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“And the Lord came down to  
see the city and the tower,  
that the human creatures had built,  
and the Lord said: ‘As one people 
with one language for all, if this  
is what they have begun to do now, 
now nothing they scheme to do  
will elude them! Come let us go  
down and confound their language  
so that they may not understand  
one another’s speech!’ And  
the Lord scattered them from  
there over the face of all the earth,  
and they left off building the city.” 
Genesis 11: 8, in R. Crumb, 
The Book of Genesis Illustrated  
(tr. R. Alter).  
 
“A scholar… maintained that  
the Great Wall would provide  
for the first time in the history of 
mankind a secure foundation for  
the Tower of Babel. First the wall, 
therefore, and then the tower…  
I admit that even today I cannot  
quite make out how he conceived  
this tower. How could the wall,  
which did not form even a circle, but 
only a sort of quarter- or half-circle, 
provide the foundation for a tower? 
That could obviously only be meant  
in a spiritual sense. But in that case 
why build the actual wall…? 
Franz Kafka,  
“The Great Wall of China.”  
 
“And place was where  
the Presence was /  
Circumference between.” 
Emily Dickinson (1084). 
 

 
At the moment Bismark 

jumped to her Death from  
the stern, the general economy  

of the ship displayed an even  
distribution of the crew’s  

weight throughout the length,  
breadth and depth of the hull— 

given Captain Anna-O’s  
aplomb and savoir faire  

handling the Rainbow gravity  
between “Yin Relativity 

 and the Quantum of Yang,” 
as formulated by Hazar in  
The Always Possible and  

Good-Enough-for-Jazz. 
 

Nonetheless, Bismark’s leap  
was apparently all it took 

to tip the ship’s delicate 
balance on the crest of  

the Wave toward the bow. 
 

Stationed in the lookout  
atop the mainmast, Mach  
exclaimed with a Tragic  

Laugh over speakerphone— 
which Captain Anna-O  
had ordered turned on  

across the ship, before turning off  
the propeller—that Ko-Itame,  

the Spirit of the Keel, was   
“experiencing a Mood Swing,”  

and recited Shams’s Lament from  
The Book of the Seven Beatings, 

while one-eyed Chauvée  
of Communications, stationed by  

the electrical stripping between 
 the upper Cryptonite rods and  

the Voided oar, initiated the effort  
to redress the ship’s Equilibrium  

by quickly moving aft, along  



 

“Can you tell the down from the up?” 
E. Pound, 
Cantos, XXVII. 
 
“Look up at the Heavens and count  
the stars, if you can count them… 
So shall be your seed.” 
Genesis 15:5, in R. Crumb,  
The Book of Genesis Illustrated.  
 
“In order to reach a good under- 
standing of things below it is thus 
necessary to rise toward the heights, 
and, looking down from above, to 
gain an overview…Thus, Maximus  
of Tyre invokes a passage in Homer 
where Ulysses is led to observe  
a people’s customs from a high place. 
Aristotle in this sense wrote  
that if we found ourselves above  
the heavens we could know  
for ourselves the causes of  
the eclipses of the Sun and  
of the Moon… And Cicero, in  
the dream of Scipio the Younger 
relates that the latter’s grandfather 
showed him terrestrial things  
from up in the sky.” 
Giulo Camillo, 
The Theater of Memory. 
 
“Sure of having traveled far,  
one finds that one is looking down  
on oneself from above.”  
Michel Foucault, “Introduction,”  
in The Use of Pleasure.  
 
“Many times I’ve gone past / 
the fifth floor, / cranking upward, 
but only once / have I gone  
all the way up /…Floor six thousand: 
/ the stars, / skeletons on fire, /  
their arms singing. / And a key, /  
a very large key, / that opens  
something – / some useful door – / 
somewhere – / up there.” 
Anne Sexton, 

the poop deck… together with  
ben-Cnopee the Lensman, who  

shifted position from the plug-ins  
of the Kalishnikov console to  

the standard stoppage network  
of the Mammon panel;  

Sokrates the Helmsman, who  
moved from the drainage slopes  

of the Skull Gallery to  
the emancipated Metal vents  

of the gas cylinder;  
and Cîpher the Ordinary Sailor,  

who shifted from the Monotonous 
 flywheels to the input-outlet  

of the #1 lithium mold. 
 

Concurrently, as the ship  
showed signs of swaying back  

to its Tipping Point, the imprint  
of the Yonaguni shoreline—  
projected along the decks by  
the wind-swept falling water 

from the Miraculous Faucet— 
gave the aft movements to 

redistribute weight on the ship  
an Aura of Story, for  

the Symposium’s participants  
in particular and  

for Vico most of all. 
 

Stepping aft on the Observation     
Deck from the Venus pillar to 

 the Mercury pillar, which stood 
abandoned following Bismark’s  

Death, Vico exclaimed: “I am 
transported like Badr of Homes  

from the Big Wheel of Cope  
to the Tower of Pay 

 in the tale told by Goodchilde 
 the Studious in days of yore!” 

 
Sinbad, an adept of Deadpan,  

while retreating to take Vico’s  
place by the pillar of Venus,  
replied: “You and I are like  

Koffi and Blondi at Lover’s Leap  
in ‘The Story of the Mystery  



 

“Riding the Elevator Into the Sky.” 
 
“Night comes, an angel stands / 
Measuring out the time of stars, / 
Still are the winds, and still  
the hours. / …It would be  
peace to lie / Still in the still hours  
at the angel’s feet, / Upon a star  
hung in a starry sky, / But hearts 
another measure beat.” 
Kathleen Raine, “Nocturne.” 
 
“From a systems theory perspective, 
periods of turbulence such as  
we have experienced in recent  
decades can lead to a range of  
possible outcomes. They may resolve 
into a new and stable equilibrium  
that can be expected to have a long  
life. They may lead to oscillating  
equilibria, a condition in which  
the social system snaps back and  
forth between two extremes. Or what 
appears to be an end to turbulence  
may be only another period of 
experimentation in an adaptational 
process that is still under way.” 
Sandra Braman, 
Change of State. 
 
“Ramona liked people  
who got excited.” 
Beverly Clearly, 
Ramona the Brave. 
 
“Let us plunge in the flood of  
time and chance, / Into the tide  
of circumstance! Let grief and 
gratification, / Success and  
frustration / Spell one another  
as they can, / Restless doing  
is the only way for man.” 
J. W. Goethe, 
Faust, Part I. 
 
“the Abyss / blanched / spread /  
furious / beneath an incline /  

Writer’s Dilemma’ by Ys  
the Empath”; to which Vico, 

increasingly tense and nervous,  
responded with the insight that,  
by falling back, Kongō, beside 

the pillar of Mars, would be  
to them what LaLanne was  

to Masrûr the Hunchback  
and Schrödinger of Saïs 

in “The Demon of Analogy’s  
Travel Adventures  

with Puf the Cursed Poet.” 
  

So, when Kongō did in effect  
move aft toward the pillar of  
the Soul Incarnate, Vico said  
that by taking Sinbad’s place  

Kongō was being released  
from the pillar of Mars  

just as Timaeus was released  
from Scipio’s Prison-House of  

Allegory by telling the story  
of Zozimos’s escape from  
the Cubicle of Abraxas in  

“The Fairy Tales of Mount Ararat”  
by Grandmaster H’llaj. 

 
Vico added that by leaving  

the pillar of Jupiter for the pillar  
of Mars, Cowabunga would be  
doing for the entire crew what  
Cadmus did for Montignac in  

the story about the Moon  
that Mardrus told to Layli,  
after Abelard told it to her  
in “The Love Stories and  

Wisdom Tales of Sina Weibo.” 
 

And to the extent  
that the maneuvers on  
the Observation Deck 

—as Cowabunga moved aft—  
were restoring the ship  

to its Tipping Point,  
Vico was essentially correct. 

 
Balance was achieved  



 

desperately plane / on a wing /  
its own / fallen / / back in advance 
from being unable to dress its flight” 
Stéphane Mallarmé,  
“A Throw of the Dice  
Will Never Abolish Chance.”  
 
“The way up and the way  
down are the same.”  
Heraclitus, 
Fragments. 
 
“What has risen may sink,  
and what has sunk may rise.” 
H. P. Lovecraft, 
“The Call of Cthulhu.” 
 
“The psyche rises as a mist  
from things that are wet.” 
Heraclitus, 
Fragments. 
 
“I am convinced that from  
the heads of all ponderous  
profound beings, such as Plato,  
Pyrrho, the Devil, Jupiter, Dante…  
there always goes up a certain  
semi-visible steam, while in  
the act of thinking deep thoughts.”  
H. Melville, 
Moby Dick.  
 
“Ahab, too, is a poet of eloquence.  
He says, ‘The path to my fixed  
purpose is laid with iron rails  
whereon my soul is grooved  
to run.’ Or these lines,  
‘All visible objects are but  
pasteboard masks.’ Quotable  
poetic phrases that can’t be beat.”   
Bob Dylan, 
Nobel Prize acceptance speech. 
 
“Been to hell in a boat yet?” 
Ezra Pound,  
Cantos, XXXIX. 
 

after Commander Exprès  
Coughed Up again and Venus,  

reading the projected Spit  
on the Glass as a sign  

that the two of them  
should go below deck,  

clapped his hands and opened  
the door to the stairway  

under the poop deck, down which  
they went, to station themselves  

in the Commander’s cabin.  
 

Meanwhile, I stayed where I was, 
 by the Pillar of Intelligible  

Worlds and Simple Elements. 
 
 
  

As soon as the ship was 
 level again on the Big Wave’s  

crest, we faced a situation where  
the Climate, inside the Cloud of  
Blue-Red haze that engulfed us,  

began to change. 
 

The haze produced a sensation  
of Heat, that grew more intense 

and caused our joints to ache,  
our limbs to tingle and  

our backs to bend,  
while a film of foaming  

water kept spreading over  
all parts of the vessel.  

 
Wind stirred the atmosphere  

from every direction, causing  
the haze to swirl around us. 

 
As the Warming intensified  

and sea foam coated the ship,  
we were overwhelmed by  

scratching in the throat and  
unrelenting fits of coughing;  

 nostrils suddenly blocked;  
failing vision; headaches;  

confused thinking.  
 



 

“The bonds of heaven are  
slipp’d, dissolv’d and loos’d.” 
W. Shakespeare, 
Troilus & Cressida. 
 
“The black sky was underpinned  
with long silver streaks that looked 
like scaffolding and depth on depth 
behind it were thousands of stars  
that all seemed to be moving very 
slowly as if they were about some  
vast construction work that involved  
the whole order of the universe  
and would take all time to complete. 
No one was paying any attention  
to the sky.” 
Flannery O’Connor, 
Wise Blood. 
 
“Some people don’t understand.  
Help them, God.” 
Jimi Hendrix,  
“Nine to the Universe.” 
 
“A man is a god in ruins.” 
Ralph Waldo Emerson,  
Nature. 
 
“There are three truths… 
Your truth… My truth… 
And the truth.”  
Peter Brook and  
Marie-Hélène Estienne, 
Why? 
 
“When God says  
“I Am Lived,”  
we’ll have forgotten  
what all the parting  
was about.” 
J. Kerouac, 
Satori in Paris. 
 
“It is first necessary to condense 
the thesis of Vico, the scientific 
historian. In the beginning was  
the thunder: the thunder set free  

Despite the onset of Madness,  
Vico alone seemed to understand  

what was going on. 
 

Between a) the “Deep Learning” 
from the vessel’s upward  

trajectory along the “fluid   
tunnel” and “mathematical  

river” of the Big Wave’s rise,  
b) the critical flow speed of  

the vessel’s slide into and  
out of Disequilibrium,  

and c) the “singularity of  
the bubbling phaenomenon”  

in a situation of reestablished 
Equilibrium, Vico saw  

our present course as  
the sign of an ineluctable  

return to “a shielded  
emptiness ending in union  
with the nearly infinite—” 

 
While continuing to 

theorize, however, Vico  
 unexpectedly stopped 
 in mid-sentence, and  

fell into Deep Thought. 
 

Soon the Steam started rising 
from the crown of Vico’s head;  

and gradually the realization set in  
that the surrounding haze was  

beginning to recede, and change 
Color… until the moment at last  

when we found ourselves on  
a foam-free vessel completely  

enclosed inside a Green bubble  
at the top of the Wave. 

 
Then Vico succumbed 

to Sleep, and keeled over.  
 
  
 

Whether it was the Steam  
escaping from Vico’s head, or  

Death’s release of Vico’s spirit, 



 

Religion, in its most objective and 
unphilosophical form—idolatrous 
animism: Religion produced Society, 
and the first social men were  
the cave-dwellers. Taking refuge 
from a passionate Nature:  
this primitive family life receives  
its first impulse towards development 
from the arrival of terrified 
vagabonds: admitted, they are  
the first slaves: growing stronger, 
they exact agrarian concessions,  
and a despotism has evolved into  
a primitive feudalism: the cave 
becomes a city, and the feudal system 
a democracy: then an anarchy; this  
is corrected by a return to monarchy; 
the last stage is a tendency toward 
interdestruction: the nations are 
dispersed and the Phoenix of Society 
arises out of their ashes.”  
Samuel Beckett, 
“Dante … Bruno .. Vico . Joyce” 
 
“Pataphysics is the science  
of imaginary solutions.” 
Alfred Jarry,  
The Exploits and Opinions of  
Doctor Faustroll, Pataphysician. 
 
“The angel Raphael  
represents the Central Column  
Energy of Balance  
and illuminates the color Green.” 
Zohar, “Vayera.” 
 
“Within the skull the skill / within  
the winter dream the whirligig / 
within within / all & everything : / 
‘Ing’ supreme rune and secret song  
of ‘Ong.’ / Forget all derivations, / 
they dance in happiness, / the early 
ones down there, / and this isn’t  
myth of origin / or oozing essence  
of origin. / … Origin is beautiful as 
black / and centers whirl around us  
as we round them in.” 

or mere chance that instigated  
the change, the ship now began  

to tip in the opposite direction…  
toward the stern. 

 
The imbalance inside the bubble was 

aggravated by the manic energy  
that immediately ensued above  

and below the forward decks. 
  

The challenge was to restore 
the ship’s Equilibrium, 

while tossing Vico’s body 
overboard ASAP— 

to avoid the creation of  
a metaphysical Shithole  
caused by the presence  
of a skeleton on board  
after the dissemination  

of Vico’s flesh.  
 

Anna-O ordered Sony, Scard’nelli, 
Thebes and Rosetta to throw 
 Vico’s corpse over the side;  

but, taking her cue from Thebes 
the Weatherwoman, successor  

to Occam, who frantically  
recalled the “mini-migrations”  

across the polluted decks of  
the ROJAVA before the doomed  

ship capsized in the Black Sea  
of Change, the Captain—over  

the sudden cascading Sound  
of an intense meteor shower,  

in Heavens we could not see— 
also ordered that Rosetta  

the Bo’sun, who served as  
Scard’nelli’s replacement, Sound  

the Whistle during the course  
of the crew’s reshuffling. 

 
As a result, in the course 

of a first phase of operations, 
Kongō, Sinbad, Cowabunga  

and myself—moving forward— 
changed places with Rosetta, 

Thebes, Scard’nelli and  



 

Gerrit Lansing (RIP), “In Erasmus 
Darwin’s Generous Light.” 
 
“The north-south axis is highlighted. 
The bird’s eye and the staff are at  
0°/ north, establishing a basic point of 
reference… If one traces a straight line 
over the “spears,” one notices that  
the two solstitial axes are present:  
the big “spear” that wounds the bison 
is directed along the axis of the rising 
sun of summer (56°), setting sun of 
winter (236°). The small “spear” is 
directed from the rising sun of winter 
(124°) to the setting sun of summer 
(304°)… One finds, gathered and 
carefully preserved by the Paleothics 
… all the coordinates of the solar 
stations that fulfill the conditions 
indicated by Vitruvius two thousand 
years ago. If pre-historians felt  
Lascaux to be a sanctuary, it is because 
the “squaring of the circle” had been 
realized, inscribed, then preserved by 
Paleolithics, probably so that it would 
then be understood and transmitted.”  
Chantal Jègues-Woliewiez,  
“Lascaux and the stars.” 
 
“The Mog-ur… had forged indelible 
new paths in her brain, paths that  
let her glimpse ahead, but he could  
not forge new paths in his own.  
While she looked beyond, he caught  
a glimpse, not of the future, but  
of a sense of future. A future that  
was hers, but not his.”  
Jean M. Auel, 
The Clan of the Cave Bear.  
 
“While you rested in the sloth 
of your eternity, on the proceeds  
from Year 1, the spirit of man,  
rid of its dimwittedness by you!... 
ended up assailing the grounds  
of Creation. They discovered in  
the intimacy of bodies, as if prior  

Sony, moving aft; and then,  
in a second phase, Wang and 

Marlboro—moving aft— 
changed places with Tarzan,  

Kongō, Sinbad and Cowabunga,  
moving forward. 

 
To the Sound of the Ritornello  

from Corso’s Fantasia for  
Desire, Destiny, Myth and  

Reality, as played by Rosetta  
on the Bo’sun’s Whistle,  

Sony, Scard’nelli, Thebes and  
Rosetta surrounded the body of  

Vico, while at the same time,  
toward the bow, we assumed 
our new stations, as ordered. 

 
No sooner had Rosetta  

stopped blowing the Whistle 
 than the ship swung back  

into Equilibrium. 
 

Then, at once, the Green 
bubble enclosing us 

 burst open; and the Black  
starry Night returned. 

 
Wasting no time,  

Sony, Scard’nelli, Thebes 
and Rosetta grabbed Vico  

by the arms and legs,  
and on the count of three  

heaved the corpse overboard,  
larboard side. 

 
Vico’s body dropped into  

the distance way below, before 
disappearing in the Silver Sea.  

 
 
 

The ship has so far remained  
stable, confirming Anno-O’s  

intuition that the chosen spot,  
above deck —directly in line with  

the Dormant body of Möbius, 



 

to their reality, the old CHAOS.” 
Paul Valéry,  
My Faust.  
 
“I I bought thought and so you  
come here you you come here and 
not today not any can play I look  
and see, no no I cannot look no no  
I cannot see and you you you see…” 
Gertrude Stein, 
Doctor Faustus Lights the Lights. 
 
“Hamlet wavered for all of us.” 
Emily Dickinson (L512). 
 
“Do not become enamored  
of power.” 
M. Foucault,  
Preface to Anti-Oedipus  
(G. Deleuze & F. Guattari). 
  
“Man is the violent one,  
not aside from and along  
with other attributes but  
solely in the sense 
that in his fundamental  
violence [Gewalt-tätigkeit]  
he uses power [Gewalt]  
against the over-powering 
[Überwältigende].”  
Martin Heidegger,  
“The Ode on Man  
in Sophocles’ Antigone.”  
 
“Many the wonders,  
but none more awesome  
than man who sails  
the grey winter sea, and rides  
the crests of furious waves.”  
Sophocles, 
Antigone.  

suspended upside down 
below deck—was the practical  

solution for throwing Vico  
overboard without getting  
the vessel to tip, backward  
or forward, down the slope  

of the Big Wave. 
 

Indeed, reading Commander  
Exprès’s Spit on the Glass again,  

Venus reflected that our ship  
had Mutated “from Paranoia  

Machine to Miraculating  
Machine”; and he added that  

the difficulties we continue to 
experience, psychologically and 

technologically, are the result  
of an internalized repulsion /         

attraction dynamic originating  
from the ship’s back-and-forth 
movement on top of the Wave.  

 
Star mapping as a result   

has been resumed, to provide 
guidance from the Heavens,  

with Tarzan, Sony, Scard’nelli,  
Thebes, Rosetta, ben-Cnopee  

and Sokrates assigned 
 to the Observation Deck’s 

seven Pillars of Wisdom.  
  

Despite all, the whole  
crew seems to share  

the feeling that a spirit  
of Camaraderie is always  

already sustaining us— 
erotically, theoretically and 
 politically—until the end.  

 
We sail on together,  

my love.  
 
 
 

 


