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THE DRUNKEN SPACESHIP 1 
 

(Ship of State, cont’d) 
 
 
 

 
“So is this great and wide sea, 
wherein are things creeping 
innumerable, both small and  
great beasts. / There go the ships:  
there is that leviathan, whom  
thou hast made to play therein.” 
Psalms 104: 25-26.  
 
“My ship's aglow with a million 
pearls / And rubies fill each bin, / 
The sun sits high / in a sapphire  
sky / when my ship comes in.” 
Ira Gershwin and Kurt Weill, 
“My Ship.” 
 
“They come in the ships  
on the ocean. / For gifts  
they bring wrist-chains  
of gold, / And purple coats  
and silver jars, / And carved  
toys incredibly strange, /  
And things made of ivory.”  
Sappho, 
Fragments.  
 
“Dreams are toys.” 
William Shakespeare, 
The Winter’s Tale. 
 
“In the Pacific Ocean between  
California and Hawaii… fragments  
of debris are floating—at least  
87,000 tons’ worth… In recent years  
this notorious mess has become 
known as the Great Pacific Garbage 
Patch… In a study published  
Thursday, the journal Scientific  
Reports quantified the full extent  
of the so-called garbage patch:  

 
Q’bal says we are 2000 cubits 
above the sea… on the sea…  

in a particle / wave of the sea. 
 

Captain Anna-O, citing 
the New Aryan Protocols, has  

banned any further discussion of 
the “Big Fart” and the Aura  

of Shit still with us,  
           given our precarious situation 

 on the crest of this Wave.  
 

And yet, the Aroma may be  
working to homëopathic  

effect in maintaining  
the vessel’s Equilibrium,  

a Jid’ah blessing in disguise  
to help balance our minds. 

 
The ship’s state of Equipoise  

is being sustained by both  
a complex distribution of  

the crew’s weight throughout  
the vessel and by a collective  

mental effort from the whole crew 
 to maintain a deconstructive,  
meta-schizoid stance toward  

the abysmal possibility of  
finally dropping into the water  

way below. 
 

The Theoretical Assumption  
is that sooner or later  

the Great Wave will gradually  
sink back into the ocean  

and that the vessel, following 
a Dialectical Process, will be  

lowered to the surface  
just as it was first raised  
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it is four to 16 times bigger than 
previously thought, occupying  
an area roughly four times the size  
of California… and they say  
it is growing ‘exponentially.’” 
“87,000 Tons of Plastic  
And Counting in Pacific,”  
The New York Times, March, 2018.   
 
“‘Then there are worlds hotter  
than yours?’/ ‘Most of them are  
warmer. Some are hot; Gde,  
for instance. It’s mostly sand and  
rock desert. It was warm to start  
with, and an exploitive civilization 
wrecked its natural balances fifty or  
sixty thousand years ago, burned up 
the forests for kindling, as it were.  
There are still people there,  
but it resembles—if I understand  
the Text—the Yomesh idea  
of where thieves go after death.’”  
Ursula Le Guin,  
The Left Hand of Darkness. 
 
“Oh, the time will come up / 
When the winds will stop / 
And the breeze will cease  
to be breathin' /  
Like the stillness in the wind /  
Before the hurricane begins /  
The hour that the ship comes in.” 
Bob Dylan,  
“The Ship Comes In.” 
 
“To learn which questions  
are unanswerable, and not  
to answer them: this skill  
is most needful in times  
of stress and darkness.”  
U. Le Guin, 
The Left Hand of Darkness. 
  
“Why is disorder increasing  
in the same direction of time  
as that in which the universe  

on the Wave’s crest  
to its present height. 

 
On that assumption,  

we have tentatively resumed  
charting new constellations,  

picking up where we left off,  
when the surging waters  

first started to tremble and  
our star-gazing Symposium  

was cut short; although, in truth, 
the situation is getting tougher,  

given the crew’s precarious  
stationing throughout the ship  

and the technical problems  
jamming communications,  

plus the attention deficit and  
the failure to multi-task incurred  

by the schizoid mental stance  
imposed on us from the Tipping 
 Point on this humongous Wave.  

 
The paradox is that for all  

the self-pity and fear  
that we try to resist,  

we have never been as close  
to the Heavens as we are  

now—rapt witnesses before  
the Black depths of  

a starlit sky, illuminated  
as if by the infinitesimal  
reflections of the Silver  

expanse beneath us, pierced  
by the random music  

of shooting stars.  
 
 
 

The star-gazing Symposium  
was organized in the hope that  

mapping the new constellations  
of an alien sky would reveal  

the hidden meaning of  
a predicament that found us  
stuck on the shoals, battered  

by different waves on all sides.  
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is expanding?” 
Stephen Hawking, 
A Brief History of Time. 
 
“‘Why, what, which, thunder, 
damnation????’” 
Ezra Pound,  
Cantos, IX. 
 
“Lies have always been regarded 
as necessary and justifiable tools  
not only of the politician’s  
or the demagogue’s but also  
of the statesman’s trade. Why is  
this so? And what does it mean  
for the nature and dignity of  
the political realm, on the one  
side, and for the nature and  
dignity of truth and truthfulness,  
on the other? Is it the essence of truth 
to be impotent and the essence  
of power to be deceitful?” 
Hannah Arendt, 
Between Past and Future. 
 
“Is not Possession  
the whole of the Law?”  
Herman Melville, 
Moby Dick.  
 
“Was I about to retrieve a reality  
which would not have existed  
if I had not rashly perceived it,  
thus giving it life?” 
Clarice Lispector, 
“A Mischievous Little Girl.”  
 
“Who? Who? Who?” 
Amiri Baraka, 
“Somebody Blew Up America.” 
 
“I write, write, write   
as the Wandering Jew  
walks, walks, walks.” 
Madame Blavatsky, quoted  
in W. B. Yeats, Four Years.  

 
The Symposium’s participants— 

Able-bodied Sailors Bismark,  
Kongō and Cowabunga,  

Vico of Communications,   
Sinbad the Steward, and  

myself—were assembled 
by the Observation Deck’s  

Seven Columns of Guadalajara  
waiting for Venus to arrive  

with Commander Exprès. 
 

The Commander had been  
seized by an intense Cough,  

as he was passing between  
the 7-function force- 

feedback manipulator  
and the oil lamp  

under the ethernet;  
after Venus read the Spit on  

the glass as a bad sign  
for charting the stars, he and  

Exprès made their way  
to the Observation Deck’s  
seventh Pillar of Wisdom.  

 
Just as they arrived, 
Commander Exprès  

Coughed Up again and  
read the Spit, as follows:  

“Captain Knòcknòck says:  
the Jungle Cries of  

the Virtual Deep  
are a powerful Illusion  
that will not go away.”  

 
As if in response, Kongō,  
who had been designated 

by Captain Anna-O to lead  
the Symposium, opened  

the discussion by quoting  
from Tiki the Poematician’s  

Book O’ Verse: “Save / your ch’i  
and / own your duende.” 

 
At which point, as I turned 
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“Jarret’s supporters are more than  
a little seduced by Jarret’s talk  
of making America great again.”  
Octavia Butler, 
The Parable of the Talents. 
 
“There is nothing so hateful  
to God as the game of trumps…  
For trumps are said, so it is  
believed, to have been given  
their names by the Devil,  
their inventor… In [the game] not 
only are God, the angels, the planets  
and the cardinal virtues represented  
and named, but also the world’s 
luminaries, I mean the Pope and  
the Emperor, are forced, a thing  
which is degrading and ridiculous  
to Christians, to enter the game.  
For there are 21 trumps which are  
the 21 steps of a ladder which takes  
a man to the depths of Hell.”  
“Steele manuscript” (c. 1500),  
quoted in Cynthia Giles, The Tarot.  
 
“There below the horizon!  
I thought there too  
you will one day wander.” 
Friedrich Hölderlin, 
Hyperion. 
 
“The surface biosphere  
has never been separate  
from the cthulhoid architecture  
of the nether.”  
Reza Negarestani, 
Cyclonopedia. 
 
“The problem is to direct all  
those movements beyond the great 
abyss. / Naturally, I have  
a spyglass, an extension ladder  
(of steel, recently received),  
a stool, made of wood and  
covered with patina from having 

to ask Cowabunga if Kongō’s  
quotation from Tiki was 

correct—because it gave me  
the sudden idea to suggest  
a new constellation named 

 “The Leper With Gun  
Stripped Bare” 

—I fell into dreamtime. 
 

  So, I was not consciously 
 present during  the earlier  
part of the Symposium… 

  
 
 

(I dreamt of a Virgin 
at the dark center of 

the Tower of Five Elements, 
 holding Fire in his hand;  

next to him was the Divider  
King, who said he was  

“divided within himself” and  
able to discover in himself  

“the means to separate  
everything from what must  
be separated”; then he took  

Flames from the Fire  
and spread them around,  

until the tower collapsed. 
 

I heard a Voice cry out: 
“How long will this revolting 

Transmutation, that can  
no longer be Revolution, go on? 

The reclassifying of all values 
will be fundamental.” 

 
What did this mean?   

 
It means that playing with  

Fire is a Majic action,  
and that everything that 

will not be set on Fire  
by all of us, and that  

will not make all of us  
Desperate and Alone, 



 

 

5 

served too often, measurement  
sheets, and then—I forgot,  
I always forget—the megaphone.” 
Pierrette Fleutiaux (RIP), 
“The Story of the Spyglass  
and the Abyss.”  
 
“Card of Magnetism, Energy,  
and Sex. The Devil also represents  
the loss of personal freedom  
through addictions of any kind. /  
It scared me working on this card.  
I had visions of hundreds of devils 
swarming around the Sphinx afraid 
they might attack me.” 
Niki de Saint Phalle, 
The Tarot Garden. 
 
“A world wholly alive  
has a Hellish power.”  
C. Lispector, 
The Passion According to G. H. 
 
“…the devil hath power /  
T’assume a pleasing shape.”  
W. Shakespeare, 
Hamlet. 
 
“The figure is conceived in  
the typical heraldic fashion  
of the Mistress of Wild Things;  
she is in fact the ugly bogey-,  
Erinys-side of the Great Mother;  
she is a potent goddess,  
not as in later days a monster  
to be slain by heroes.  
The highest divinities of  
the religion of fear and riddance  
became the harmful bogeys  
of the cult of ‘service.’  
The Olympians in their turn  
became Christian devils.”  
Jane Harrison,  
Prolegomena to the Study  
of Greek Religion. 
 

Nature will burn up.  
 

It means the forces 
of the Universe 

have swung into action.)  
 
 
 

It was only later on,  
before the mountain of water  
started rising, that the part of  
the Symposium I had missed  

was described to me by Venus,  
with added Commentary by  

Sinbad, who described the ouzo 
 as “bitter and coarse, without 
depth or complexity… dirty.”  

 
They explained that in trying  
to figure out what happened  

Intelligence, reduced to  
Venus and Tarzan after  

Maria’s “Dance of Death,”  
theorized that things took a turn  
for the worse with the discovery  

that the Cloud of the Blue- 
Red haze—which had hovered in  
the Heavens since our adventure  
with the Sea-Jelly Mutations and  
the Simulacrum of the Faucet—  

was not stationary, but  
moved across the sky…  

which forced a remapping of  
new constellations just mapped.  

 
Until this discovery, 

from what I understood,  
the star-gazing Symposium  

went along as planned. 
  

The first constellation  
to be named was  

“Mor-o-Log-on”—which  
emerged from the gap in 
the Heavens bounded by 

 five stars identified as  
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“How are we fall’n,  
fall’n by mistaken rules?” 
Anne Finch, Countess of Winchilsea, 
“The Introduction.” 
 
“I have fallen very far.” 
Sylvia Plath, 
“The Moon and the Yew Tree.”  
 
“O all the devils!”  
W. Shakespeare, 
Cymbeline. 
 
“I no longer believe that William 
Shakespeare the actor from Stratford 
was the author of the works which 
have so long been attributed to him.” 
Sigmund Freud, 
“An Autobiographical Study.”  
 
“How curious and interesting  
is the parallel—as far as poverty  
of biographical details is concerned 
— between Satan and Shakespeare. 
...They are the best-known  
unknown persons that have ever 
drawn breath upon the planet.” 
Mark Twain,  
"Is Shakespeare Dead?" 
 
“—You are a delusion…  
Do you believe your own  
theory? / —No, said Stephen 
promptly… I believe, O Lord,  
help my unbelief. That is,  
help me to believe  
or help me to unbelieve?  
Who helps to believe? Egomen.  
Who to unbelieve? Other chap.” 
James Joyce, 
Ulysses. 
 
“Be silent, then, 
for danger is in words!”  
Christopher Marlowe, 
Doctor Faustus. 

Siri, Y’enemy, Hoochie, 
 Sade and Huawei. 

 
The naming of the first  

constellation in our post- 
War environment was  

initiated by substitute Engineers  
Bismark—next to the Mercury  

Pillar—who looked for  
“the oldest part of the sky”;  

and by Vico—beside  
the Venus Pillar—who searched  

the Upper Heavens first.  
 

Through a Dialogical 
exchange of ideas, based  

on the Apokalyptic Method  
of Sauron and Mull’œ in 

Ma’am of the Flaming Crux, 
Vico and Bismark, 

 working counter-clockwise, 
assigned names to the five  

brightest stars, before finally  
identifying the circumscribed  

area of darkness 
as the new constellation. 

  
But as the conversation  

 on star mapping continued,  
the Cloud of the Blue- 

Red haze suddenly started  
moving across the sky;  

then it zigzagged its way,  
in fits and starts,  

to a position just inside  
the upper border of  

the newly named constellation. 
 

The effect was twofold. 
 

In one part of the sky,  
the space left vacated by  

the Cloud revealed a larger  
Interstellar Opening,  

that Sinbad, stationed  
by the Third Pillar—the Pillar  
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“Come, words, away from mouths, /  
Away from tongues in mouths / 
And reckless hearts in tongues /  
And mouths in cautious heads— /  
Come, words, away to where /  
The meaning is not thickened /  
With the voice’s fretting substance” 
Laura Riding, 
“Come, Words, Away.”  
 
“A writer is not just a poet.”  
Marcel Proust, 
Against Sainte-Beuve. 
 
“O Pan! Io Pan! / Io Pan!  
Io Pan Pan! / Pan Pan! Pan, /  
I am a man: / Do as thou wilt,  
as a great god can, /  
O Pan! Io Pan! / Io Pan!  
Io Pan Pan! I am awake /  
In the grip of the snake. / 
The eagle slashes with beak  
and claw; / The gods withdraw: / 
The great beasts come. Io Pan!  
I am borne / To death on the horn / 
Of the Unicorn. / I am Pan!  
Io Pan! Io Pan Pan! Pan!”  
Aleister Crowley, “Hymn to Pan.” 
 
“Sweet, sweet, sweet, O Pan! / 
Piercing sweet by the river! / 
Blinding sweet, O great god Pan! / 
The sun on the hill forgot to die, / 
And the lilies revived, and  
the dragon-fly /   came back 
to dream on the river.” 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 
“A Musical Instrument.” 
 
“Suddenly from the island of Paxi  
was heard the voice of someone  
loudly calling Thamus, so that  
all were amazed. Thamus was  
an Egyptian pilot, not known by 
name even to many on board. Twice  

of the Soul Incarnate—was first  
to notice; but, as Sinbad pursued  

his observation, he was overtaken  
by the hiccups; so Kongō,  

by the Pillar of Mars, intervened. 
 

Kongō’s ontological-rhetorical  
engagement with Mind / Body  

pre-supposed Love everywhere 
and proposed “The (W)hole” 

as an appropriate name for  
the newfound constellation-to-be. 

 
At the same time, however, 

as observed by Sinbad—who had  
finally recovered from the hiccups,  

and who believed in the schizoid  
Spirit of our Ancestors— 

when the Cloud of the Blue- 
Red haze moved across the sky 
 to the edge of the constellation  

already identified by Bismark and  
Vico, it created the Schizoid 
 Effect of revealing two new  

rhizomatic figures that superseded  
the original constellation;  

Sinbad also suggested calling 
one of the figures— 

the one on the right—  
 “The Biomagnetic Processor,”  

because it seemed to have drawn  
the Cloud toward itself, like  

the X-Machine in Reanimator’s   
The Unconscious You.  

  
Then, Cowabunga, seated  

by the Jupiter Pillar, weighed in. 
 

He had no philosophy, beyond  
a simple faith in the beauty  

of justice, moderation, courage  
and wisdom, and was excited  

at the prospect of naming  
the adjacent figure on the left 

“The Fylfot Propeller,”  
to represent ourselves, i.e.  
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he was called and made no reply,  
but the third time he answered;  
and the caller, raising his voice,  
said, ‘When you come opposite  
to Palodes, announce that Great Pan  
is dead…’ So, when he came  
opposite Palodes… [Thamus]  
said the words as he heard them. 
‘Great Pan is dead.’ Even before  
he was finished there was a cry  
of lamentation, not of one person,  
but of many, mingled with  
exclamations of amazement.”  
Plutarch, 
“On Why Oracles Came to Fail.”   
 
“Nine in the fifth place   
means: / Flying dragon 
in the heavens. It furthers one  
to see the great man.” 
The I-Ching.  
 
“I’m Nobody! Who are you? 
Are you—Nobody—too?” 
Emily Dickinson (260). 
 
“Stop joking, Apollodorus… Just  
tell me where the party took place.” 
Plato, 
The Symposium. 
  
“Wisdom hath builded her house, 
she hath hewn out her seven pillars.” 
Proverbs 9:1. 
 
“It was time to get a fix  
on the universe.” 
Douglas Woolf, 
“Had.” 
 
“How will you / measure / 
will you / measure / the dark?” 
“The Stars Shine For Us.”  
Diane di Prima, 
Loba.  
 

our ship, in the present moment. 
 

All insights were welcomed,  
but the conversation  

was suddenly interrupted,  
when the Cloud of the Blue- 

Red haze started moving again  
in a stop-and-go zigzag  

path across the Heavens,  
back to a position not far  

from where it had first  
been seen to take off.  

 
This is when I awakened  

from my dream, beside  
the Pillar of Intelligible Worlds  

and Simple Elements. 
 
 
 

Remembering my dream,                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
and confronted with what  

Venus and Sinbad had 
 led me to believe was  

the “problematization” of four  
prospective constellations— 

“Mor-o-Log-on,” “The (W)hole,” 
“The Biomagnetic Processor,”  

“The Fylfot Propeller”—  
by the back-and-forth of  

the Blind Spot represented by  
the Cloud of the Blue-Red  

haze, I found myself on either  
side of a reality both visible  

and invisible—at once  
a Fool before the World  

and a Seeress before  
the Scales of an Infernal  

Justice that would give 
 to Physical Forms and take  

from Moral Ideals—a reality  
in which was constructed  

the Abstrakt Woman whose  
knowledge of Knowledge 

 I “subverted,” to persuade 
the Symposium’s various 



 

 

9 

“The next time you stand on a beach 
at night, watching the moon’s bright 
path across the water, and conscious 
of the moon-drawn tides, remember 
that the moon itself may have been 
born of a great tidal wave of earthly 
substance, torn off into space…”  
Rachel Carson, 
The Sea Around Us. 
 
“—Come, Mephistopheles,  
let us dispute again / And argue  
of divine astrology. / Tell me,  
are there many heavens above  
the moon?’ 
—As are the elements, such are 
the spheres / Mutually folded  
in each other’s orb; / And  
jointly move upon one axletree / 
Whose terminine is termed  
the world’s wide pole; /   
Nor are the names of Saturn,  
Mars, or Jupiter / Feigned,  
but are erring stars…  
All jointly move from East  
to West / in twenty-four hours  
upon the poles of the world,  
but differ in their motion  
upon the poles of the zodiac.”  
C. Marlowe, 
Doctor Faustus. 
  
“Five other objects of a different  
kind / Swerve through the Zodiac.  
You cannot find / Their courses 
relative to some fixed star /  
Because they wander, weave,  
and veer too far / In their broad  
cycles through the skies. The time / 
When they will line up and renew 
the prime / Of Magnus Annus  
is far off. I cower / Before erratic 
motion—give me power / To speak  
of fixed signs and consistent things.” 
Aratus, “The Planets,” 
in Phaenomena. 

participants that the Abstrakt  
sites of both the Cloud’s  

starting and current locations  
might function as “Black Holes” 

 in a First Constellation.  
 

No sooner had I spoken  
than Commander Exprès—  

stationed by the Seventh Pillar,  
or Pillar of Saturn—exploded  

into his Chronic Cough,  
and projected his Spit onto  

the Glass Ingots in the Cauldron, 
 for Venus to read. 

 
 Speaking for Exprès, as if  

in response to my suggestion,  
Venus said that the “screaming  

Unicorn” he discerned in the Spit 
was being advanced by Exprès as  
the image for a new constellation. 

 
I responded by offering 

Satoris as a name for  
the twin “Black Holes” at  

the tip of the Unicorn’s Horn,  
thereby identifying a giant  
figure that would override  

all the previous ones. 
  

After further star gazing,  
the Symposium’s participants  

agreed with my suggestion  
 and “The Screaming Unicorn,”  

whose Double-helixed Horn  
points to an Abstrakt pair of  

“Black Holes” named Satoris,  
became our First Constellation. 

  
But as we prepared to toast  

the achievement, the ship  
began to shake, and the ouzo  

spilled from our rhytons.  
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“The heavens are spherical  
and move as a sphere. The earth  
itself also is sensibly spherical  
in shape, taken as a whole.  
In terms of position, it is situated  
in the middle of all the heavens,  
near the center. In terms of size  
and distance, it has the ratio  
of a point to the sphere of  
the fixed stars. And the earth  
itself does not move at all.  
We will briefly give an account  
of each of these things by way  
of reminder.” 
Claudius Ptolemy,  
The Almagest. 
 
“Ortega y Gasset puts it  
that the man of antiquity,  
before he did anything,  
took a step like the bullfighter  
who leaps back in order  
to deliver the mortal thrust.” 
Charles Olson, 
Call Me Ishmael. 
 
“The novel fact may throw back, 
inhibit, and delay. But the advance, 
when it does arrive will be richer  
in content, more fully conditioned, 
and more stable.” 
Alfred North Whitehead, 
Process and Reality.  
 
“Nothing, whether deed, word,  
thought, or text, ever happens  
in relation, positive or negative,  
to anything that precedes, follows  
or exists elsewhere, but only as  
a random event whose power,  
like the power of death, is due to  
the randomness of its occurrence.” 
Paul de Man,  
“Shelley Disfigured.”  
 

While the vibrations got worse  
and the mounting wave  

lifted the ship on its crest,  
a Robocall to secure  

our positions went out  
from the Hidden Chamber,  

prompting all of us  
at the Symposium to stand up  

and hug the Observation Deck’s  
Pillars of Wisdom. 

 
Our ship kept rising on top  

of a tremendous body  
of water, faster than we had  

ever traveled before. 
  

The Silver sea was already  
far beneath us, when the Wave  

began to decelerate…  
and Bismark noticed that  

the Cloud of the Blue-Red  
haze was moving across  

the Heavens again; as the ship’s  
ascent slowed down, the Cloud  

seemed to pick up speed  
along its jagged course.  

 
Anticipating our Fate,  

Bismark exclaimed:  
“Just my luck!”  

and moments later,  
before any of us knew  
what was happening,  

the Blue-Red Cloud had  
closed in on the ship,  
which sat motionless  

at the peak of the Wave. 
 

We became enfolded  
in the discontinuous field  
of a quantum flux where  

matter and energy, thought  
and object, Supernatural and  

Sub-natural functioned as  
both the Kenosis of Blue,  

observable as the Silver  
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“Who then was the next to die?” 
Apollonius of Rhodes, 
The Voyage of Argo. 
 
“The world’s whole course in  
one brief look / —Are reasons  
why to buy this book.”  
Sebastian Brant, 
The Ship of Fools. 
 
“And if you join today,  
we’ll send the following  
books absolutely free: Poems 
for the Insane, A Treasury  
of Poorly Understood Ideas,  
Apartment Hunting for Devil 
Worshippers, A Complete  
List of All the Things  
that Are Still Pending…” 
George Carlin,  
“Join The Book Club.” 
 
“Thee onnlly wway ttoo ccope  
withh ssometthingg ddeadly  
sseriouss iss ttoo ttry ttoo  
trreatt itt a llittlle lligghtly.”  
Madeleine L’Engle, 
A Wrinkle in Time. 
 
“no minutia no problems.”  
Samuel Beckett,  
How It Is.  

elixir in things,  
beyond the Nigredo  

and Albedo of ideas,  
and the Pathesis of Red,  

observable as Iridescence and 
Philosophical Stone, before  

Rubedo’s “End of Time.” 
 

But Bismark failed  
to adjust: rushing from 
the Observation Deck,  

she took off on her run. 
 

She followed the passageway  
to the nave, past  

the apse and the shaft  
toward the stern. 

  
Standing with her arms 

outstretched, she leaped  
off the edge, yelling:  

“Less is more!” 
 

Venus made the comment  
that he was reminded, by  

the projections of Bismark’s  
arms and legs—both before  

and during her fall— 
of the star-like human figure  

in Leo’s Vitruvian Being.  
 

Then she vanished in the haze.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 


