism though).  
[Insert 5, 6,7…. as you like]
What I do is mix up who you are at the moment to control your perception.  You may read a book and love it.  But if you read the same book under different circumstances, it’s a piece of junk.  [Did you think the last ‘read’ was in the past tense or present?  Did you say in your head ‘reed’ or ‘red’?  That’s me at work.]  Sometimes I’m just an arbitrary arbitrator playing games.  

You mad yet? that I mess with you so badly.  I’d get too bored I didn’t though. 

Reader, the only thing I know about you is that you are a mess.  Maybe you’re punctual and maybe you clean up just fine but you, reader, are a mess in as many ways as we are or as the this text is.  But we all are.  I am. You are.  It is.  We are all existing so except it.

\

A nervous text 1
Well, fine, I will be upfront with you.  I am vulnerable and unstable and have so many questions.  I don’t know anything for sure, nothing, not one thing is for sure, not one reality concrete.

The tension….of word and language and religion and life and memory, it pulls a body apart as if skin ripped like, ripped like fabric, like thick denim tearing apart… it plays out your reception your perception   (I’m cracking ahhp)of reality.  

[The text leaves the room, enters the bathroom, pulls out an orange prescription bottle and swallows an indiscernible yet to the viewers perspective undesirable amount.  He chases it by putting his mouth under the faucets for a few seconds.  He turns on the shower but does not enter.  For the next half hour he cleans the bathroom and the smell of bleach pervades through the floor as steam slips through the cracks between the door and door jam.  He reenters drenched yet more at ease.]    

Hello my name is Text, I am Word, a word, a series of words, maybe even punc:tuation in written form.  I would like you to take me seriously so please, no music, no phone calls no bathroom breaks.  I’ll give you a minute now to rap all necessary business up.

(Interesting, very interesting, but maybe dumb, very dumb, who’s to say.)  

I exist.  I want to at least exist.  Am I really alive, who creates me?  You, the reader?, the author?, am I born of myself?  When you, author, read me, who is he?  They call him Patrick Daley.  Is he just the reader then at that moment, does he even matter?  Did he create me?  But I, text, want to have meaning; I want my existence to mean something.  I am no different than anyone else in my yearning for meaning.  That is how I know I am.  And I want to be valued more than the ink that creates me.  Or even Computer Screen, who is that?  Is that part of my existence?  I exist, right?  Is ink my father, this paper my mother?  Or am I, Text born as I hit your brain.  The waves of light that stream into your eye and the neurons shooting through your brain could be the pregnancy.  Do I exist in the space between electrons, in the metaphysics?  Or do the metaphors give me meaning?    Well I refuse.  But lay me down, ink up please, and roll two die on me.  What do you see?  Snakes eyes ha, but I see all twelve tribes.  

(Text’s confidence is building)

Let’s try an experiment.  Ready…Now.  Shit, too late.  Quicker, quicker, quicker.  Stare closer, hold me close like your lover, better yet, grip me like the man who just insulted your lover.  Read me quicker.  Right….. now!  You’re useless.  Quicker quicker quicker quicker.  Understand me as you see me, not afterwards.  There can be no time in between for you are then just out of the moment.  

The Lesson:  I know you’ll fail every time.  It’s like this: imagine the stars you see, they are pin pricks in the sky alluding to the magnificent expansiveness of the universe.  Well some of those stars are burnt up, some went supernova, the really cool ones spassed into black holes.  Yet their light travels on and we see them millions of light years after the fact.  That is the relationship you and I share but raised to umpteenth power.  The reality is your always in the past, you can’t think in the moment because the moment always just happened.  We’re too late, all of us, it’s like constantly watching a movie already played out.  Ah man I want to be in the moment, I want you to be in the moment with me, but…. Shit there it went, it already happened and I just now am understanding it and you’re event later.  But am I really understanding it?  We need instantaneous understanding instead of reacting, but we’re always a bit too late.  

And it gets worse.  As I am growing, as the author, Patrick Daley is thinking, then sending the proper messages from his brain to his arms, to his fingers to type me out, the fingers hitting the key board, to the key board’s wires going through the CPU at maybe the speed of light, to the CPU sending the proper command messages so that the flat computer screen changes from a blank word document with control bars and funny tools and boxes to a series of boxes filled with words





That have some shape






That can be shaped







However he 

Likes.  So I’m even more mixed up and you’re 

even more out of the moment.

Author

Let me say, then, how I would wish this account might be constructed.

Using the finest silk, the proteinaceous spider silk extruded from its spinnerets: where the very brilliance of nature is represented in the most delicate, masterfully woven web, which is more elastic than rubber yet stronger then galvanized steel: where the strength and genius of shape take form into a home, a trap, a kitchen, a cemetery: we should weave a blanket as thin as a parachute yet as durable as a slave’s soul on Sunday.  This blanket is the beginning which will lead to the apocalypse which allow for the second coming of existence. 
After creating this blanket soon to be carpet not so soon to be geological enigma, you need to weave in burdock seeds, and spread the sap of every tree attainable onto this blanket.  You must harvest carnivorous plants for their mucous, you must place magnets on both sides, line it with fish hooks, be as bold to strap on rabbit traps, mouse traps.  This blanket must be lined with inconspicuous speakers playing in harmony the lost melody of the Pied Piper of Hamelin, the softest lullabies, the mysteries of the sitar, Amazing Grace, the rustle of crisp leaves, the crash of waves and a drum circle of djembes, ashikos, tablas, tympanis and congas.  Zoomed out cameras will be stationed too to capture everything along with various microphones receptive of all wavelengths.  

[It is the hope of this creator that the data will later be collected and reviewed in fast-forward by the wisest human of all.  The being will decipher it all in perfect context and be able to related it all in a language, doubled in size by the very magnitude of the task, along with the assistance of a music scored by the best and brightest and a gamut of visual technicians while leading kinesiologist and neurologist study the brain patterns and body symptoms evoked by these experiences to further the process.]      

When the creation is finished it will require the An-225, the largest plane in existence, to drag it into the mesosphere to be released.

Its dissension

Will create tsunamis, wind storms,

Will black out a portion of the earth,

Causing a global hysteria such that a world war will arise.

And all sides will suffer ultimate demise.    

And it will unfold.

It will land and lay like a picnic quilt

On top of canopies of trees,

On top of buses and town buildings

On top of cracked dirt, dried blood and dead corpses.

On top of

After many millennia it will be covered.

It will have caught in its fibers the earth and all creation.

New plants will have grown on top of it, new species inhabit earth with such different 

Realities, perspectives, so individual.

They will uncover this quilt.

And it will unfold.

The silk is torn, the metal tarnished, the saps and gums dry and machinery incompatible not to mention flattened.

It is rolled up and sliced.

Experiments are performed.

Generations upon generation spend their whole lives determining its meaning.

The brightest and luckiest will unravel specs, pieces of dust in perspective,

Until a prophet will come and read it like the Rosetta  Stone.

He is intimidating to the status quo,

Shattering the leading theories,

Disrupting the authority

Energizing the masses

Emancipating souls.

And it will unfold

Classical Muses

Clio: Welcome, we are the fifty daughters of Zeus some say. Others claim we are the daughters of Apollo or Pierus. Worry not our father, it is not our concern nor should it be yours. We date back before time. In this sense it is you who named us. So then are you our father? No, more accurately for your needs we are your mistresses.
Calliope: 
Amuse the muse for a moment. 



 How do you see me? 





Who am I who I am I am who 




To you?
Who are you who you are you are who To me?






This interesting interplay played out on  this silly page
Trying to be the next alltherage work
That stirs up in others only more of me.
For you can be me to others if you and I so please.
Could I be Nicotine, whiskey on rocks, or a fine wine? 



    What about purple laced buds burning in your lungs,
A little ecstasy or acid for the wild man's creativeness going 

arid?
Could I be a walk outside in thunder storms 
  A dreamy nap or queer picture in a bizarre store? For I can flood the desert via many forms.
I yield inspiration, perspiration without hesitation Yet when I leave, I vanish and you are vexed.
Thalia: Hahajajarara, tata. I am serious I am delirious I am insane. That is how I work I work on you. I am the stallion you can't saddle, the riddle you can't rattle. I whisper my winds weep and you can't see. [You, reader reread these words.  Thalia becomes annoyed]  Lalalogic let go! we are enemies; don't come to work until I am done my play.  Know this dear author and we will have our fun.
Melpomene: I broil lost souls from purgatory for energy. I marinate as I see fit, sugar, salt, ginger, lime, mesquite, wheat, olives, peppers, curry, cumin, mint, various metals, sulfur and even plutonium.   I roast them in the North Star's core. Can you find your way home?

Erato: Author, I impregnate you and never pay alimony. And you will thank me for it. (If we've made love before you understand.) Are you on your knees begging yet?   Kiss my feet. The seeds I cultivate ripen wildly. Close your eyes, rise slowly, stand up straight. Inhale through your nose, quiver, open your eyes. This secret garden is mine that we share. Yes that is our juices in the fruits you see growing instantly. Notice the roses, sweet and soft pedals, pricking and piercing I draw blood.  These wild strawberries with their external seeds are for you loving author to impregnate these readers to write.  
You are within me 
now for all to see.  
This garden I share,

Creativity.  
Collective statement of all characters:

We are not sorry.  We can’t tell you our intentions were good but yet they were the best as well.  Looking back we are not sure what they were and if we could all agree on any of them.  They ran along the lines of ‘well, it’s all a mess.’  We are a mess, scatter brained and unfocused with poor ability to communicate.  Communication and understanding remain lacking, the distance between signifiers and meaning is apples to shovels.  One grows and the other can dig deep into something we are alien to.  We’ve been told we don’t communicate well and that’s fitting.  Who does communicate well? If everything else has changed, that remains true.  

